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LECTURES ON POETRY, BY T. CAMPBEL 

• * 


LECTUKE III. 



• Greek Poetry. 

It is impossible to trace the majestic stream of Greek poetry 
to its earliest fountains. That Greece had strains anterior to the 
Iliad and Odyssey, is evident from the nature of poetical compo¬ 
sition*, as well as from the works of Homer. Greek poetry 
could not have dispensed with the usual pro^ssiveness of hu¬ 
man art, or have sprung up at once to the full effulgence of epic 
excellence, like a tropical sunrise unpreceded by a dawn. Ac¬ 
cordingly we find Homer, as we might expect, alluding ft) the 
heroic songsters of a former period, and describing their condi¬ 
tion with that air of probability, which distinguishes all his pic¬ 
tures of human mimners. He speaks apparently with the full 
breast of a poet whose ambition had been fired and fostered by 
having seen prescriptive honours attached to the poetical art. 
Deliberate and circumstantial, he seems assured of commanding 
deep attention and implicit belief: and though he is too simple, 
and too proudly embarked in his subject, to advert either to him¬ 
self or his hearers, yet whenever he names the poets of heroic 
ages, he throws a glory over their memory, an air of magic over 
their influence, and attaches a sacred importance to their voca¬ 
tion. The value which he attributes to poetical inspiration is 
intrinsic, and independent of all otlier gifts and accomplishments. 
The characters of bard and prophet, so often identified among a 
rude people, are completely separated by him. He neither at¬ 
tributes the power of song to any of his seers, nor that of pre¬ 
science to any of his poets; nor do the latter ever affect to be 
orators, highly as the gift of eloquence is described to have been 
held in the Homeric times; but,holdings dignified reserve among 
the loquacious Greeks, they are the only personages who never 
trouble us with orations.f It is true that in pretensions to 


• Necdubitari debcl quin fiierint anteHomerum poet*.— Cicero, Brut I. cap. 18.^ 
t Only one of bis poet* (Phemius) speaks, in the whole course of the Odyssc)', 
but once, and that once in order to save his life.—O dyss. xxii. 3^5. 
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Levium on Poeity. 

heavenly inspiration his poets are not even behind his priests; 
and we have a proof of i anity being a very old poetical iulir- 
in finding that Thamyris,lue oldest of the tribe, was struck 
Ibrself-conceit. Inall this,however, Homerpciiilsthe haidic 
ohartjDpffttT as ancient and honourable, and his vensimilitude has 
^been sdddm called in question. Simple too as the art of l^oetry 
tnuat ha'V0 stili been, he makes Pheinius boast of it as a power 
** of manifold argument;”* ** and we may suppose ITomer to have 
found it possessing at least bOmc variety of character, fiom the 
diversity of occasions to which he describes it as already applied. 
Song was alike the soul of the joyous feast and of the solemn 
sacrifice. It accompanied the nuptial dance, and was lu'ard in 
lamentations over tlie warrior’s bier.f The strains of Demodo- 
chus, in tlie Odyssey, exhibit a wide opposition of gaiety and 
pathos. At one time'}: they describe the merriment of tlie Gods 
at the detection of Mars’s gallantry with Venus; at anotlier tune, 
they melt the heart of Ulysses with the talc oJ'Tioy,'^ till the 
hero wept, says Homer,^ in one of his most bLUiitiful and pro¬ 
longed similes, " as a woman weeps over the hiisbund 
who has fal/en in battle, on trhom she siazes as he pants and dtes, 
till the enemif^ smiting her shoulders with a spear, commands her far 
away into captivity a7td bondageJ*' |1 

T^he hospitality of a (Jroek palace is Bover described by II<uuer 
without the presence of a baid, to heighten its fesli\i1\. I know* 
not if the Odyssey can be said to shew the bard to ha\o evir 
been a permanent inmate of the Piince’s house; 1 hough when we 
are told of Clytemnestraf being left by her husband, at his de¬ 
parture for Troy, under the guardianshij) of a poet'^*, whom 
^giblhus was obliged to get removed to a desert island befoic 
he could accomplish his purposes on the Oueen, we can sc.ircelv 
help supposing that the lady wouldlie placed under the same roof 
with her moral preceptor. On another occasion, wc find the baid, 
in the Odyssey, not domestioalcd in the royal mansion; but ap¬ 
parently a frequent guest, and brought to it from no great dis¬ 
tance in the neighbouihood.tt Phemius complains, in the 
Odyssey, of having been coni])eIled by force to attend the suitors 
to the house of Penelope. \h uiociocbus is invited to the feast of 
Alcinous amona the chieftains of tlic land. The herald lakes a 


* Odyss, xxii. 347. 

t Two singers are pUced as mourners over tl»c dead body of Hector. 

t OdyiR.viii, 266. § Odjss. viii, 521. 

II 1 have abridged this exquisite passage. II Odyss. iii. 267. 

** AVhen we speak of a poet in Hoinerir times, wc must always understand a 
singer; as the song, the lyre, and sometimes even the dance, accompanied ]>oetii 
atrainn. \'idr Odyss, iv. 17. The accompanying dance there alluded to, was pro¬ 
bably pantomiinii. ft Odyss. viii. 43. 
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Lectures on Poetry^ . 

kiiK^Jy guidance of his blind steps, and his venefable figure is 
described as placed in a silrer-studdegl chair, be^de the pillar on 
which his lyre is suspended*.* In another passage allusion is 
made to the hard being received as a wanderer, and to his being 
certain, at all times, of an hospitality which was oonsidfered as 
his due, and not as eleemosynary. His profession is distinctly 
six>ken of as one entitled to public support, like ftiat of the phy¬ 
sician, the architect, and soothsayer— 

* The prophet, and the healer of disease. 

Tlie skilful artist, and the bard inspired 

With strains tliat charm his hearers—these we seek, 

And these, in ev(‘ry climate under Heaven, 

Are dearly prized. 

The active spirit of the Greeks appears, from the Homeric 
draught of their manners, to have been much addicted to tra¬ 
velling; and of all members of society tlie bard had the most 
agreeable motives for being a traveller, in the security of his 
being welcomed wherever he went in his love ol novelty and in 
his thirst of knowledge. It is to this circumstance that we are 
probably indebted for the deep acquaintance with human nature 
and manners which so much enchants us in the works ol Hbnier. 
He must have been an extensive traveller, and a poet ol tbe peo¬ 
ple. Had It been otherwise, and had he been a mere retainer of 
a Princess court, bis poetry would have assumed a stifi, iiiHated, 
and servile air. in that case we should not have enjoyed such 
endearing traits of homely description, as that of the old stone 
bank on which Neleus sat before his mansion, or of the feel¬ 
ings of Ulvsses on discerning the smoke of his native roofi'. 


* OdvSr., >il. 

t The day of tiuanrlUii:? wiUi HomerV simpliiiW is now i^one hy. BiH It h not 
an hundred vears isiiu’c what was called Oritirisin derided liis siinidicity.— It is Tiurd 
Chesterfield'll ihink), or some judirc equally competent, wlio conqiarcs Achilles’s 
reproaches of Airamenmon to the Inntjuage that place where (as Addison says' 

“ fhey seli thr best Jisfty and Sfteak *kc pturt'^e.\t Lamotto^ (a French critic f 

(»bscrvations on Fiomer are still more muiisinj^. e see not, he says, “ in the 
Iliad, cilher a crowd of staft'-otficers around Airamenmon, or a garde de (o-y i’ — 
Afraiuemnon dresses himself (it loas Uickif that pou'daing and siuiving tetre not yet 
in /h'/owwj—fl/id^c/(i//c.i with hts oicn hand cooks and spreads a repast for the drpniies 
of the army.'*— OixQ miorht hare helped the Frenchman to belter instances of what 
lie calls Horacr’a grassieri^^ such as a Vriucess Royal washintt and bleaching the 
fanillv lipen. Perhaps the grossest of all simpUcities occurs at the tabic of Alcinous : 
the poet Deiuodochus at thAt table could be in no want of food, yet Ulysses sends 
him by the herald, a plate of fat pork, as a compliment in return for the pleasure 
he had received from heariiqr his poetry. It was exactly as if a modern Prince had 
condescended to honour poet at table by inviting him to drink a glass of wine.— 
Many other gTossierlcs could have been picked out of Homer; but one instauee was 
as good as twi-nly to h criti.! who could pwposc lo accouunodatc Agnmemuou with • 
■4 vafet de ihamhcj or Achilles with a nindre d'hofH, 
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The bardic profession could not liave commenced with llupner, 
who describes it as thus <iiistinct and popular; for, even if an 
individual could create an art, it requires a succession of artists 
to form a profession". At the same time, whilst we must suppose 
that there were poems in Greece anterior to die Iliad and 
Odyssey, it is impossible, though w^e may guess at their sub¬ 
jects, to deterniine what those poems were, <ttnd by whom they 
were composed. 

Homer has recorded only three poets*—Thamyris, Phe. 
mins, and Demodochus, no relics of whom are pretended to 
be known; and the two last aj)pear to be names ol’ fiiiu*v 
rather than of tradition. He has no where mentioned eitlier 
Orpheust or Musa^us; and his silence respecting them, tlmugli 
not a proof, is something like a presumption, against the i(l(*a 
of their poetical existence having preceded his own. But 
works nominally ascribed to those two bards are still extant; 
and to judge by Mons. de Sales, a French academician;}:, tlicrc^ 
is still a belief in the niueteenlb century, that w^e possess the 
authentic poetry of Orpheus the Argonaut, and of Musauis, the 
son of Eumolpus and the Moon. Mens, de Sales, with a great 
deal more modesty than Stevens's auctioneer, n lio sold hcatls 
^^warl'ajited CQ.TneiA his biographical minuteness only 

a little farther back than the siege of Trov- He assures us that 
Orpheus cajitivuted the clergy ol' Kgypt hy his alUihle manners, 
and that he lost his wife in consequence of (casing her with assi¬ 
duities when she ought to have been left to solitude and rep<tse. 
He proves that Orpheus was the son of a king, because; he has 
told us so himself in his Argonautics; and talks of M usajus. 
his poetical descendant, as well known hy his “ line poem” of 
Hero and Leande.r. Unfortunately this fine poem appears to 
have come into the world about l(jO() years later than iMons. de 
Sales had imagined; and the Argonautics is alsoucomparativt'lv 
modern poem, making mention of countries with which the 
Argonauts had probably the same acquaintance as with JJo- 
tany Bay. 

Yet, though nobody but Monsieur de Sales believes tin; 
poems of Orpheus, as we have them, to be as old as the golden 
fleece, yet men deserving graver notice have deemed them t,l>e 


* There is a passage in the Iliad where the niirae of Linns has lieen supposed by 
some to he alluded to; but Heyne and other critics of the first uuthority, reject this, 
idea, and understand the word ?uifov to mean siinply a chord. 

t Homer mentions Amphion, but not as a poet; and says nothing of his buildiuir 
a city by the power of song. * 

• I Histoire d’Homcrc ct d'Orplie, Paris, 1808. 
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refabricated relics of an ante-flomeric poet* * * § . OrplitMis, as a 
bard and founder of mysteries, is frequently mentioned by the 
ancients f. J^udar calls him the father of poetry and rlato 
quotes from works that were certainly current in his age, 
under the names of Orpheus and Musaeus. Matthew Gesner^^ 
therefore supposes that the Athenian Ouomacritus, a contem¬ 
porary Aerxes, renovated the Orphic poetry from a more 
ancient dialect, interpolating and abridging it, as he owns, but by 
no means absolutely forging it. 

Certainly, though Homer has been silent about him, an ante- 
Hoineric Orpheus may have existed, and Thrace looks like the 
probable country of a primitive poet and mystagogue. For the 
mystic poetry of the ancients, according to Strabo, had many 
traces of Thracian origin, and the Thamyris of Homer was from 
tlial country. The tomb of Orpheus was shewn in Greece, and 
was honoured by the beautiful fiction, that the nightingales in the 
branches around it excelled all others in sweetness of song. But 
there was nevertheless an evidently divided opinion among the 
ancients resjjecting the authenticity and extreme antiquity of the 
Ori>hic works. Cicero imputes them to Cercops, a disci^>le of 
Pythagoras. Pindarion, as quested by Sextus Empiricus ||, makes 
Onoinacritus their fabricator, and declares it the fixed opinion 
cf lus tiiiu! thijt Greece had no iinte-Homeric ]>oetry. But these 
are comparatively modern sceptics. Chcero says that Aristotle 
doubted if such a poet as Orpheus had ever existed^ ; and the 
Stagyrite speaks doublingly of“///c so vailetl poem of Orp/wns 
and iMnsecns/' To go to the fountain-head of histoiy, Herodotus 
declares his belief, that all the j)Oets given out as older than 
Honiev were of more recent date.** 

It has been conceived, however, by very seiisilde inquirers, 
that the name ol' Orpheus, though possibly fabulous, may still 
re[U‘esenl some real poet who communicated in songs the holy 
symbols and inysti^rious secrets of doctrines more pure and an¬ 
cient than the theology of Homer—doctrines originating in the 
Asiatic aucestiy of the Greeks, or brought less direeily from 
Egyjit, that may have been even dim recollections of Divine reve¬ 
lation- Yet I cannot help suspecting that the (pranlum of poe¬ 
try, which could have comedown to the age of w ritten literature in 


* Gesneri Prolcgonicnii Orphica. Khunkmito also pronoumoa tlic Orphic 
poetry very old, thoii^di, with an ambi^^uity passiiiyall miihTsranding. hciillowcd at 
the same time, lliul it might be of the Aloxamlrlan school.—Vide Ilcriu-tntiV 
Orphica, p. (JHO. * 

t By Euripides, Mcii. Iphig. in Aulide, 1711- In Rhes. IM.i. By Arislo- 

phailOS, Riin. lOfi'l, * */'rtp^iKTns aotSar •n-aTi^p.— Hind. l*vU»ic. iv. Id. 

§ Gesneri I*r<ilegoniciia f>rpliwM. || Si'xtus Empiricus adv. Al.dht iiialit. 

*i C'icoio dc Nat. Dcor. i. ds ^ ^ M* rodolns, Euterpe, 



fi , Lcft^ires on Paetiy. 

Greece from such an ante-Homeric poet, must be at most only a 
conjectural something, like a matnematical poiift without de¬ 
finable form*or magnitude. At whatever time iSie Greek mys¬ 
teries were founded, Homer is silent respecting them; but at 
the commencement of the republican era in Greece they certainly 
received a new impulse and enlargement, from the rise of phi¬ 
losophy, and Orpheus was the great poetical authority held out 
for mystic doctrines and institutions.* The connexion between 
philosophy and mysticism could not, from the nature of the for¬ 
mer, be permanent; but, undoubtedly, there was a connexion 
between them at an early period in Greece. The institutions of 
Orpheus and Pythagoras, we are told by Herodotus, were the 
same. Now, admitting that this circumstance arose from both 
Orpheus and Pythagoras having drawn mystic doctrines in com¬ 
mon from Egypt, yet it is impossible not to suspect that a 
teacher and reformer such as Pythagoras was, would blend 
such doctrines with philosophical conceptions of his own. St. 
Clemens says, that the Greek mysteries were founded by phi- 
losopjjers. Early. Philosophy at this period might, no doubt, 
conceal sublime principles under the veil of secrecy and mystic 
fraternities. But still she allied herself intimately with priest¬ 
craft, and externally, at least, with orgies and mummery; and 
where these existed, fraud could not be long absent. The veil 
of mysticism was alike favourable to a visionary and an inno¬ 
vating spirit; and as the metaphysics of an Argonaut could not 
have been a perfect prototype of the Pythagorean philosophy, 
the name of Orpheus was likely to be used as a cloak for many 
new ideas. In the later period of Greek literature, the name of 
' Orpheus has been undoubtedly made an heir-loom of forgery, 
and it probably was so from the beginning. 

Great and good as Pythagoras was, more than one of his scho¬ 
lars is accused of having fabricated Orphic poetry; and the 
blame being divided, ordy shews that there were partners in the 
concern. Onomacritus appears as an old and eminent name in 
the business. Gesner asserts, that he could not have forged all 
that he gaveout to be Orphic. Of his inability to forge, I know of 
no proof, except his having been once detected in the fact. But 
that he had often succeeded, in spite of this one detection, we 
are helped to guess by Pausanias’s frequently rejecting things 
attributed to Orpheus, as the fabrications of Onomacritus. Of 
his general modesty and uprightness of character we are pretty 
well assured by Herodotus, who gives a short but pithy account 
^f hiraf. lie was a priest and a vender of oracles; who was 
banished frora^ Athens by Hipparchus, for fraudidently pretend- 


* Herodotus, JuiU’rpp, Rl. t Hrrodtit. l*olyinniiij (i. 
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ing to have found in Musasul a prophecy, that some of the 
Greek islandewere to be swallowed up in the ocean. His banish^ 
ment was prebably more for spreading public a^fum, than for 
executing literary fraild. However this may be, we afterwards 
find him at the court of Xerxes, spiriting dp the Persian 
monarch to the invasion of Greece. The great king, it seems, 
had scruples about the undertaking ; but Onomacritus plied him 
with ancient prophecies, which he made so favourable to the 
barbarians, as to leave no doubt in his majesty’s mind, that he 
should settle the peace of Europe, by seizing on the figs and 
demolishing the liberties of Athens. If Onomacritus then was 
a first or main re-publisher of the Orphic poetry, it could scarcely 
have come through more suspicious hands, nor can better re- 
cpiisites for an extensive forger be well imagined, than those 
tliat meet us in the character of this traitor, renegade, parasite, 
and salesman of old oracles. 

As to the extant Orphic poetry, it is, in fact, not the work of 
one man, nor of one age; and is not believed by the best judges 
to be by any means so old as the age of Xerxes. The Hymns 
are allowed to be the oldest, though even they bear somei»inarks 
wliich argue against extreme antiquity. No one can suppose 
them, as a body, to be the same with those which Pausanias says 
were sung by the Eumolpida; in the Elcusinian mysteries; for 
he tells us that these were inconsiderable in number, and ours 
amount to eighty-five. But it is possible that they may have pre¬ 
served a wreck of the forms and expressions of Eleusinian worship. 
The work entitled the Argonautics is pronounced, by the best 
judges, to belong to the Alexandrian school; and the Litliica, or 
poem on stones, which mentions substances unknown in Europe 
ill the age of Pliny, betrays itself, by its mineralogy, to have beeif 
written probably as late as the reign of the Emperor Commodus. 

The Iliad and Odyssey have no vestige of either religious or 
plulosopliical mysticism. Not but that many Greek philo¬ 
sophers pretended to spiritualize their meaning, and to discover 
refined doctrines, profoundly hid under the veil of their fiction. 
But the experiment would not succeed. Homer may have some 
allegory, but his general character is remote from the allegoric, 
and the reverse oitliQ mystic. This was apparent to other phi¬ 
losophers, such as Pythagoras, Xenophanes, and Heraclitus, 
who openly taxed him with couching impious fables under his 
beautiful verses. Hence philosophy, as she grew up in Greece, 
w^as complimented by a part of her admirers, as the true daughter 
of Homeric poetry, whilst, by others, she was flattered as too 
wise and goodly a personage to have sprung from so old, so ig¬ 
norant, and so irreligious a parent. Upon the whole, however, the 
philosophers kept on goocl terms with the public, by speaking 
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with tolerable respect of Home# and of poetry at laige. Even 
Plato, when he supposes a poet to visit his republic, proposes 
‘ to dismiss him with ointment on his hair, a crown upon his 
head, and a flattering apology—perhaps as likely to suit poetical 
taste, as an invitation to stay in so demure* a commonwealth; 
and one which, in all probsJbility, satisfied Homer himself^ if 
his soul took any concern in the a^rs of Plato’s Republic. 

But though the Homeric poems were not made for sects, but 
for the universe, and though they are the earliest unequivocal 
documents of Greek genius, yet neither is their era exactly 
ascertained, nor the history of their author known, from his 
cmdle to his grave. Tlie ancients consulted oracles about his 
birthplace, but disbelieved them when they pretended to fix it. 
The most received opinion, however, is that he was of Ionia; 
as his descriptions of winds and countries often agree with the 
face of nature, when looked at from that quarter; whilst they 
would be false and strange if taken at Argos or Athens. 

The idea of one author having composed either of the two 
great poems that pass under Homer’s name has been violently 
contrarerted in recent times, and a general scepticism has been 
diffused on this subject by the learning of Wolfe and Heyne. 
Those great men have had antagonists, it is true; but none that 
were worthy 'Avrifitov fia^haadai iv atvy till our own 

countrymM, Payne Knight*, vindicated the Iliad and Odyssey 
from the imputation of having been patched into beauty and 
unity by a crowd of equivocal rhapsodists. 

The old and ordinaiy opinion respecting Homer rests on the 
double argument, of the consent of antiquity, and of the harmo¬ 
nious design apparent in the Homeric poems themselves. On 
tlie latter grounas, a mind strongly susceptible of poetry may, 
possibly, build more assurance to itself, than it may be able to 
communicate to others. For the perception of harmonious gran¬ 
deur, in a poem, is a matter of taste more than demonstration. 
And persons of the highest philological authority, in the question, 
may sometimes be the most dead to this species of evidence. 
Mere erudition will no more ensure the power of appreciating 
harmonious poetical design, than botanical skill will enable ob¬ 
tuse senses to enjoy the flavour of a fruit, or the smell of a 
flower. 

The epics of Homer are said to have been first brought to 
the Peloponnesus, by Lycurgus. At the Panathensean festivals, 


• * Mr. Knigbt is so far a dissenter^from the old opinion, that he conceives the 
fliad and'Odjrsscy to contain internal marks of separate anttfors; and lie adnuta that 
both have many intexpolations. But the admission of both of those two suppositions 
is a very different innovation on our accustomed ideas, from supposing such a 
work as the Iliad to have been a work of medley production and fortuitous design. 
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they were sung in disordered an^ detached parts, till, according 
to one account^ Solon, according to another, Hipparchus, aira 
according to. 4 third, Pisistratus, ordered the thapsodists, 
one succeeding another, to sing them in regulai* order. The 
words of Cicero, to •which Professor Wolfe attaches so much' 
importance, are, that ** Pisistratus is said to have first disposed 
the boohs of Homer, which were formerly confused, into the 
order in which we now possess them.” If this passage really 
established that the Athenian copy of Homer was the oldest in 
existence, it is veiy singular that it should have never been in¬ 
quired after by the founders of the Alexandrian library. They sent 
to Sinope, to Massilia, and to the extremities of Asia and Europe, 
for other copies. They extort,ed from Athens, at an enormous 
price, the MSS. of her tragic poetry. But, for this imaginary 
first edition of Homer, not a demand was made, nor a coin onerea. 
There is nothing however in Cicero’s expression of confusas aniea 
which either means or proves that the Iliad and Odyssey, though 
the rhapsodists might repeat them confusedly, came in incohe¬ 
rent scraps from the genius that produced them. Thucydides says 
nothing of Greece having owed any such obligation to the Pisis- 
tratidee, as that of having first cast the Homeric fr^ments into 
one mighly mould. Aristotle praises Homer himself, and no one 
else, for the artful structure and disposition of parts in his epic 
poetry. Herodotus, a native of the country where Homer’s 
poetry was first found, and who lived in the ne.xt age after the 
expulsion of the Pisistratid®, never mentions the scattered rhap¬ 
sodies of the Iliad and Odyssey, but describes them as poems 
anciently and absolutely entire. In seeking for better lights than 
these primitive authorities, learning only seems to be turning 
a telescope upon utter darkness, through which she can discern 
no more than the vulgar eye. 

How long Homer’s writings were preserved in a state of oral 
tradition, no one can pretend to determine. At the same time 
it is but fair to admit, whatever arguments may be drawn from 
the admission, that there is no appearance of the knowledge of 
writing in his works. At the m^ing of treaties, a little wool 
was pulled from the slaughtered lamb, but it was not in those 
days that its skin was yet made into parchments for recording 
them. The metals were engraved, but not coined. The tomb of 
the warrior appears without an epitaph. Had the use of letters 
been familiar, Homer, who delights in describing processes of art, 
would certainly have sent an epistle from Ulysses to his spouse; 
and Minerva would have taken special care of its orthography. 
and sealing. 

Hence the possibility of one man having compdsed either the 
Iliad or Odyssey has been pronounced by some to be incredible. 
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But let us beware of deciding oK this point by our own habite of 
memory. Our powers of recollection constantly lean on books, 
erea at school, where we are best disciplined info, remembering 
them. In after-life, we seek for general ideas in excursive reading. 
On the whole, xhe faculty of memory is, with us, like a serv ant ill 
Imned, and accustomed to little confidence—awkward when put 
to the test, and apt to be treacherous when over-trusted. Yet 
astonishing powers of recollection are attested, even in ages 
acquainted with books. Xenoph on* records, that there were per¬ 
sons in his time who had the whole Iliad and Odyssey by heart. 
What the human memory can retain of anothers composition, 
it might certainly recollect of its own; and this would be much 
more likely to be the case in the age of Homer than of Xeno¬ 
phon. Let us imagine all the circumstances of the age operating 
on such a being as the bard is described by Homer in the heroic 
times: his inspiration ascribed to the Gods; his calling held by 
men more honourable than even that of the soothsayer, and the 
averter of death and disease; his sole business in life to meditate, 
noon, night, and morning, on those strains that were to render him 
' the fitvourite of kings and the idol of the people, and to hoard 
them in a mind undistracted by other pursuits, as the support of 
his ambition and existence. If we consider these circumstances, 
we shall hardly believe that a man of genius could be prevented 
from composing the Homeric works, in a period unacquainted 
with writing, from the necessary w'eakness of the human meraovy. 

The supposition, that one genius could have composed them, 
and found an audience to remember their sequency, is at least 
as easily admissible, as that the Iliad should have been a medley 
compositign of many poets. For inspiration is a solitary crea¬ 
tive spirit, and it is not to knots and groups, or accidental fabri¬ 
cators, that she has ever intrusted those great conceptions, in 
poetry or painting, or in any of tlie fine arts, that have command¬ 
ed the permanent homage of mankind. 

The Trojan expedition appears to have had an influence on 
ancient Greece in many respects similar to that of the Crusades 
on modem Europe; and as the latter event supplied materials 
for the romancers, so the former must have given a grand impulse 
to the spirit of Greek heroic poetry. Disjiersed as the strains of 
romauce are over various langu^es, and fraught with the cha¬ 
racteristics of different ages and countries, it is difficult to com¬ 
pare them closely with those of Homer. But it needs only a 
slight insight into both to be struck by the high superiority of 
the Greek imitations of life, in point of distinctness and an air 


• Xenoph. iii. b. 
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of reality. It is true, that chivalry gave liuman charwt^ some 
noble peculiiflrities unknown to we antique time. Though the 
Hellenic chief^ight have as much cultivated brain un^ his 
helmet as the Crusader, and though he appears m>on the v^le 
to have been a mdte eloquent and sagacious being, yet die 
heart of the knight affected a degree of courtesy, love, honour, 
and devotion, to which his ancient prototype made no preten> 
sions. The later ages of Chivalry also mmished in her tilts 
and tournaments, and in the gorgeous cathedrals where her vo> 
taries were consecrated, more imposing subjects for description 
than any games, or sacrifices, or temples that are mentioned 
by Homer. Even the war-field of the Iliad is without a trum¬ 
pet, or a standard, to heighten its “pomp and circumstance” 
which is the more remarkable because wind-instruments are men¬ 
tioned, though never as employed in animating troops. The he¬ 
roic leader is extolled as “good at the shout and when Homer 
leads the Greeks into the Troade, he depends for martial effect 
on his spirited similes, and on the description of phalanxes blaz¬ 
ing in armour, and marching in silence that was only broken by ^ 
the voices of their chiefs and the sound of the earth unde? their * 
tread. 

Yet still Homer found in his heroic age a world by no means 
of desolate simplicity : on the contrary, its manners display the 
germs of multifarious civilization. Amidst all the turbulence 
and insecurity of life there is a mixture of peaceful as well as 
warlike pursuits. Commerce appears as well as agriculture. In¬ 
genious arts that were not practised by the nobles, were neverthe¬ 
less held in high estimation ; and it is mentioned of a hero who 
falls in battle, that his father w’as renowned for his skill in ship- , 
building. It matters not how imperfect the arts might be, to the 
fact of their mere existence having had a happy influence on the 
poetry of Homer.* Infantine and rude as they are, they give relief 
to his scenes of heroic homicide—they remove his simplicity 
from savage monotony, and they point our associations agree¬ 
ably to an interest in popular happiness and familiar life. 

Whatever traits of moral or physical culture the poet found. 


* Uliis Kubjert putii me in mind of a Icticr with which Mr. Bowles did me the 
hdnour of publicly addressing me, in which he says, among other things, that 
Homer never mentions a bridge. But if yefpvffa means a bridge, Mr* B. will re¬ 
collect an iuHtance in a simile of the 5th Iliad. 

'■■■ ■■ Torafif irhfi$ovTt ioiKt^Sy 

Sffr' aica piwf cfriScurec 'y€<f>u^as.—1. B7, 8B. 

When the book in which 1 dissented from Mr. towles^H theory of criticism, comes 
to a second edition, I shall have a good deal to say to my rovergnd friend. I have 
not inisrepreseutcd him as he imagines. But 1 lavc no leisure to write pamphlets 
shout him. 



12 


Lectures pn Poetry. 

he evidently dwells on them wiith fondness; and where these are 
absent, his unsophisticated traits of the human heart, together 
with the antiquity of his pictures, gives them a*charm that we 
should exchaijge with reluctance for the representations of a 
more intellectual state of society. Even thfe redundance of his 
diction and description seems so much a part of the overflowing 
fulness of his mind, that we should no more wish him tabe suc¬ 
cinct than we should desire to see the shores of the Missisippi 
trimmed into neatness. 

The virtues of Greek heroism are rude in comparison with 
some of those w'hich chivalry professed and even practised. But 
the high aspirations of chivalry had all some natural origin in 
the human breast; and a poet who knew man so well as ifomer, 
and who found him raised above the torpor of barbarism, 
could not fail to exhibit all the elements, even of chivalrous vir¬ 
tue. Accordingly Hector’s delicacy to Helen is die same which 
a Bayard or a Sidney W'ould have shewn in similar circum¬ 
stances ; and he reproves even his recreant brother with a ge¬ 
nerous lenity. His combat with Ajax is conducted with mutual 
magnanimity. We have no challenges, it is true, about the 
beauty of mistresses; and the word love, in our genuinely ro?n««- 
tic meaning, does not meet us in Homer. Nevertheless, the very 
fathers of Troy speak with a gallant sensibility of Helen’s beauly 
—the scenes of conjugal aflection are superlatively beautiful, 
and the situation of women appears in the Iliad to be much 
more free and honourable than we afterwards find in the height 
of Attic refinement. In short, we meet in Homer’s heroism 
with all the natural flowers of human virtue, whatever chival¬ 
rous cultivation might have afterwards added to their lustre 
and perfume. 

But the effects of chivalry were by no means unmixed: it 
raised certain sentiments to a factitious magnitude at the expense 
of others, and its institutions tended, on the whole, to give a 
formal, hyperbolical, and monotonous cast to human character. 
Accordingly the personages of romantic fiction have little indi¬ 
viduality ; and when we have one accomplished knight errant, 
we may form a tolerable conception of the whole brotherhood. 
Their virtues are exaggerated, and require but a slight additional 
touch of exaggeration to convert them into caricature. Whereas 
Homer, in the ideal of poetry, retains the express image of 
man, and minutely observes his moral lineaments and pro¬ 
portions, whilst he enlarges heroism above the size of life. 
, Amidst the boldest fables, all his men and women are natural, 
probable, and strongly discriminated individuals. They are 
varied as if By chance, yet all harmonizing with the spirit of 
the age, collectively represent its world of moral character. 
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Achilles, in the centre, is (tf the order of spirits that llectrify and 
command mankind. His alarm^g and sensitive being is the 
soul of the Iliad, and his very absence and repose are the causes 
of its disastrous action. He is unquestionably ferocious, but 
his quarrel is ^ust, he is wronged—high-minded—^hating false¬ 
hood like the gates of hell—^young, beautiful, and predestined 
to fall. Casual glimpses of bis manners are al^o given, that 
interestingly soften our conception of him. He is the only hero 
of the Iliad who amuses himself with music and poetry. The 
deputies'bf the army find him in his tent playing on his lyre, and 
chanting heroic songs ; and, though he knows their hateful er¬ 
rand, he receives them with a calm and manly benignity. Horace 
does him injustice when he calls him a disclaimer of laws* and 
inexorable; for he melts into tears at the prostrate grey hairs of 
Priam, the father of the slayer of his friend, though he had lately 
withstood all the eloquence of Nestor. 

It shews the security of Homer in his inspimtion, to have intro¬ 
duced such an opponent to Achilles as Hector. But when he 
leads us to Troy, he make us Trojans in our affections, and al¬ 
most seems to become so himself. Prodigal in sympathy with 
the events and agents which he conjures up, bis imagination as 
tenderly conceives the lamentations of Hecuba, and the hsart- 
sick swoon of Andromache, as it makes itself impetuously con¬ 
genial with the vengeance of Achilles. Like nature, he is fruit¬ 
ful in creating characters, and like her, impartial in distributing 
and inti usting virtues to contending parties. Conscious that 
Achilles could shine by his own light, he fears not to shew us 
his image through tears for the fate of Hector. In delineating 
Hector by the eulogies of his weeping country and friends, the 
climax is exquisitely perfected by Helen. All others who had 
bew'ailed him, she says, were bound to him by reciprocal ties; 
but her’s was the grief of gratitude for the undeserved and gra¬ 
tuitous kindness of his mighty heart. He had interposed \men 
others had reproached her—he had soothed her when her tears 
:^owed at their reproaches. 

^neas creates a less ardent, though still respectable interest; 
and it is increased by a hint, which is thrown out with an air of 
minute historical probability, that Priam was jealous of his 
greatness, and that his virtues had been partially thrown into 
the shade. What expression in every figure of this mighty 
tablet!—what diversity even between men incompetent to CTeat 
actions; as between the abject coward and vulgar bra^art T^r- 
sites, and the gay good-natured Paris, whose spirit, though 


* incxorabiliR, ncer. 
Jura negat siM nata, &c.—Hor. 
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sunk, in luxuiy, still shews some traces of his noble breed ! The 
stout arm and'heart of Ajax sAnd him in lieu of all piety, craft, 
or sensibility; whilst Sarpedon,* bleeding in warfare not nis owu, 
Bjpends his last generous breath in exhorting thp brave to rally 
the battle. • Homer is above all artificial antitheCis in the paint¬ 
ing of character; but in describing natures remotely difierent, 
he could not kvoid exhibiting contrasts; and that which is vi¬ 
sible between Achilles and Ulysses, is as perfect as heroic nature 
can afford. , 

The youthful Diomed is among the Grepks, next to Achilles, 
the apparent favourite of the poet:—all spirit and lustre, his 
valour bums like "the unwearied jire that plays on his shield 
and crest Like Achilles, he is insulted by Agamemnon, 
who charges him with cowardice on the eve of battle; but 
he is wise as well as warlike, and it is not till his actions 
have belied the imputation, that he retaliates upon his com¬ 
mander. When the Greeks have been worsted, and when 


Agamemnon proposes abandoning the siege, Diomed, the 
youngest of all the chiefs, rises in the council, and gives 
him a dignified rebuke. Agamemnon himself is not with¬ 
out the virtues of fraternal affection, and willingness to listen 
to able counsellors. He has also his day of distinction in 
the field. But his importance altogether is more royal than 
personal, and his faults are made conspicuous by his supremacy. 
Alternately presumptuous and despondent, he is the readiest to 
tax others with deficient courage, and the first himself to despair 
under public reverses. He is also unmerciful in victory. The cry 
of Idypet, Arpwt Hoe is addressed to him in vain, and he makes two 
of the most atrocious refusals of quarter that occur in the Iliad. 
It has been remarked, that Homer speaks as a friend to royal 
government; but still he describes it as too limited, or rather as 
too undefined, to be despotic; and the chiefs in the councils of 
tlie Iliad present us with a sort of Greek picture of Gothic feu¬ 
dalism. And if he shews respect for monarchy, he makes his 
kings no monopolists of virtue. In poetical justice, he seeny 
to have thought it sufficient to give Agamemnon the diadem, 
and a few good qualities, as his share of importance in the 
poem, leaving brighter heroic endowments to chiefs subordinate 
in political power. 

Amidst these formsl^hich the Iliad exhibits in the bloom or 


strength of heroism, the aged characters are no less happily 
distinguished. Nestor looks back on a life of greatness and 
wisdom:—he has no rival in venerable years; his powers have 


• Ili*d T. 4, 
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reached the last ripeness of experience, but they ha^e also some¬ 
thing of the mellow tint that precedes idecay. He dwells on his 
own exploits with an egotism and fulness that could only be en¬ 
dured in the ^ost ancient of men. Phoenix, the friend of 
Achilles, on th^t other hand, is also old, but his youth had been 
embittered by misery and vindictive passions; and when he 
comes to exhort th^ hero against excessive resentment, he 
confesses his early errors in a tone very diiferent from the self- 
complacency of Nestor. , 

Priam' is neither very wise nor energetic; but his heart is 
warm with natural affections, and his woes and years sustain our 
reverence and solicitude. When the wail of the Trojans bursts 
from their walls, at tlie sight of Hector dragged in triumph by 
his conqueror,—when the uautic father implores his friends to let 
him go forth, and implore the pity of the destroyer, the struggle 
of his people to detain him, and the voice of his instinctive 
agony, surpass almost every thing in the pathos of poeti-y, and 
an’ect us more like an event passing before our eyes, than a 
scene of fictitious calamity. Never was the contrast of weak¬ 
ness and strength more fearful, than when he throws himself at 
the feet of Achilles, whilst his feeble perspicacity makes us 
tremble at every moment, lest he should light up the inliam- 
mable temper of Achilles, fluctuating between wrath and com¬ 
passion. Yet, hallowed by paternal sorrow, age and weakness 
prevail. The old man accomplishes his point, and the terrific 
victor condescends to the delicacy of even veiling Hector’s 
comse from his view. 

The mythology of the great poet cannot be acquitted of un¬ 
dignified passages ; but among these the most notoriously ob¬ 
jectionable, viz. the allusion to the suspension and flogging, of 
Juno, has been generally deemed an interpolation by the oest 
judf^es. Traits of grandeur and beauty, however, are not want- 
ingf even in his mythology; witness the meeting of the King 
and Queen of Heaven on the mountain, where the flowers are de¬ 
scribed as springing up spontaneously on the spot of their em¬ 
brace. And taken in a general view, his Heaven is made 
more amusing by its anthropomorphism than it could have been 
rendered by purer religious ideas. His divinities are only im¬ 
mortal men and women surpassing mortals in power and beauty, 
but not the less interesting because they transter the passions of 
humanity to Olympus. His heroes are their kindred, and glow 
with the tints of their celestial consanMinity. His ethereal and 
heroic natures thus approach in partial contact like the blending 
skies and mountains of a beautiful landscape, where the hues of 
Heaven and earth insensibly melt into each other. 
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FROM THE nUT£H OF TOLtENS. 
TO A MOURNER. 

The creeping worm that, weak and weary 
Was slumbering in its narrow cell, o 
£nraptur*d, bursts that prison dreary. 

And, fluttering, leaves its wither’4,sfaell ; 
Gently moving—gaily roving 
Far away from ear tidy care ; 

Soaring brightly—waft^ lightly 

Through the boundless fields of a£ir* 

Thou, Mourner! dry that thoughtless tear, 
And gaze no more upon the dead ; 

*Tis but a solitary bier! 

No earthly spirit lingers there; 

On wings of light to Heaven *tis fled! 


HORACE, HOOK 111. ODE XIX. 

What years from Inachus divide 
Codrus, who«fbr his country died. 

You tell, and ^acus's line. 

And the sad ** tale of Troy divine 
But what the price of Chian ; wlio 
Heats for his friend the bagnio; 

When I, and at whose genial board, 

Shall shut out winter—not a word ! 

Quick, boy ! a bumper to the Moon ; 
Again—one more to Night’s mid noon, 

One to Murena. Three or nine. 

As measures, best the cup combine. 

Nine, rapt transported poets claim, 

Who madden with the Muses' flame: 

Link’d with her naked sisters she, 

The modest Grace permits but three. 
Anxious from feuds her train to save— 

O *tis delicious thus to rave ! 

Why does yon pipe it’s tones forget ? 

Why mute the lyre, the flageolet ? 

Pshaw ! what frugality of flowers ! 

More roses. This wild din of ours, 

Old splenetic ! let Lycus hear. 

And—^pair’d, not match’d—his wedded dear. 

Thee, beamy with thy clusterii^ hair. 
Thee, Telephus, as Hesper fair, 

Ripe Chloe courts : for Glycera 
I slowly, gently melt away. W. 


J. B. 
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Oh, Italy ! thou fair and fated land, 

l^w sigh’d the soul of sympathy for thee, 

When Freedom’s steel first glitter’d in thy hadd. 

When first thy children, panting to be 
The banner rais’d for injur’d Italy! 

But all is hush’d—the brief and scanty gleam 
But gilds theltising of a darker day; 

Like thoughts that haunt the Helot’s frantic dream, 
Like earth-bred vapour mocks with trcach’rous ray— 
Then melts like morning mistiness away. 

Alas! for Italy—her fertile fields 

Laugh in the radiance of the bright blue sky; 

Nature her gifts in gay profusion yields— 

Why does her bosom’s lavish store deny 
The heav’n-born plant—celestial Liberty! 

The foul disgrace—ah, how can pity hide— 

How burns the check of honest Shame to tell. 

Where Honour’s sons had conquer’d or had died, 
Lock’d in tlie cliain of Fear’s accursed spell, 

W’ithout a blow—degenerate Naples fell! 

Now weave the shroud—and twine the cypress wreath, 
Unbind the tarnish’d laurel from her brow— 

Pour forth the wail-note of untimely death— 

Scorn’d—and polluted by tlie foreign foe, 

A sister-nation in the dust lies low. 

Oh, once tlie parent of the Great and Good, 

Thy feeble Age has bred the coward-slavc ! 

Dash from thy outrag'd breast tlic servile brood 

Whose craven heart,—whose base, ungen’rous blood, 
Cold as thy marble—impotent to save. 

Live, all xinworthy of the soldier's grave ! 

Unhappy land ! had Britain’s sons been thine. 

How had each glowing breast for freedom hied ! 

And nerv’d in that dear cause witli pow’r divine. 

Had hurl’d destruction on die tyrant’s head. 

Or bravely sunk on Glory’s purple bed. 

Poor are the treasures of triumphant Art, 

And vain the boast of de^ithless deeds of yore; 

Poor is the land that lacks the manly heart 
To wear his Country in its inmost core, 

And spurn th’ invader from his native shore. 

That land is rich—where filial ties inspire 
Heroic love, the dauntless patriot’s boast— 

Where glows the free-bom breast with freedom’s fire. 
And wakes in ev’ry faithful heart a host 
To guard the sacred soil of Britain’s coasts 


r. 
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TRICK^ OF {speaking. 

I SHOULD be departing from a very good habit, eentle reader, 
if I were to give you any inkling beforehand of wlipat I am going 
to say. There are some people, indeed, of such a quick imagi¬ 
nation, they giSess how your sentence will ^nd almost as soon 
as you begin it; and if you are conversing with them, they are 
sure to pop some of your own words into your mouth before 
you have yet come to them. I, who have some little hesitation 
in my utterance, and a good deal of trouble in collecting my 
ideas at any time, hate all such word-mid wives from the bottom 
of my heart. Every one should be allowed to tell his own story 
after his own manner. For why should one be obliged to call 
out, like Grumio, ** Tell thou the taleor with honest Fluellin, 

It is not well done, mark you now, to take tales out of my 
mouth ere it is made an end and finished.” But waving the in¬ 
civility of such interruptions, they generally disappoint their 
own end, and keep the hearers the longer from getting at the 
marrow of the subject, as they sometimes learn to their cost. 
Of all hearers, by the way, your poets, with all due respect be 
•it spoken, are the most impatient ahd troublesome, and this, I 
suppose, because the rules of their own art never permit them 
to commence themselves ah ouo.” Indeed the only exception 
I know is that famous poet “ of the north couiitrie,” my worthy 
good friend, who most obligingly listened to one or two very 
long storied I told him a little while ago without interrupting 
me once. He is certainly the perfection of good-nature. To 
be sure I met with the stories afterwards in the Tales of rny 
Landlord,” with all the circurastancesof dress, and character, and 
scenery, exactly as I had described them. But could any thing 
• be more flattering than such a proof, not only of his patience, 
but of his courteous attention ? Next to the poets, the most 
abominable personages to talk to are the lawyers. It seems as 
if they were always in such a hurry to begin their own speechi¬ 
fying^ that they could not bear to hear any one else’s tongue 
agoing. It was but the other day I went to consult one of 
them about prosecuting a rascally servant, who had stolen some 
of my plate. I had scarcely mentioned the word servant, when 
off goes my good friend of the long robe at a tangent \ and, 

by the by,” says he, “ what you are now telling me reminds 
me of an odd occurrence at the assizes some years ago. 1 re¬ 
member my friend the Solicitor-General (he was then Mr. Ser¬ 
jeant Copley) was cross-examining a witness”—and so he went 
on for ten minutes with a long cock-and-bull story, but what it 
•was, or what Mr. Seijeant Copley and die assizes had to do with 
my plate tbat^was stolen, I could not learn then, nor can I now 
conceive, for the life of me. But I remember well I was out of 
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all patience with the foolish intlrrupfion. But all this, by-the- 
by. What I was going to remark is, that after observing the 
ways of othel^ and studying what grave authors have written 
on the subject;, I find that the best method of opemng a matter 
is either to bounce bravely into the midst of it, er else to begin 
and go on with somft other topic, as wide from the mark as may 
be, and then introduce, what yau really wish to say, obiter^ and 
by way*of parenthesis. 

For the nrst method, I know no better expedient than to fall 
to with a good round exclamation. It excites curiosity, and stirs 
a few questions in your hearers at first, but after a while they 
are heartily glad to listen. And in this particular it is surprising 
how entirely the instincts of mankind accord with the sugges¬ 
tions of art and experience. This very method is often pursued 
with great success by the vul^r— a fact of which Ben Jonson 
was well aware, and which he has happily illustrated in the fol¬ 
lowing passage of his Tale of a Tub. 

• « 

Puppy. Oh, where's my master? my master? my master? 

Dame Turfe. Thy master ? what would'st with thy master, man ? 
There’s thy master. 

Turfe. What’s the matter, Puppy? 

Puppy, Oh, master ! oh, dame! oh, dame! oh, master ! 

Dawc Turfe. What say’st thou to thy master, or thy dame ? 

Puppy. Oh, John Clay ! John Clay! John Clay! 

Turfe, Wliat of John Clay ? 

Clay. Oh, Lord! oh, me! what shall I do ? poor John ! 

Puppy. Oh, John Clay! John Clay ! John Clay ! 

Clay. Alas! 

That ever I was born ! I will not stay by it, 

For all the tiles in Kilbum. 

Dante Turfe, What of Clay ? 

Speak, Puppy, what of him? 

Puppy. He hath lost, he hath lost. 

Turfe. For luck sake, speak. Puppy, what hath he lost ? 

Puppy. Oh, Awdry ! Awdry ! Awdry ! 

Turfe. What of my daughter Awdry ? 

Puppy. I tell you, Awdry— do you understami me ? 

Awdry, sweet master! Awdry, my dear dame! 

Turfe. Where is she? What’s become of her, I pray thee ? 

Puppy. Oh, the serving-man! the serving-man! the serving-man! 

Turfe. What talk’st thou of the serving-man ? Where’s Awdry ? 

Puppy, Gone with the serving-man, gone widi tlic serving-man. 

Dame Turfe. Good Puppy, whither is she gone with him ? ^ 

Puppy. I cannot tell; he bade me bring you word, 

The Captain lay at the Lion, &c. 

Every day, indeed, 1 find persons, whom 1 do xqy best to imi¬ 
tate, luckily setting out full sail, and with a strong current, into 
the midst of their narrative, in some such fashion as this: It. 

_ a 
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was the oddest thing, as 1 wa4obBerving to my friend Sir Ben¬ 
jamin yesterday, tliat whilst all this occurred 1 never chanced 
to turn round; for, you must know, it was twelve«p’clock, and I 
had been talking to him more than an hour with my hand twirl¬ 
ed round his button. I did not turn round, as I mentioned, or 
else 1 think I should have discovered the dtoll trick I am just 
mentioning to you.” And after this prelude on goes the story 
fluently enough, for the great art is to get once clearly afloat, 
and then, to be sure, when a man has sense, out it will needs 
come, and he finds himself giving information by wholesale, 
without well knowing by what cue he fell into such a commu¬ 
nicative humour. 

But to proceed in this downright manner is not always prac¬ 
ticable ; nor, if it were, would it be always desirable. Bacon 
wisely recommends a little preliminary excursion. “ To use no 
circumstance at all,” says he, " before one comes to the matter, 
is blunt.” And here, though persons in common life some¬ 
times succeed tolerably well, yet they w'ould advance much 
more if they would carefully study the modern orators. Some- 
„ times the most trivial circumstance occurring at the moment 
may serve for a good introduction. Of such preludes one of 
the happiest instances occurs in the admirable speech of Mr. 
Curran for Justice Johnstone, lliere happened to be some de¬ 
gree of silence, a thing very unusual indeed in an Irish court of 
justice, when Mr. Curran rose to speak. That mighty genius 
caught the opportunity, and burst forth thus : “ I am glad it is 
so; I am glad of this factitious dumbness; for if murmurs 
dared to become audible, my voice would be too feeble to drown 
them ; but when all is hushed, when nature sle^s —cum t/uies 
mortalibus agris —the weakest voice is heard. The shepherd’s 
whistle shoots across the listening darkness of the interminable 
heath, and gives notice that the wolf is upon his walk, and the 
same gloom and stillness that tempt the monster to come abroad 
facilitate the communication of the warning to beware. Yes, 
through that silence the shepherd shall be put upon his guard ; 
yes, through that silence shall the felon savage be chased into 
the toil. Yes, my lords, I feel myself cheered and impressed 
by the composed and dignified attention with which I see you 
are disposed to hear me.” 

1 am told that some of the imitators of this great orator have 
been still more successful than their prototype in catching a 
hint from the occasion. But I must confess it is my misfortune 
not to have familiarized myself sufficiently with their produc- 
, tions, to be able to vouch for this assertion myself, though I 
have not the slightest doubt it is strictly true, and that the 
passage 1 ha\^ extracted may have been completely eclipsed 




in felicity by subsequent ebuQitioiis in the same school of 
» eloquence. 

On state <^^sions» and particularly in cabinet conferences 
with the sovemign. Bacon very much approves of a little jesting, 
by way of introduction. I should have thought he had fallen 
into this practice out of accommodation to the queer humour of 
that learned prince James the First, if he had not mentioned 
that this system had been very successfully pursued by some 
grave counsellor in ^ the time of Queen Elizabeth of blessed 
memory. Some, perhaps, may think that Polonius carries this 
system too far, in his way of introducing his solution of Ham¬ 
let’s madness. But that witty play on words in the outset— 


** My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore—since brevity's the soul of wit, 

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes, 


I will be brief,” &c.— 


shews him to have been a complete master of the grace of in¬ 
sinuation. 


1 do not think it necessary to say much of cant phrases : the 
use of them is so ordinary and familiar, that every one is able to 
practise them without study. Johnson’s way—Why yes. 
Sir/’ Baw, baw, why no, Sir,” pronounced ore rotundo^ had 
something grand and Brobdignagdian about it. Sir Thomas 
More's Tilly tally, Mrs. More,” has its grace. But the usual 
forms, Goq bless me, who would have thought it?—Only 
think—Well, as I am alive—Well, lack-a-day—As God's my 
hope,”—are somewhat energetic, and, doubtless, very expres¬ 
sive and proper at times, and by no means to be discarded, as * 
they help to give a glibness to the tongue; and what is more 
important, are of great use in enabling you to seem ready, and 
to be going on, whilst, in fact, you are at a stand, and doing 
your best to rally your thoughts from a retrei^. 

But these plans are play-work, and of very ^Igar merit when 
compared to the genuine parenthetic method, by which you may 
go round about me bush for ever, and at last you put in the 
principal story or argument, as it were, by a side blow. I re¬ 
member one author who, to prove that Richard the Third's 
character had been misrepresented, goes off bolt into a set dis¬ 
sertation on the condition of the people in Russia. Every one 
knows that the finest headien account of the system of the 
world, and of the age of Saturn, is contained in a dialogae, the gist 
of which is said to be to find out a definition of a true states¬ 


man. In like manner Warburton, in a noble se!sn[lan preached 
before the Society for the Propagation of Christianity, launches 
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forth in a grand invective, mild jlwells, during three-fourths of 
the discourse, on the mischiefs of the slave-trade, one of the 
founders of that Society having been a slave-merchant, and 
most vigorously ridicules the founder’s mistalfen notion of 
death-bed repentance, and of atoning for iniquities by a chari¬ 
table donation.' With regard to sermons, indeed, it is not, per¬ 
haps, strictly correct to introduce them on the present occasion, 
as Sterne will have it ' that they have no particular subject, and 
that all texts are convertible, and that ^as much might be 
preached on the text of ** Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego,’’ 
as on any other that can be selected. We will go then to other 
public speakers, and ask whether you may not listen for hours 
to those who have the gift of speech, without being able to 
form the slightest conjecture what is the subject in debate. It 
is the highest effort of art to keep itself disguised. In the 
courts of justice? you sometimes have discussions on natural 
philosophy, history, morality, and politics; and in the House 
of Commons you cannot maJce out wnat you have. A lawyer, 
indeed, w'ould be justly despised if he gave you speeches con¬ 
taining merely facts and law. He would shew himself to be 
• merely a lawyer. The proper way for him is to plunge off and 
make a display in some science unconnected with his profes¬ 
sion ; and if he shews himself master of what he never seemed 
likely to have studied, how can any one help giving him credit 
for understanding what he has always been supposed to study ? 
As to statesmen, they have been noted, through all ages, for 
speaking off from the point. The ablest of them have been 
particularly praised for introducing strongarguments in a paren¬ 
thetical manner. I need only mention Demosthenes, and Mr. 
Fox. But though they were very able in that respect, I think 
' posterity will give the palm, in the parenthetic style, to a great 
minister of the present day, whose speeches are often in a paren¬ 
thesis from beginning to end. He is certainly a complete 
master in that manner. Swift;, whose character as a writer has 
been lately reduced to its proper standard, among other innova¬ 
tions by which hf would have comipted our language, wished 
very much absolutely to prohibit the interlacing and dove¬ 
tailing one parenthesis within another. Now every Englishman 
laments that the English language should be so much excluded 
as it is from diplomacy; and yet here is a plan gravely pro¬ 
posed, which would castrate our language of one of the few 

S olitical qualities it possesses, and absolutely incapacitate it for 
eing ever applied to that noble science, for which so much 
ambiguity and perplexity are indispensably necessary. 

• The application of these remarks to other subjects of compo¬ 
sition is obvioys. Every one indeed knows, that a true play- 
writer has nothing to do with plot or incidents till he comes to 
the last act, and that the great art is to prevent the audience 
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Vrom forming any guess aboutjthe real views Qf the principal 
characters, till uiey are presented with a catastrophe which 
could never ^ve been anticipated: and that a genuine epic 
. poem is nothliig but a series of digressions. If one shall 
be disposed 'to argue that a speech cannot be called a series of 
parentheses, or a pgem a series of digressions, aifti that the very 
words imply some other general matter as a principal subject, 
and that to make the^. principal subject seem incidental, is 
againsf the rules of art; the first point, being merely verbal, 1 
should leave to gmmmarians to settle, but the latter point I 
should feel myself bound to deny. For art is but the imitation 
of nature ; and the uniform course in life is for men to put on a 
disguise, and let their real character lie in reserve, though it 
may, perhaps, sometime peep out unawares. Do we not all 
know that Brutus played the simpleton two-thirds of his life, 
and then all of a sudden shewed something peculiar in his wit 
and spirit? Did not every one think Swift a queer mulish 
being, till by accident he turned atlthor ? Did not Henry the 
Eighth, for many good years, entertain conscientious scruples 
about the legality of his first marriage, and consult all the doc¬ 
tors in Europe to solve tlie problem, and* then, when he^ould. 
not prevail on the Pope to come to any determination one way 
or other, did he not, in a manner, by chance marry Anne 
Boleyn ? Did not Oliver Cromwell talk for years about flat . 
Popery in the House of Commons, and then, m a parenthesis, 
buy Charles the First’s jewels ? Does not his High Mightiness 
the Pope designate himself the servant of servants, and is not 
his only constant care bent on enlarging Christ’s kingdom, 

which is not of this worldand does he not occasionally put 
forth his feet to be kissed merely for courtesy ? Do not fana¬ 
tics, in all ages, loudly disclaim ml sense of merit, and, in true • 
self-annihilation, resemble that honest friar who, apprehensive 
of the acclamations of respect that must ensue upon his preach¬ 
ing, took care to close his long unintelligible rant with a “ not 
unto us, not unto us, O Lord, but to thee be the praise and the 
glory 

But I cry your mercy, gentle reader, and beg you will not 
think that, for the purpose of taking a Pisgah view of the world, 

I have mounted myself on the tub of Diogenes. Understand 
me, I pray you, in a more simple sense, and above all, be of 
good courage since you now see land. Nor will I, after mention¬ 
ing the cynic’s name, apologise for this long tirade, or express 
my fears that I may have seemed tedious to you, lest you should 
answer me, as he did some foolish talker in his day, ** Surely 
not, not at all,” said he, “ for I did not think it worth while to 
compliment you with a mcanent’s attention.” Q. 
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MACPHfiRSoIr's LAMENT. 

Mr. EiiiTOR- —I am encouraged to send fragments of Mac- 
pberson’s Lament, and some account of the inci^nts by which 
those stanzas were preserved. Macpherson was'executed at 
Banff, in the year 1701, eight days after h^s trial, and his exe¬ 
cution took place at a much earlier hour than was appointed by 
his sentence ; the magistrates of Banff being apprehensive of a 
rescue. It was even reported, that, eitlier by fraud or violence, 
an express with his pardon was detained between Turreff and 
Banff. An unhappy girl, whose love for him, and grief for his 
fate, ended in distraction, came to Glenorchy and Upper Lome 
in the following summer. She could give no distinct account of 
herself; but the incoherent hints drawn from her led to a con¬ 
clusion that her parents were reputable; but that, infatuated by 
a passion for Macpherson, she nad passed some time with him 
among his gipsy associates, had been admitted to him in prison, 
and learnt the Lament, which he hoped would engage the popu¬ 
lace to assist his friends in delivering him from the civil power, 
when disencumbered from his fetters, preparatory to execution ; 
,but, she said, ‘‘they wadna trust the music o^ his voice, but 
choked him before his time.” She had left her “ ain fouk to 
gang to Badenoch, the lauud o^ her dear, and her dool,” and 
she insisted Glenorchy was Badenoch, because the people spoke 
Gaelic, and there were “bonny lads, and red-cheeked lasses.’^ 
Some one asked if she was a gipsey ? She seemed quite indig¬ 
nant, and replied, “ Na, na, she was born in haly marriage, 
and bapteezed in haly kirk.” 

The fragments of the Lament were literally stolen from this 
mourner. A gentleman attempted to write from her singing ; 
but she wept bitterly at the idea of “giving away,” as she 
termed it, “ the last remains of her dear.” The gentleman en¬ 
gaged some friends to prevail with “ Jamie’s lassie,” the only 
name she gave herself, to sing his Lament; and he kept behind 
her employing his pencil to trace the lines. 

I’ve spent my life in rioting, 

Debauch’d my health and strength, 

I squander’d fast as pillage came, 

And fell to shame at length. 

To hang upon a tree, a tree, 

Accurs’d disgraceful death, 

Like a* vile dog hung up to be. 

And stifled in the breath. 

My father was a gentleman, 

Of fame and honour high, 
mother, won’d you ne’er had borne 
The son so doom’d to die ! 
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The laird of Graut, w|tli pow’r aboon 
The royal Majesty, 

his great word for Peter Brown, 

^nd let Maepheraon die. 

ftut Braco Duff, with rage enough, 

First laid a snare for me, 

And if that death did not prevent, 

Aveng’d I well could be. 

But vengeance I did never wreak, 

When power was in my hand, 

And you,- dear friends, no vengeance seek. 

It is my last command. 

Forgive the man whose rage betray’d 
Maepherson’s worthless life: 

When 1 am gone, be it not said, 

My legacy was strife. 

And ye that blame with cruel scorn 
The wand’ring gipsy’s ways. 

Oh think if homeless, houseless horn, 

Ye could spend better days! 

If all the wealth on land or sea 
Before my eyes were spread, 

I’d give them all this hour to be 
On the soldier’s dying bed. 

Though cut and hack’d in every limb, 

And chok’d with heaps of slain, 

Glory and lame should be my theme, 

To sollen every pain. 

My father was a gentleman, 

Of fame and lineage high; 

Oh place me in the field like him— 

Like him to fight and die ! 

B. G. A. S. 


LETTERS PROM SPAIN. 

BY DON LEUCADIO DOULADO. 

LETTER 111. 

Dear Madam, Stmlk^ — 179D. 

Fortune has favoured me widi an acquaintance—a young clergy¬ 
man of this town—^for whom, since our first introduction, I have felt a 
growing esteem, such as must soon ripen into the warmest affection. 
(k>mmon danger, and common suffering, especially of the mind, prove 
ofVen the readiest and most indissoluble bonds of human friendship: i 
and when to this influence is added the blending power of an inter¬ 
community of thoughts and sentiments, no less unbounded than the 
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confidence witk which two men p^ut thereby their liberty, their fortune, 
and dieir life into the hands of each other—imagination can hardly 
measure the warmth and devotedness of honest h^ts thus united. 

Spaniards who have brtdcen t)ie trammels of sujjprstition possess a 
wonderful quickness to mark and know one another/' Yet caution is 
so necessary, ^at we never offer the right hapd of fellowship till, by 
gradual approaches, the heart and mind are carefully scanned on both 
sides. There are bullies in mental no less than in animal courage : and 
1 have sometimes been in danger of committing myself with u pompous 
fool that was hazarding propositions in the evening, which he was sure 
to lay, in helpless fear, before the confessor, the next morning; and 
who, had he met with free and unqualified assent from any one of the 
company, would have tried to save his own soul and body by carrying 
the whole conversation to the Inquisitors. But the character of my 
new friend was visible at a glance; and, after some conversation, I 
could not feel the slightest apprehension that there might lurk in his 
heart either the villainy or the folly which can betray a man, in this 
world, under a pretext of ensuring his happiness in the next. He too, 
either from the circumstance of my long residence in England, or, as I 
hope, from something more properly belonging to myself, soon opened 
his whole mind; and we both uttered downright heresy. After this mu- 
tua^, this awful pledge, the Scythian ceremony of tasting each other’s 
blood could not have more closely bound us in interest and danger. 

The coolness of an orange-grove is not more refreshing to him who 
has panted across one of our burning plains, under the meridian sun in 
August, than the company of a few trusty friends to some unbending 
minds, after a long day of restraint and dissimulation. When after 
our evening walk we are at last comfortably seated round my friend s 
reading-table, where an amiable young officer, another clergyman, and 
one of the most worthy and highly-gifted men that tyranny and super¬ 
stition have condemned to pine in obscurity, are always welcomed with 
a cordiality approaching to rapture—I cannot help comparing our 
feelings to those which we might suppose in Christian slaves at Algiers, 
who, having secretly unlock^ the rivets of their fetters, could shake 
them off to feast and riot in the dead of night, cheering their hearts 
with wild visions of liberty, and salving their wounds with vague hopes 
of revenge. Revenge, did I say! what a false notion would that word 
give you of the characters that compose our little club ! I doubt if 
Nature herself could so undo the work of her hands as to transform 
any one of my kind, my benevolent friends, into a man of blood. As 
to myself, mere protestations were useless. You know me; and 1 shall 
leave you to judge. But there is a revenge of the fancy, perfectly con¬ 
sistent with true mildness and generosity, though certainly more allied 
to quick sensibility than to sound and sober judgment. The last, how¬ 
ever, should be seldom, if at all, looked for among persons in our cir¬ 
cumstances. Our childhood is artificially protracted till we wonder 
how we have grown old: and, being kept at an immeasurable distance 
from the afl&irs and interests of public life, our passions, our virtues, 
and our vices, like those of early youth, have deeper roots in the ima¬ 
gination than \he heart. I will not say that this is a prevalent feature 
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in the character of my countrymen; buUl have geneially observed it 
among the best and the worthiest. As to my confidential friandS} espe« 
cially the one I mentioned at the beginning of this letter, in strict con¬ 
formity with the^mper which, I fear, I have but imperfectly describedi 
tliey spend their lives in giving vent, among themselves, to the sup¬ 
pressed feeling of ridicule or indignation, of which thei religious insti¬ 
tutions of this country are a perennial source to those who are com¬ 
pelled to receive tliem as of Divine authority. England has so far im¬ 
proved me, that I can perceiiTe the folly of this conduct. I am aware 
that, instead of indulging this childish gratification of our anger, we 
should be preparing ourselves, by a profound study of our ancient 
laws and customs, and a perfect acquaintance wiUi the pure and ori¬ 
ginal doctrines of the Gospel, for any future opening to reformation in 
our cliurch and state. But, under this intolerable system of intellectual 
oppression, wc have associated the idea of Spanish law with despotism, 
and that of Christianity with absurdity and persecution. After my re¬ 
turn from England 1 feel almost involuntarily relapsing into the old 
habits of my mind. With my friends, who have never left their coun¬ 
try, any endeavour to break and counteract such habits would be per¬ 
fectly hopcle^. 'Despondency drives them into a course of reading and 
thinking, which leads only to suppressed contempt and whispered 
sarcasm. The violence which they must constantly do to their best 
feelings, might breed some of the fiercer passions in breasts less soften¬ 
ed with “ the milk of human kindness.” But their hatred of the pre¬ 
vailing practices and opinions docs not extend to persons. Yet I for 
one must confess, that were I to act from a first and habitual impulse, 
without listening to my better judgment, there is not a saint or a relio 
in tlic country I would not trample under foot, and treat with the ut¬ 
most indignity. As things are, however, I content myself with scoif- 
ing and railing the whole day. But I trust that, on a change of cir¬ 
cumstances, I should act more soberly than I feel. 

I should have found it very difficult without this fortunate intimacy 
with a man who, though still in tl)e prime of youth, has lately obtain¬ 
ed, by literary competition, a place among what we call die higher 
clergy—that is, such as are above the cure of souls—to give you an 
insight into the internal constitution of the Spanish church, the vices of 
the system which prepares our young men for the altar, and the ruinous 
foundations on which the ecclesiastical law, aided by civil power, 
hazards the morals of our religious teachers and their flocks. When 1 
had expressed to my friend my desire of having his assistance in car¬ 
rying on this correspondence, as well as satisfied his mind on the im¬ 
probability of any thing entrusted to you recoiling upon himself in 
Spain, he shewed me a manuscript be had drawn up, some time before, 
under the title: A few facts connected with the formation of the intellect 
tval and moral character of a Spanish Ckrgyman. “ Who knows,” he 
said, but that this sketch may answer your purpose?” No traveller’s 
guide account of our universities and dericid establishments can con¬ 
vey such a living picture of our state, as the history of a young mind 
trained up under their influence. You might easily find a list of the 
professors, endowments, and class-books of which the* framework of 
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Spanish educaticn consists. «But who would have the patience to read 
it, or what could he learn from it ? I had intended that this little 
effusion of an oppressed and struggling mind should lie concealed till 
some future period, probably after my death, when country miglit 
he prepared to learn and lament the wrongs she has, ages, done to 
her children, ©ut, since you have provided against discovery, and are 
willing to translate into English any tiling 1 may give you, it will be 
some satisfaction to know that the results of my sad experience are laid 
before the most enlightened and benevolent people of Europe* Per¬ 
haps, if they know the true source of our evils, the day w'ill come 
when they may be able and willing to help us,” 

The question with me now waflf, not whether I should accept the 
manuscript, but whether I could do it justice in the translation. 'J’rust- 
ing, however, that the novelty of the matter would atone for the faiiltK 
of my style, labour and perseverance have, at length, enabled me to 
enclose it in this letter. As I have thus introduced a stranger to you, 
I am bound in common civility to fall into the back-ground, and let 
him speak for himself. 

A fern facts connected with the formation of the mtcJlectual and moral 

Character of a Spanish Ckrgyjmn, 

/. do not possess the cynical habits of mind which would enable me, 
like Rousseau, to expose my heart naked to the gaze of the world. 1 
have neither his unfortunate and odious propensities to gloss by an 
affected candour, nor his bewitching eloquence to display: and as J 
must overcome no small reluctance and fear of impropriety to enter 
upon the task of writing an account of the workings of my mind and 
heart, I have some reason to believe that I am led to do so by a sincere 
desire of being useful to otliers. Millions of human creatures are 
made to venture their happiness on a form of Christianity which pos¬ 
sesses tlic strongest claims to our attention, both from its groat anti¬ 
quity, and the extent of its sway over the most civilized part of the 
earth. The various effects of that religious system, unmixed with any 
thing unauthorized or spurious, upon my country, my friends, and 
myself, have been the object of raymost serious attention, from the very 
dawn of reason till the moment when I am writing these lines. If the 
result of my experience should be, that religion, as it is taught and en¬ 
forced in Spain, is productive of exquisite misery in the amiable and 
good, and of gross depravity in the unfeeling and the thoughtless—that 
it is an insuperable obstacle to the improvement of the mind, and gives 
a decided ascendancy to lettered absurdity, and to dull-headed bigotry 
—that it necessarily breeds such reserve and dissimulation in die most 
promising and valuable part of die nation as must check and stunt die 
noblest of public virtues, candour and political courage *-if all this, 
and much more that I am not able to express in the abstract form of 
simple positions, should start into view from the plain narrative of an 
obscure individual, 1 hope I shall not be charged widi the silly vanity 
•of attributing any intrinsic importance to-the domestic events and 
private feeling^which are to fill up the following pages. 

“ r was born of parents who, though possessed of little property, held 
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a decent rank among the gentry of lAy native town. ISieir characters, 
however, are so intimately connected with the formation of my own, 
that I shall indulge an honest pride in describing them. 

“ My father the son of a rich merchant, who obtained for him¬ 
self and descendants a patent of Hidalguiaf or Noblesse, early in the 
reign of Ferdinand VL During the life of my grandfather, and the 
consequent prosperity df his house, my father was sent abroad for his 
education, and a few years after he visited France for his amusement. 
I'his gav^i 'a polish to his tnanners, which, at that period, was not 
easily found even in tli^ first ranks of the nobility. Little more than 
his accomplishments, however, w'as left him, when, in consequence of 
his father’s death, the commercial concerns of the house, being managed 
by a stranger, received a shock which had nearly reduced the family to 
poverty and want. Yet sometliing was saved; and my father, who, 
by some unaccountable infatuation, had not been brought up to busi¬ 
ness, was now obliged to exert himself to the utmost of liis power. 
Joining, therefore, in partnership with a more wealthy merchant, who 
liad married one of his sisters, he contrived, by care and diligence, 
together with a strict, though not sordid economy, not to descend 
below the nmk in which lie had been born. Under these unpromising 
circumstances he married my mother, who, if she could add but little 
to lu^r husband’s fortune, yet brought him a treasure of love and virtue, 
which he found constantly increasing, till death removed him ofi the * 
first a])proaches of old age. 

“ My mother was of honourable parentage. She w as brought up in 
that absence of mental cultivation which prevails, to this day, among 
the Spanish ladies. But her natural talents were of a superior cast. 
She was lively, pretty, and sang sweetly. Under die influence of a 
happier country, her pleasing vivacity, the quickness of her apprehen¬ 
sion, and die exquisite degree of sensibility which animated her words 
and actions, would have qualified her to shine in the most e!egant and 
refined circles. 

Ih^mrolt'/nr prompted all my father's actions, endued him, at times, 
witli something like supernatural vigour, and gave him, for die good of 
his fellow-creatures, the courage and decision he wanted in whatever 
concerned himself. With hardly any thing to spare, I do not recollect 
a time when our house was not a source of relief and consolation to 
some families of such as, by a characteristic and feeling appellation, are 
cjilled among us the blushing poor.* In all seasons, for thirty years of 
his life, my father allowed himself no other relaxation, after the 
fatiguing business of his counting-house, than a visit to the general 
hospital of this town—a horrible scene of misery, ivhcre four or five 
hundred beggars are, at a time, allowed to lay themselves down and die, 
when worn out by want and disease. Stripping himself of his coat, 
and having ]mt on a coarse dress for the sake of cleanliness, in which 
he was scrupulous to a lault, he was employed, til] late at night, in 
making the beds of the poor, taking the helpless in his arms, and stoop- 
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ing to fluch semrices as evcA the menials in attendance were often lotli 
to perform. All this he did of his own free will, without the least 
connexion, public or private, with the establishment. Twice he was at 
death’s door from the contagious influence of the atnpsphere in which 
he exerted lus charity. But no danger would appal hinf w'hen engaged 
in administering relief to the needy. Foreigners, cast by misfortune 
into that gulph of wretchedness, were the peculiar objects of his 
kindness. 


“ The principle of benevolence was not less powerful in my mother; 
but her extreme sensibility made her infinitely more susceptible of pain 
than of pleasure—of fear than c^hope—and, for such characters, a 
technical religion is ever a sourc^f distracting terrors. Enthusiasm— 
that bastard of religious liberty, that vigorous weed of Protestantism 
—does not thrive under the jealous eye of infallible authority. Catholi¬ 
cism, it is true, has, in a few instances, produced a sort of splendid mad¬ 
ness; but its visions and trances partake largely of the tameness of a 
mind previously exhausted by fears and agonies meekly borne under 
the authority of a priest. The throes of the New Birth harrow up the 
mind of the Methodist, and give it that phrenzied energy of despair, 
which often settles into the all-hoping, all-daring raptures of the en¬ 
thusiast. The CatboUc Saint suffers in all the passiveness of blind 
submission, till nature sinks exhausted, and reason gives way to a 
genfte, visionary madness. The natural powers of my mother’s intellect 
were strong enough to withstand, unimpaired, the enormous and 
constant pressure of religious fears in their most hideous shape. But, 
did I not consider reason the only gift of Heaven, which fully compen¬ 
sates the evils of this present existence, I might have wished for its 
utter extinction in the first and dearest object of my natural affection. 
Had she become a visionary, she had ceased to be unliappy. But she 
possessed to the last an intellectual energy equal to any exertion, ex¬ 
cept one, which was not compatible with the influence of her country 
—that of looking boldly into the dark recess where lurked the phan¬ 
toms that harassed and distressed her mind. 


“ It would be difficult, indeed, to choose two fairer subjects for ob¬ 
serving the effects of the religion of Spain. The results, in both, were 
lamentable, though certainly not the most mischievous it is apt to pro¬ 
duce. In one, wc see mental soberness and good sense degraded into 
timidity and indecision—unbounded goodness of heart, confined to the 
lowest range of benevolence. In the other, we mark talents of a 
superior kind, turned into the ingenious tormentors of a heart, whose 
main source of wretchedness was an exquisite sensibility to tlic beauty 
of virtue, and an insatiate ardour in treading the devious and thorny 
path it was made to take for the ‘ way which leadeth unto life.’—A 
bolder reason, in the first, (it will be said) and a reason less fluttered by 
sensibility, in the second, would have made those virtuous minds more 
cautious of yielding themselves up to the full influence of ascetic devo¬ 
tion. Is tUs, then, all that men are to expect from the unbounded 
» promises of light, and the lofty claims of authority, which our religion 
holds forth ? Is it thus that, when, to obtain the protection of an in¬ 
fallible guide, Vc have, at his command, maimed and fast bound our 
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reason, still a precipice yawns before our»feet, from which none but 
that insulted reaaon can save us ? Are we to call for her aid on the 
brink of despair and insanity, and then spurn our faithful, though 
injured friend, le^ she should unlock our hand from that of our proud 
and treacherous ieader ? Often have I, from education, habit, and a 
misguided love of moral^excellence, been guilty of tliat inconsistency, 
till frequent disappointment urged me to break xny chains. Painful, 
indeed', and fierce was tlie struggle by which I gained my liberty, and 
doomed I im for ever to carry about the marks of early bondage. But 
no power on earth shall make me again give up the guidance of my 
reason, till 1 can find a rule of cond^t and belief that may be safely 
trusted, without wanting, reason itselfxo moderate and expound it. 

‘‘ The first and most anxious care of my parents was to sow 
abundantly the seeds of Cliristian virtue in my infant breast. In this, 
as in all their proceedings, they strictly followed the steps of those 
whose virtue had received the sanction of their church. Religious 
instruction was conveyed to iny mind with the rudiments of speech ; 
and if early impressions alone could be trusted for the future com- 
pinion of a child’s character, the music, and the splendid pageantry of 
the cathedral of Seville, which was to me the first scene of ment4il en¬ 
joyment, might, at this day, be the soundest foundation of my Catholic 
faith. ^ 

“ Divines have declared that moral responsibility begins at the age 
of seven, and, consequently, children of quick parts are not allowed to 
go much longer without the advantage of confession. My mind had 
scarcely attained the first climacteric, when I had the full benefit of 
absolution for such sins as my good mother, who acted as the accusing 
conscience, could discover in my nang/ttincss. The church, w^e know, 
cannot be wrong; but, to say the honest trutli, all her pious con¬ 
trivances have, by a sad fatality, produced in me just the reverse of 
what tliey wt^re aimed at. Thotigh the clergyman who was to shrive 
this young sinner liad mild, gentle, and affectionate manners, there is 
something in auricular confession w^hich has revolted my feelings from 
the day when I first knelt before a priest, in childish simplicity, to the 
last time I have been forced to repeat that ceremony, as a protection 
to my life and liberty, with scorn and contempt in my heart. 

‘‘ Auricular confession, as a subject of theological controversy, is, 
probably, beneath the notice of many; but I could not *feasily allow 
the name of philosopher to any one who should look upon an enquiry 
into the moral intluence of that religious practice, as perfectly void of 
interest. It fias been observed, with great truth, that the most philan¬ 
thropic man would feel more uneasiness in the expectation of having 
, his little finger cut off, than in the assurance that the whole empire of 
China was lo he swallowed up, the next day, by an earthquake. If 
ever, therefore, these lines should meet die eye of the public in some 
distant country (for ages must pass before they can see the light in 
Spain), I entreat my readers to beware of indifference about evils from 
which it is their happiness to be free, and to make a due allowance for 
the feelings which lead me into a short digression. They certainly 
cannot expect to be acqusunted with Spain without a sufficient know- 
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ledge of the powerful moral engiues which are at work in that country; 
and they will, perliaps, find that a Spanish priest may have something 
to sdy which is new to them on the subject of confession. 

**The effects of confession upon young minds ^e, generally, uii- 
fitvourable to their future peace and virtue. It M^arto that practice 
I owed the first taste of reixiorge, while yet my soul was in a state of 
infant purity. My fancy had been strongly ibipressed with the awful 
conditions of the penitential law, and the word sacrilege had made me 
shudder on being told that the act of concealing any though^ or action, 
the rightfulness of which 1 suspected, would, make me guilty of that 
worst of crimes, and greatly ini^ease my danger of everlasting tor¬ 
ments. My parents bad, in tqS case, done no more than their duty 
according to the rules of their church. But, though tliey had succeeded 
in rousing my fear of hell, this was, on the other hand, too feeble to 
overcome a childish bashfulness, wliich made the disclosure of a harm¬ 


less trifie an effort above my strength. The appointed day came at 
last, when I was to wait on the confessor. Now wavering, now de¬ 
termined not to be guilty of sacrilege, I knelt before tlie priest, leaving, 
however, in my list of sins, the last place to the hideous offence—be¬ 
lieve it was a petty larceny committed on a young bird. But, when I 
came to the dreaded point, sliame and confusion &11 upon me, and the 
accusation stuck in my throat. The imaginary guilt of this silence 
hadnted my mind for four years, gathering horrors at every successive 
confession, and rising into an appalling spectre when, at the age of 
twelve, I was taken to receive tlie sacrament. In this miserable state 


1 continued till, with tlie advance of reason, I plucked, at fourteen, 
courage enough to unburthen my conscience by a general confession of 
the past. And let it not be supposed that mine is a singular case, 
arising cither from morbid feeling or the nature of my early education. 
Few, indeed, among the many penitents I have examined have escaped 
the evils of a similar state; for, tvhat a silly bashfulness docs in chil¬ 
dren, is often, in after-life, the immediate effect of that shame by which 
fallen frailty clings still to wounded virtue. The necessity of confession, 
seen at a distance, is lighter than a feather in the balance of desire; 
while, at a subsequent period, it becomes a punishment on delicacy— 
an instrument to blunt the moral sense, by multiplying the subjects of 
remorse, and directing its greatest terrors against imaginary crimes. 

“ These evils afiect, nearly equally, die two sexes; but there are 
some that fall peculiarly to the lot of the softer. Yet the remotest of 
all—at least, as long as the Inquisition shall exist—is the danger of 
direct seduction from the priest. The formidable powers of that odious 
tribunal have been so skilfully arrayed against the abuse of sacramen¬ 
tal trust, that few arc found base and blind enough to make the con¬ 
fessional a direct instrument of debauch. The strictest delicacy, how¬ 
ever, is, I believe, inadequate fully to oppose the demoralizing tendency 
of auricular confession. Without the slightest responsibility, and, not 
unfrequently, in the conscientious discharge of what he believes liis 
duty, the confessor conveys to die female mind the first foul breath 
which dims its virgin purity. He, undoubtedly, has a right to interro¬ 
gate upon subjects which are justly deemed awkward even for maternal 
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confidence; and it would require mor^ than comnion simplicity to 
suppose that a discretionary power of this nature, left in the hands of 
thousands—men beset with more than common temptations to hbuse it 
—will general^ be exercised with proper caution.* But I will no 
longer dwell upon this subject for the present. Men of unprejudiced 
minds will easily conjecture what I leave unsaid; wliile to shew a hope 
of convincing such as*iiave made a full and irrevocable surrender of 
their judgment, were only to libel my own. 

“ From the peculiar circumstances of my country, the training of my 
mental lacultios was an object of little interest with my parents. There 
could be scarcely any'doubt in the choice of a line of life for me, who 
was the eldest of four children. My father’s fortune was improving; 
and I might help and succeed him with advantage to myself and two 
sisters. It was, therefore, in my father’s counting-house that, under tlie 
care of an old trusty clerk, I learned writing and arithmetic. To be 
a perfect stranger in literature is not, even now, a disgrace among the 
h(‘ttcr class of Spaniards. But luy mother, whose pride, though 
greatly subdued, was never conijucred by devotion, felt anxious that, 
since from prudential motives I was doomed to be buried for life in a 
counting-house, a little knowledge of Latin should distinguish mo from 
a mere mercantile drudge. A private teacher was accordingly pro¬ 
cured, w'ho read with me in the evening, after I had spent the best part 
of the day in drawing copies of the extensive correspondence o? the^ 
house. 

“ I was now about ten years old, and though, from a child, exces¬ 
sively fond of reading, my acquaintance with books did not extend be¬ 
yond a history of the Old 'rcstamenl—a collection of the Lives of the 
Saints mentioned in the Catholic Almanack, out of which I chose the Mar¬ 
tyrs, for modern saints were never to my taste—a little work that ga\ e an 
airmsing miracle of the Virgin for every day of the yeart—and, prized 
above all, a Spanish translation of Fcnelon’s Telemachus, which I 
perusiid till 1 liad nearly learned it by heart. I heard, therefore, w'itli 
uncommon pleasure, that, in acquiring a knowledge of Latin, 1 should 


* Thoug:h 1 will not abate one tittle from the statements of this rovererul Spani¬ 
ard, I tbiiilv it proper to observe that the defrree of delicacy, or its opposite, in a 
confessor—iH'sidos the Individual influence of virtue and, more than virtue, ffood- 
hnuuling—must greatly dej)end upon the general refmemeut of Uie people among 
whom he exercises his powers. Such is the state of nmnners in England, that few 
or none, 1 will venture ti say, among its Catholic females, will probably be aware 
of any evil tendency in auricular confession. 1 would not cpially answer for Ire- 
laml, especially among tlie lower classes. Since these letters, how'cver, would not 
have seen the light without my consent, I must here, once for all, enter iny protest 
against the supposition of their being intended as an attack on ibe large and respect¬ 
able portion of our fcllow-siibjiu'ts who profess th<» Roman Catlinlie faith. That I 
firmly l>c]icve in the abstract tendency which the Biiibor of these letters attributes 
to C'atholicUm, I cannot, will not deny. Vet we should not eonfoiind Catholicism 
in the rank luxuriance, of full growth, with the same noxious plant gradually tamed 
and reclaimed under the sha<le of Protestantism. Thus, while 1 mn persuaded that 
the religion of Spain, Portugal, and Naples, is the main obstacle to the final estab¬ 
lishment of liberty in those countries, 1 positively deny the inference that Catholics 
Diiiat, in all circumstances, make a wrong use of poHlical power. B. 

t See an account of this little work at the end of this article. 35. 
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have to read stpries not unlike tnat of my favourite the Prince of 
Ithaca. Little time, however, was allowed me for study, lest, from my 
love of learning, I should conceive a dislike to mercantile pursuits. 
But my mind had taken a decided bent. 1 hated the counting-house, 
and loved my books. Learning and the church wer^ me, insepa¬ 
rable ideas; and I soon declared to my mother that I would be nothing 
but a clergyman. • 

“ This declaration roused the strongest prejudices of her mind and 
heart, which cold prudence had only damped into acquiescence. * To 
have a son who shall daily hold in his hands the real body of Christ, is 
an honour, a happiness which raises the humblest Spanish woman into 
a self-complacent consequence that attends her through life. What, 
then, must be the feelings of one who, to the strongest sense of devo¬ 
tion, joins tl]elioj)e of seeing thedi^itics and emoluments of a rich and 
protid Church bestowed upon a darling child ? The Church, besides, by 
tlie law of celibacy, averts that mighty terror of a fond mother—a 
wife, who, sooner or later, is to draw away her child from home- A 
boy, therefore, that at the age of ten or twelve, either dazzled by the 
gaudy dress of an officiating priest—by the importance he secs others 
acquire, when the bishop confers upon them the clerical tonsure—or by 
any other delusion of childhood, declares his intention of taking or¬ 
ders, seldom, very seldom escapes the heavy chain which the Church 
'' artftfily hides under the tinsel of honours, and the less flimsy, though 
also less attainable splendour of her gold. Such a boy, among the 
poor, is infallibly plunged into a convent; if he belongs to the gentry, 
he is destined to swell the ranks of the secular clergy. 

“It is true that, in all ages and countries, the leading cv(‘nts of 
human life are inseparably linked with some of the slightest incidents 
of childhood. But this fact, instead of an apology', affords the heaviest 
charge against the crafty and barbarous system of laying snares, 
wherein unsuspecting innocence may, at the very entrance of llfi‘, lose 
every chance of future peace, happiness, and virtue. To allow a girl of 
sixteen to bind herself, for ever, with vows—not only under the awful, 
though distant guardianship of heaven, but the odious and immediate 
superintendence of man—ranks, indeed, with the most hideous abuses 
of superstition. The law of celibacy, it is true, does not bind the 
secular clergy till the age of twenty-one; but this is neither more nor 
less than a mockery of common sense, in the eyes of those who practi¬ 
cally know how frivolous is that latitude.* A man has, seldom, the 
means to embrace, or the aptitude to exercise a profession for which 
he has not been trained from early youth. It is absurd and cruel to 
pretend that a young man, whose best ten or twelve years have been 
spent in preparation for orders, is at full liberty to turn his back upon 
the Church when he has arrived at one-and-twenty. lie may, indeed, 
preserve his liberty; but to do so he must forget that most of his patri¬ 
mony has been laid out on his education, that be is too old for a cadet¬ 
ship in the army, too poor for commerce, and too proud for a petty 


• Tlic secular clergy arc not bound by vows. Celibacy is enforced upon them by 
a law which their marringe illegal, and punishable by the Kcclcsiasticid 

Courts. 
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trade. He must behold, unmoved, tlic t&rs of his parents; and, cast¬ 
ing about for subsistence in a country where industry affords no re¬ 
source, love, the main cause of these struggles, must content itself 
with bare possil^e lawfulness, and bid adieu to the hope of possession* 
Whereuer unnatural privations make not a part of the clerical duty, 
many may find themselves in the Church who might be better else- 
wlicre. But no great effort is wanted to make them happy in them¬ 
selves, and useful to the community. Not so under the unfeeling 
tyranny of our ecclesiastical law. For, where shall we find diat virtue 
which, having nature herself for its enemy* and misery for its meed, 
will be able to extend its care to the ^welfare of others ?—As to myself, 
the tenour and colour of my life were fixed the moment I expressed 
my childish wish of being a clergyman. The love of knowledge, how¬ 
ever, which betrayed me into the path of wretchedness, has never for¬ 
saken its victim. It is probable that I could not have found happiness 
in uneducated ignorance. Scanty and truly hard-earned as is the store 
on which my mind feeds itself, 1 would not part with it for a whole life 
of unthinking pleasure: and if the necessity of circumstances left me 
no })ath to mental enjoyment, except that I have so painfully trodden, 
I hail the moment when 1 entered it, and only bewail the fatality which 
fixed my birtli in a Catholic country.” 

(To be continved.j » 


A litth' IVork^ that gave an amusing Miracle of the Virgin 
for every Day in the Year, P. 88, 

I learn from the original manuscript that this book is the Ano I7r- 
gincof which, as a curiosity, I picked up during my travels in Spain, 
though, unfortunately, 1 have since lost it. The moral tendency of this 
and similar books may be showm by the following story—teclinically 
named an Example —^which I will venture to give from memory;—A 
Spanish soldier, who had fouglit in Uie Netherlands, having returned 
liomc with some booty, was leading a profligate and desperate life. He 
had, however, bled for the Faith; and his own was perfectly orthodox. 
A large old picture of the Virgin Mary hung over the inside of the 
door of his lodgings, which, it seems, did not correspond in loftiness to 
the brave halberdier’s mind and demeanour. Early every morning he 
used to sally forth in pursuit of unlawful pleasure; but, though lie 
never did bend his knees in prayer, he would not cross the tlu-eshold 
without a loud Hail Mary ! to the picture, accompanied by an inclina¬ 
tion of the halbert, which, partly from his outrageous hurry to break 
out of the nightly prison, partly from want of room for his military 
salute, inflicted many a wound on the canvass. Thus our soldier went 
on spending his life and money, till a sharp Spanish dagger composed 
him to rest, in the heat of a brawl. He died and made no sign.” 
The Devil, who thought him as fair a prize as any that had ever been 
within his grasp, waited only for the sentence which, according to Ca¬ 
tholics, is passed on every individual immediately after death, in what 
they the Particular Judgment* At this critical moment the Virgin 
Mary presented herself in a black mantle, similar to tl^pt wliich slie 
tvore in the picture, but sadly rent and slit in several places. “ There 
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are the marks," ohe said to tbe affrighted eoul, “ of your rude, though 
certainly well-meant civility, I will not, however, permit that one who 
has so cordially saluted me every day should go into everlasting fire." 
Thus saying, she bade the evil spirit give up his prisoner, and the gal¬ 
lant soldier was sent to purge off the dross of his bomcrous nature in 
the gentler flanf.es of purgatory.—My friend Doti Leveadio assured me 
that a portion of the book from which I rccolfcct this story, was, for 
many years, read every evening in one of the principal parishes at Se¬ 
ville. He observed the same practice at a town not far from the capi¬ 
tal of Andalusia; and, for any thing he knew to the contrary, it may 
have been very common all over Spain. Such is the doctrine which, 
disowned in theory by the divines of the Roman church, but growing 
out of the system of saint-worsliip, constitutes the main religious find¬ 
ing of the vulgar, and taints strongly the minds of the higher classes in 
Spain. The Chronicles of the Religious Orders are full of narratives, 
the whole drift of which is to represent their patron saint as powerful 
to save from the very jaws of hell. The skill of the painter has often 
been engaged to exhibit these stories to the eye, and the Spanish con¬ 
vents abound in pictures more encouraging to vice than the most pro¬ 
fligate prints of the Palais lioval, 1 recollect one at Seville in the con¬ 
vent of the Antonines—a species of the irenns Monacltus Praadscoaus of 
the MonacAoiogia —so strangely absurd, that 1 hope the reader will for- 
giv^rny lengthening this article wdth its description. The picture I allude 
to was in the cloisters of the convent of San Anfonio^ facing the princi¬ 
pal entrance, so late as the year 1810, wdicn I last visited Seville. I'he 
subject is the hair-breadth escape of a great sinner, whom St. Francis 
saved against all chances. An extract from tlie Chronicles <)f the 
Order, which is found in a corner of the painting, informs the beholder 
how that the person whose soid is* represented on the canvass, was a 
lawless nobleman, who, fortified in his owm castle, became the terror and 
abhorrence of the neighbourhood. As neither tlie life of man, nor the 
honour of.woman, was safe from the violence of his passions, none will¬ 
ingly dwelt upon bis lands, or approached the gate of the castle. It 
chanced, however, that two Franciscan friars, having lost the way in a 
stormy night, applied for shelter at tlie wicked nohleman’s gatt*, where 
they met with nothing but insult and scorn. It was well for them that 
the fame of Saint Francis filled the w'orld at that time. The holy 
saint, w ith the assistance of Saint Paul, had lately cut the throat of an 
Italian bishop, who had resisted the establisliment of the Franciscans in 
his diocese,* The fear of a similar punishment abated the fierceness 


• ITiis curious acme is the suhjert of auotlicr picture in the cloisters of Sfiint 
Francis, at Seville. The bishop is seen in liis bed, where Saint Francis has neatly 
8cvcre<l the head from the body with Saint Paul’s sword, whirh he had borrowed 
for this ]dou8 jiurposc. As the good friars might have been suspected of having a 
hand in this miracle, the saint performed an additional wonder. The figures of 
Saint Paul and Saint Francis stood sidt.* by side in a painted glass window of the 
principal convent of the order. The apostle had a sword in his hand, while his 
companion was weaponless. To the great surprise of the fathers, it u'as observed, 
one morning, that Saint Paul had given away the sword to his friend. The death 
of the bishop, wldch happened that very night, explained the wonder, and taught 
the world what tifiose might expect who thwarted the plans of heaven in the estab¬ 
lishment of the Pi iineisrans. 
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of the nobleman, and he ordered his servants to give the friars some 
clean straw for a b^d, and a couple of eggs for their supper. Having 
given this explanation, the painter trusts to the appropriate language of 
his artj^ and talces up the story immediately after the death of the noble 
sinner, Michael the archangel—who by a traditional*beliefi universal 
in Spain, and probably common to all Catliolic countries, is considered 
to have the charge of weighing departed souls with their good tvorks, 
against 4 he sins they have committed—is represented with a large pair 
of scales in his hand* •Several angels, in a group, stand near him, and 
a crowd of devils are watching, at a respectful distance, the result of 
the trial. The newly-departed soul, in the puny shape of a sickly boy, 
has been placed, naked, in one scale, while the opposite groans under a 
monstrous heap of swords, daggers, poisoned bowls, love-letters, and 
the portraits of females who had been the victims of his fierce desires. 
It is evident that this ponderous mass would have greatly outweighed 
the slight and nearly transparent form which was to oppose its pres¬ 
sure, had not Saint Francis, whose figure stands prominent in the 
painting, assisted the distressed soul by slipping a pair of eggs and a 
bundle of straw into its own side of the balance. UiJon this seasonable 
addition, the instruments and emblems of guilt are seen to fly up and 
kick the beam. It appears from this that the Spanish painter agrees^ 
with Milton in the system of weighing Fate ; and that, since the days 
of Homer and Virgil, superior weight is become the sign of victory 
from being that of defeat— 91/0 xergat pondire kthiwu 


jviaN—VERSIFIED FROM AN AFOLOGUE BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

Affliction one day, as she harkM to ihc roar 
Of the stormy and sirupgUng billow. 

Drew a beaiiliful form on ilie saiuls of thcsliorc, 

With the branch of a weeping willow. 

Jupiter, struck with the noble plan 
As he roam’d on the verge ouhe ocean. 

Breath’d 011 the figure, and calling it Man, 

Endued ii with life and motion. 

A creature so glorious in niiiul and in frame, 

So stamp’d with each parent’s impression. 

Among them a point of conlcntion hecaine. 

Each ciainiing the right of possession. 

lie is mine, said Affliction, I gave him his binh, 

I alone am his cause of creation :— 

*^J'he materials were furnish’d by me, answer’d Earth 
I gave him, said Jove, animauon- 

The gods, all assembled in solemn Divan, 

After hearing each claimant’s petition. 

Pronounced a definitive verdict on Man, 

And thus settled his fate’s disposition. 

Let Affliction possess her own child till the woes 
Of life cease to harass and goad it; 

After death give his body to Earth, whence it rose ; 

And hia spirit to Jove, who bestow’d it. • 


H. 
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THE NEW PLAY. 

“ Behold a wonder for theatric story ! 

The culprit of this night a]>pears before ye: 

Before his judges dares these boards to tread> 

^ With all his imperfections on his heaii!’ ” GarrkTv/ 

“ It will certainly be damned,” said I, peeping, with trejiiu- 
lous anxiety, through the curtain of a side box, and 8u.nreying 
the lengthening visages of several grave elderly gentlemen, 
seated in formidable array, and most significantly shrugging up 
their shoulders, about the fifth row from the orchestra. “ Con¬ 
found that gaping booby in the stage-box!” uttered I, in an 
agony of despair,—" gaping is catching, you rascal!—Another 
yawn, and I am certainly undone.” But thanks to the gods 
above! this expectant forerunner of my irretrievable ruin was 
succeeded by the deafening, though welcome, shouts of “ over 
with him!” “kick him out!” “ turn him over!” proceeding 
from the stentorian lungs of the thunder-cloud gods, at the 
summit of Mount raseal. Peal on peal re-echoed above, and, to 
my inconceivable delight, the apparent frown of merciless 
'criticism, and the native yawn of a country clown, were dissi¬ 
pated by the rude gust of an overwhelming clamour. 

After a delightful interlude of five minutes’ whistling and 
screaming, tranquillity was at length restored, and, with fear and 
trembling, I betook myself to my peep-hole, watching, like a 
mouse from his hiding-place, with anxious and scrutinizing eye, 
the hostile movements of the great grimalkin Criticism. 

No gentle reader’s heart ever palpitated with the anxiety that 
perturbed my half-distracted brain, when my ear caught, on 
turning round to wipe away the distillations with which hope 
and fear had flooded my cheek, the whispering sound of a lurk¬ 
ing hiss. It vibrated to my very soul, and the chill of horror 
thrilled my whole frame. Half breathless, and my knees trem¬ 
bling beneath me, I awaited the threatening thunders of the 
approaching storm ; but the hiss died away harmlessly, and, to 
my unspeakable delight, the thunder of public approbation 
started me from my reverie, and hope animated the declining 
warmth of my drooping heart, which crowned the conclusion of 
the first act. 

Now I thought I, am I about to become immortalized—to be 
pointed at, as the favourite poet of the day—the wonder and 
admiration of thousands—the topic of general conversation— 
the "sine qua non” of the beau nionde—m short! the enviable 
author of the sweet, charming, delightful “ new play.” Elated 
'with these ideas, and “ puffed up in my own conceit,” I speedily 
resumed my post of observation, rejoiced beyond measure with 
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the success that attended the first representation of the first 
act of my first attempt at theatricals. 

At length! the mighty judge was seated, and the murmuriug 
hum of busy voices was soon hushed in the calm (juietude of 
listening anxiety, awaiting, on “ tip-toe expectation/’ the com¬ 
mencement of the second act. Soon the tinkling liarbinger 
note of dreadful preparation/^ and all was still as 
night.” • But scarce had the drop-scene risen, when the most 
enthusiastic greetings welcomed the entrance of a favourite 
actor, and relieved me for the moment, to prepare for yet more 
trying scenes of doubts and liopes.” From right to left 
I watched—then listened—and then watched again, eager to 
cati*.h the faintest whisper of the public voice. 

For two scenes, all went on “ smooth as a flowing tide,” save 
here and there a temporary interruption of " Pray, Ma’am, be 
so kind as to have the goodness to lake off that there bonnet of 
yours.”—“ ta Pa 1 I vish you’d shove oft' that there gentle¬ 
man’s hat,” with various other fretful ejaculations, humorous 
enough in the abstract, but distressingly fidgeting to an 

agitated author. w 

At last the lightning of a briglit conception fired the 
audience. Shouts of “^Bravo! bravo!” simultaneously burst 
forth from pit, boxes, and gallery. And “ Bravo ! my boy !” 
reiterated an impertinent, rushing int<» my box, and saluting me 
ivith a slap on the shoulder, that nearly felled me to the giound, 
exclaiming. ** By the genius of Shaks|)eare, Hal, \Ae 11 cany it 
through bravely;—half a dozen friends in every box in the 
house, slips and all,—five hundred in the pit, ’und a 
thousand in the galleries /’—addinga damme—a devilish glad to 
see ye—and a similar salute at parting—this brainless/rtc wm/u 
of a milliner’s band-box, was oft’ in the skip of a grasshopper ; 
leaving me wonder-struck at the consumniute rffrontcry of one 
who was, to me, a perfect stranger. Kecovering from my fit of 
amazement, yet certainly much roused by such an unceremoni¬ 
ous greeting, I shook my feathers,—took another pinch of 
snufi—rubbed my hands, and hugged myself with the idea of 
pocketing the hard-earned profits of my literary labours, tor 
authorship is, at best, but a laborious sort of piotessiou, a name 


without a trade. 


“ But hark! 

I hear a sound that chills my blood!” 


1'he ghosts of Richard’s victims were not more unwelcome 
than were the stifled symptoms of disapprobation which grated ^ 
on my car. This passage must certainly come out. said 1. 
])lougning a long black line of pencil-mark through half a pagt 



40 


I 


New Play, 

of self-itnagined beautiful soliloquy. “ There! 'tis done! I 
may be yet iramoitalized/' continued I, sorrowfully surveying 
the havoc I had made. “ But uHniporte—Nil desperanaum, 
must be my motto.” Shouts of “ Bravo ! bravo !” succeeded to 
this momentaty inquietude^ which was am^ly compensated for, 
by the soothing voice of th& audience, whose plaudits closed 
the last scene of the second act, and buoyed me up, in the hope 
of success, with “ trials yet to come.” 

What frequenter of a London theatre is there, who, after the 
close of a long act, has not felt benefited by the comforts of 
sedentary relaxation; either by stretching his limbs, trumpet¬ 
ing his nasal organs, or yawning out a responsive gape of drow¬ 
sy indulgence ? And how many little masters and misses—aye ! 
and grown people too, are there, who have unintentionally in¬ 
curred the petulant displeasure of Miss Deborah Spotless on the 
one side, or Mr. Spick and Span on the other, by sucking the 
grateful juice of a well-squeezecU orange ? Even country Naii 
and Sue must have their fidgetings and gigglings,” straining 
their beauteous eyes “ upon the start” to devour with all their 
^ mig^t the novel spectacle of a London theatre. Critics, too, 
can “siuooLh their wrinkled fronts,” and sometimes smile a ray 
of hope to an author in'^a side-box, who now, with them, resumes 
in eager haste his seat, to wait “ the coming storm.” . 

Never did the creative brain of authorship teem with such 
pleasing dreams, as the ignisJatuus visions which danced be¬ 
fore mo in perspective playfulness, previous to the conimence- 
meiil of the last act. At one time methought the labours of my 
youthful pen were rummaged from the dusty confines of a cor¬ 
nice shelf, put into “ a[)ple-pie order,” habited in the modern 
apparel of double-gilt morocco, orrussia, and honoured with a 
conspicuous station, “ ’mid bards of old, iimnortal sons of 
praise.” Now I fancied myself Sir Oracle of a Sunday conver- 
sazione, receiving the homage of a fluttering host of fashionable 
literati, at the shrine of their prosperous saint. At another 
time methought I occupied a distinguished station in the Poet’s 
corner, with a hie jacet encomiastic inscription, blazing, in 
highly varnished black letters, the merits of departed genius. 

Then I thought on-when the prompter’s bell awoke me from 

my dream. 

This, said I exultingly, will be the last trial I shall undergo. 

Mind actors,” said 1, in the joy of my heart, an author ex¬ 
pects evei^ actor to do his duty:” that well done, the victory is 
ours. "Truce with your vanities,” said a listening critic. 

," Public opinion !” ** Deuce take public opinion,” faltered on 
my lips, “But,” rejoined I, cooling with icy celerity, “ public 
opinion is Ifefe lord chief justice, or commarider-in-chief, and I 
am but a poor, ragged, half-starved, raw recruit, training under 
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the nimble-wristed round rattan flourish of a drUl-seijeant, 
whose will is law.” ** Yes,” at the same time pressing down my 
book upon the cushion, and preparing the blunted point of my 
pencil for another coup dt rruiin, ** it is so, and by that law I 
am willing to be judged—so now for the last act,” *How smiling¬ 
ly the critics look t5-night, thought 1. Poor Ned’s piece was 

damned .last night—^lost all his time, and-Here a most 

tremendous uproar commenced between the boxes and pit; each 
contending with stubborn perseverance the merits of a con¬ 
tested point. Hisses and shouts of bravo raged with contend¬ 
ing equality; whilst I, pale and trembling, would gladly have 
conceded the disputed point, to save the piece. But who shall 
decide when doctors disagreed” So the wind blew, and the sea 
roared, and my play was buft’eted about, at the mercy of con¬ 
tending partizans, 

“ And with the sea, rose mountains high, 

Then dipp'd again as Jow—as hell’s from heaven.” 

At length Mr. Manager came forward, amid loud cries of 
off*—oft^—hear—hear—bravo—bravo—and w'ent through the 
appeasing elocutivos of dumb show. At last a hearing w'a^>'X)b- 
taincd, and Mr. Manager ^addressed the audience by Ladies 
and Gentlemen, your will is law'. If it is your pleasure that 
the piece be withdrawn, we shall feel it incumbent on us to com¬ 
ply. * Shouts of no—go on—go on, at length became almost 
unanimous, and the play proceeded to the delight of some and 
the grumbling of others, and was given out for repetition on the 
following evening, by w'hich time I resolved within myself to 
curtail the last act one third, a resolution that fortunately saved 
the piece, set me upon the pinnacle of populurity, filled my 
pocket, immortalized my name, realized my hopes, and paved 
a way for the foundation of another new play, to be W'ritfen fur 
Ihe forthcoming season. W. D, St, C. 


W'AtKS IN THE OAHnEN. KO. IH. 

“ ITic life and felicity of an excellent gardener is preferaMc to all other 
divcrsioiis.” Evelyn. 

“ What could i wish that I jkibscss not here ? 

Health, leisure, means to improve it, friendship, peace. 

No loose or wanton, though a wandering Muse, 

And constant occupation without care.*' Cowper. 

“ I DO dearly love,” says the young lady in the Comedy, “ to 
see the dingy little sparrows in London hopping about from 
lamp-post to lamp-post.”—" Tdk of the rain,” exclaims Mrs. 
Briggs, “ pattering on the green leaves, and the birds chirping 
on tlie spray; — give me the rain pattering on*the green 
umbrellas, and the clink ot pattens on the pavement!” Now, 
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with due deference to these authorities, I cannot help tliinking 
there is something very melancholy in the smoky aspect of 
those feathered cockneys, who are conversant with lamp-posts 
and the rumbling of cart-wheels, instead of the dancing green 
bough, and the music of the grove, or its hushing silenceand, 
as to the effect of a shower 4n the country, I declare I do not 
know a more exhilarating sight, to say nothing of its melodious 
sounds and refreshing odours. To me the branches of the trees 
always appear to stretch themselves out, and droop their leaves 
with an obvious^sense of enjoyment, while they are fed by the 
renovating moisture. I have been complacently watching my 
shrubs and plants during this repastbut the rain is now over, 
they have finished their meal, and as they have already begun 
with fresh spirits to dance in the breeze and glitter in the sun¬ 
shine, let us sally forth to share their festivity. What a deli¬ 
cious fragrance gushes from the freshened grass and borders! 
It is the incense which the grateful earth throws up to lieaven 
in return for its fertilising waters. Behold ! here is one of the 
many objects which the shower has accomplished: by moisteu- 
* jngjfche wings of the flying Dandelion, it has conveyed it to the 
eann at the very moment when it was best adapted for the 
reception of its seed. “ The various inodes by which seeds are 
dispersed, cannot fail to strike an observing mind with admira¬ 
tion. Who has not listened in a calm and sunny day to the 
crackling of furze bushes, caused by the explosion of their 
little elastic pods; or watched the down of innumerable seeds 
floating on the summer breeze, till they are overtaken by a 
shower, which, moistening their wings, stops their further flight, 
and at the same time accomplishes its final object, by immedi¬ 
ately promoting the germination of each seed in the moist 
earth? How little are children aware, as they blow away the 
seeds of Dandelion, or stick burs in sport upon each other’s 
clothes, that they are fulfilling one of the great ends of na¬ 
ture!”* The various mechanism and contrivances for the dis¬ 
semination of plants and flowers are almost inexhaustible. 
Some seeds are provided with a plume like a shuttlecock, which, 
rendering them buoyant, enables them to fly over lakes and 
deserts, in which manner they have been known to travel fil’ty 
miles from their native spot. Others are dispersed by animals, 
some attaching themselves to their hair or feathers by a gluten, 
as Misletoe; others by hooks, as Burdock and Hounds-tongue; 
and others are swallowed whole, for the sake of the fruit, and 
voided uninjured, as the Hawthorn, Jumper, and some grasses. 
Other seeds again disperse themselves by means of an elastic 
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seed-vessel, as Oats and Geranium; and the seeds of aquatic 
plants, and those which grow on the banks of rivers, are carried 
many miles by the currents into which they fall. The seeds of 
Tillandsia*, which grows on the branches of trees like Misletoe, 
are furnished with many long threads on tlieir crowns, which, as 
they are driven forwards by the winds, wrap round the arms of 
trees* and thus hold them fast till they vegetate. When the 
seeds of the Cyclamen are ripe, the dower-stalk gradually 
twists itself spirally downwards till it touches the ground, and 
forcibly penetrating the earth, lodges its se^s, which are 
thought to receive nourishment from the parent root, as they 
are said not to be made to grow in any other situation. The 
subterraneous Trefoil has recourse to a similar expedient, which 
however may be only an attei^t to conceal its seeds from the 
ravages of birds; while the Trifolium Globosum adopts a still 
more singular contrivance: its lower florets only have corols, 
and are fertile ; tlie upper ones wither into a kind of wool, and, 
forming a head, completely conceal the fertile calyxes. But 
the most curious arrangement for vegetable locomotion, is to be 
found in the awn or beard of barley, which, • like the teeth of a 
saw, are all turned towards one end of if: as this long awn lies 
upon the ground, it extends itself in the moist air of night, and 
pushes forward the barley-corn which it adheres to; in the day 
It shortens as it dries, and as these points prevent it from re¬ 
ceding, it draw's up its pointed end, and thus, creepi^ like a 
worm, will travel many feet from its parent stem. Tlie late 
Mr. Edgewdrth constructed a wooden creeping hygrometer 
upon this principle, which expanding in moist weather, and 
contracting itself when it was dry, in a month or two walked 
across the room, which it inhabited. 

If Nature have been thus ingenious in providing for the 
dispersion of seeds, she has not been less provident in her 
arrangements for procuring a prolific and inexhaustible supply. 
Her great leading principle seems to be eternal destruction and 
reproduction, which one of our essayists tells us may be simpli¬ 
fied into the following concise order to all her children, “ eat 
and be eaten.” She has been not less prodigal in the seeds of 
plants than in the spawn of fish; as almost any one plant, if all 
Its seeds should grow to maturity, would in a few years alone 
people the terrestrial globe. The seeds of one Sunflower 
amount to 4000; Poppy has 32,000. Mr. Kay asserts that 
1012 seeds of Tobacco weighed only one grain, and that thus 
calculated, tliey amounted in one plant to 360,000; and he 
supposes the seeds of the Ferns to exceed a million on a leaf! 


• Dar>nn*s Lovc^ of the Plants, Canto 1. 
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Nor does this exuberance seem nej^essary to counteract their 
small tenacity of life, for, on the contrary, the vital principle in 
seeds is generally preserved with a remarkable vigour. Great 
degrees of heat, short of boiling, do not impair their vegetative 
power, nor do we know any degree of cold which has such an 
effect. They may be sent round the world, exposed to every 
variety of climate, without injury; and even when buried for 
ages deep in the ground, they retain their vitality, Although 
they will not germinate, apparently from the want of some 
action of the air, as it has been ascertained by repeated experi¬ 
ments that seeds planted in the exhausted receiver of an air- 
pump will not vegetate. The earth thrown up from the deepest 
wells, although all possible access of fresh seeds be carefully 
excluded, will, upon exposure to the air, shoot forth weeds, 
grasses, and wild flowers, whose seeds must have lain dormant 
for many centuries; and it is very common, upon digging deeper 
than usual in gardeners’ grounds, to recover varieties of flowers 
which had long been lost. 

Observe in this beautiful double Dahlia how highly nature 
. may be improved, All double flowers being produced by cultiva¬ 
tion, although their reproductive powers are frequently lost in 
the process, whence they have been termed by botanists vege¬ 
table monsters. This operation is eft'ected in various ways : in 
some the petals are multiplied three or four times, wdthoul 
excluding the stamens, whence they are able to produce seeds, 
as in Campanula and Stramoneum; but in others the petals 
become so numerous, as totsilly to exclude the stamens, and 
these are, of course, unproductive. In some the nectaries arc 
sacrificed for the formation of petals, as in Larkspur; while in 
others the nectaries are multiplied to the exclusion of the petals, 
as in Columbine. 

“ Who loves a garden, loves a greenhouse too,” 

sings Cowper; and ours, humble as it is, may aflbid us some 
instruction, as we sit and contemplate its evergreen inhabitants, 
filling their little amphitheatre in due succession of rank and 
dignity. 

-“ Foreigners from many lands, 

They form one social shade, as if convened 
By magic summons of the Orphean lyre." 

These Vine-leaves, which were suspended yesterday by a thread 
with their under-surfaces turned towards the windows, have 
already recovered their natural position, although detached from 
the stem; whence we not only learn that light acts beneficially 
upon the upper surface, and injuriously upon the under side of 
leaves, but we have proof that the turning is effected by im 
impression made upon the leaf itself, and not upon the fool- 
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Stalk. Fruit-trees on the opposite sides of a ivall invariably 
turn their leaves from the wall in search of light, which seems 
to have a positive attraction lor them, exclusive of any accom¬ 
panying warmth ; for plants in a hot-house present the fronts of 
their leaves, and even incline their branches to the quarter where 
there is most light, not to that where most air is admitted, nor 
to the flue in search of heat. Light gives the green colour to 
leavos; for plants raised in darkness are of a sickly white, of 
which the common practice of blanching Celery in gardens, by 
covering it up with earth, is a proof under every one’s observa¬ 
tion. By experiments made with coloured glasses, through 
which light was admitted, it appears that plants become paler 
in proportion as the glass approaches nearer to violet. 

This annual Mesembryanthemum would have afforded us 
another illustration of tlie extraordinary provisions of Nature 
for the dispersion of seed. It is a native of the sandy deserts 
of Africa, and its seed-vessels only open in rainy weather, 
otherwise the seeds in that country might lie long exposed 
liefore they met w^illi sufiicient moisture to vegetate. Succu¬ 
lent plants, which possess more moisture in proportion as the 
soil which they are destined to inhabit is parched and sunny^ 
attain tlrat apparently contradictory quality by the great facility 
witli which they imbibe, and their being almost totally free 
from perspiration, which in plants of other latitudes is some¬ 
times excessive. According to Dr. Hales, the large annual 
Sunflower perspires about seventeen times as fast as the ordi¬ 
nary insensible perspiration of the human skin ; and the quan¬ 
tity of fluid which evaporates from the leaves of the Cornelian 
Cherry in the course of twenty-four hours, is said to be nearly 
equal to twice the weight of the whole shrub. Sometimes, 
from a sudden condensation of their insensible evaporation, 
drops of clear water will, even in England, in hot calm weather, 
fall from groves of Poplar or Willow, like a slight shower of 
rain. Ovid has made a poetical use of^this exudation from 
Lombardy Poplars, which he supposes to be the tears of Phae¬ 
ton’s sisters, who w^ere tiansfonned into those trees. 

How utterly vain and insignificant appear all the alembics 
and laboratories of chemists and experimental philosophers 
when compared with the innumerable, exquisite, and unfathom¬ 
able processes w'hich Nature in sibnee, and without effort, is 
at this instant elaborating within the precincts of our little gar¬ 
den ! From the same mysterious earth, planted in the same 
pot, her inscrutable powers will not only concoct various flowers 
utterly dissimilar in form, odour, colours, and properties, some 
perhaps containing a deadly poison, others a salutary medicine; 
but she will even sometimes combine all these discordant secre¬ 
tions in the same plant. The gum of the Peach-tree, for in- 
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stance, is mild and mucilitginons. The bark, leaves, and flowers 
abound with a bitter^ secretion of a. purgative and rather dan¬ 
gerous quality. The fruit is replete not only with acid, muci¬ 
lage, and sugar, but with its own j)eculiar aromatic and highly 
volatile secretion, elaborated within itself, on which its fine 
flavour depends. How far are we still from understanding the 
whole anatomy of the vegetable body, which can create and 
keep separate such distinct and discordant substances! ^ * Iron 
has been detected in roses, and is supposed to be largely pro¬ 
duced by vegetable decomposition from the chalybeate quality 
and ochrous deposit of waters flowing from morasses; and it 
is well ascertained that pure flint is secreted in the hollow stem 
of the bamboo, in the cuticle of various grasses, in the cane, 
and in the rough horsetail, in which latter it is very copious, 
and so disposed as to make a natural file, for which purpose it 
is used in our manufactures. What a contrast, exclaims the 
same ingenious botanist, to whom we have been so largely 
indebted, between this secretion of the tender vegetable frame, 
and those exhalations which constitute the perfume of flouxrs ! 
One is among the most permanent substances in nature, an in- 
grai^ient in the primseval mountains of the globe; the other the 
invisible, intangible breath of a moment! 

Among the innumerable advantages to be derived from a 
knowledge of botany, however slight, may be mentioned the 
perpetual amusement which it affords in scenes which to others 
might be only productive of ennui; the impressions of pure 
natural religion which it awakens, and the lofty and ennobling 
sentiments by which they are invariably associated. Nor do w e 
need for this purpose the garden's artificial embellishments, as 
the same sensations may be excited, even in a more striking de¬ 
gree, amid the most desolate scenes.— 

Nature in every form is lovely still. 

' 1 can admire to ecstasy although 
I be not bower'd in a rustling grove, 

Tracing through flowery tufts some tw'inkling rill, 

Or perch’d upon a green and sunny hill, 

Gazing upon the sylvanry below, 

And harking to tlic warbling beaks above. 

To me the wilderness of thorns and brambles 
Beneath whose weeds the muddy runnel scrambles— 

The bald, burnt moor—the marsh’s sedgy shallows, 

Where docks, buUrushes, waterflags, and mallows 
Choke the rank waste, alike can yield delight. 
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A blade of silver hair-grass nolding slovvly 
In the soft wind;—the thistle's purple croivui 
The ferns, the rulhes tall, and mosses lowly, 

A thorn, a weed, an insect, or a stone, 

Can thrill me with sensations exquisite— 

For all are exquisite, and every part 
Points to the mighty hand that fashion’d it. 

Then as I look ^oft with yearning heart, 

The trees and mountains, like conductors, raise 
My spirit upward on its flight sublime, 

And clouds, and sun, and heaven's mamiorean floor, 

Are but the stepping stones by which 1 climb 
Up to the dread Invisible, to pour 
My grateful feelings out in silent praise. 

When the soul shakes her wings, how soon wc fly 

From earth to tli’ empyrean heights, and tic 

U'he Thunderer to the tendril of a weed. H« 


FRENCH AND ENGLISH TRAGEDY. 

** Lc Tlicatrc est ce que Tesprit hninain a jamais invent^ dc plas noble r' 
plus utile, pour former Ics moeurs et pour les polir: e’est la lo chef-d'oeuvre dc la 
sociele.” Voltaike. 

“ I believe, upon a true definition of tragedy, it will be found that its work is to 
reform inauncra, by delightful repn^sentatiou of human life in great persons, by 
way of dialogue.” Uiiyuen. . 

It is curious and instructive to observe the Frencli, with less 
of dramatic [^enius than the English, surpassing the English and 
every other nation, in perfecting the tragic drama. There is no 
subject, however, the impartial treatment of which wiU meet 
with less conformity of opinion. Even the proposition just 
stated contains two challenges to dispute. The countr}'men of 
Corneille, Racine, and Voltaire, smile at an assumed supe¬ 
riority to them, of genius to invent, taste to embellish, ’or talent 
to extend. Amongst us, on the other hand, French tragedy is 
absolutely contemned by three descriptions of people;—the 
smitten admirers of Germanism; those literary antiquarians, 
who, seeking matter for paradox and refuge for conceit, in the 
accessible but neglected rude essays of our ancestors, enviously 
decry perennial literature, because they do not know it; lastly, 
some who, with judgments more enlightened, reproach the 
French poets with efiemiaacy and mannerism, and tolerate the 
grossness and extravagance of our own early dramatists, for the 
sake of that redeeming anomaly of force, grandeur, and fidelity 
to nature, which in them is the more striking and fascinating, 
from the effect of contrast and surprise. Here is a vast mass of 
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the reading, and even writing population of the day, prepared to 
trample down the principles of classic criticism ; not caring,— 
some perhaps not knowing,—^that they proscribe Euripides 
and Virgil Avith Racine—Sophocles, Aristotle, and Horace, with 
Voltaire. They, however, whose minds have been formed, and 
whose prejudices have been removed, by classical studies, and 
a European education, concurring in the censure of the French 
poets for occasional mannerism and effeminacy, produced by a 
too strict observance of rules, and a too sensitive refinement of 
taste, will, at the same time, accord to them the honour of 
having given to dramatic composition, correctness of design, 
beauty of form, and the other graces of fine art, in a civilized 
age. 

But why is it that English tragedy, with its superiority of 
genius, its force, depth, free spirit, and variety, has remained com¬ 
paratively unrefined ? The following is the chief cause. The 
master-spirits of the drama in France produced their chefs-d^atunre 
after the middle of the 17th and during the 18th centuries, when 
the French language had been already fonned and polished, and 
French literature had reached its meridian splendour. In 
Jfijlgland, unhappily, the master-spirits, or rather the one tran- 
scendant master-spirit, appeared in an age, rich undoubtedly in 
the growth of great intellect, but whilst tlie language was yet 
rude, civilization less than imperfect, and the stage uncreated. 
Shakspeare’s genius has not only immortalized his name; buL 
as if to give proof of its extraordinary power, has consecrated 
grossness, impurity, unnatural conceits, tlie two extremes of 
baseness and bombast—in fine, all those lamentable vices of 
taste, which are properly not his, but of his time. It is from 
this leading circumstance, that tragedy in France and England 
bears a different impress of character peculiar to the two 
nations respectively. A mere coup-d^acil of the progress of 
tragic composition in both countries will establish this fact. It 
may also give, perhaps, juster notions of French tragedy than 
are at present generally entertained amongst us. The dramatic 
literature of our neighbours has often mingled with our own; 
hut, from the incapacity of our imitators and translators, and 
the natural disappointment of the public, its merits have never 
been fairly ajmreciated, and, indeed, its true character never 
understood. The progress of dramatic improvement in France 
is also curiously illustrative, by contrast, of the causes which 
have retarded the culture, or corrupted the principles of English 
theatric taste. And here a material error, but too generally 
prevalent, may be corrected—at least stated, en passant. There 
IS not, in this age of dissertation, a tyro, or a sage in criticism, 
who expends his judgment or his spleen on the passing litera¬ 
ture of the stage, but opens with a lament upon the decay of 
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dramatic talent—a most mistaken idea, or more properly, the 
confusion of one idea with another. Never was our poetical 
literature more vivified and resplendent with the soul and genius 
of the drama. Boldness, variety, and force, in the invention of 
character and situation; a sounding and stirring *of the pas¬ 
sions to their utmost depth; a picturesque introduction of pei*- 
sonagos speaking and feting for themselves :—these are its main 
features. * Even those great* talents that have abandoned the 
classic for the romantic muse^—^but still preserve and cherish the 
sentiment of grandeur, beauty, and propriety, which never yet 
was found but in the classic models—are only the more dramatic. 
But in the abundance of capable genius the theatre is barren ; 
because the depravation of public taste has consigned the stage 
to a race of writers whom the poverty of their resources has con¬ 
demned to move in the procession, at tlie tail of literature. 
This general proposition will be understood as subject to ex¬ 
ception and qualification, in favour of some late tragedies; 
but it does justly and emphatically apply to the hoft bf trans¬ 
lators, adapters, and revivers, who import melodrame from the 
fantastic bedlam stage of Germany, or the Boulevards of Par:^^ 
or rake up buried rudeness from its grave; or else fix their fangs 
upon any new work which may be tortured into a drama—sub¬ 
sisting, like freebooters, upon the outskirts of literature, by 
prowling among the living, and profaning the dead—ignorant 
alike of conscience and of taste. 

Minds of superior power, with reputations to lose, or to gain, 
will not risk the mortification of failure for a most precarious 
success, lint why, it will be asked, do the^" not take possession 
of the stage, and mise and reform it ? There is no longer the 
same incentive of ambition or interest. The vast diffusion of 
llie faculty of reading among the people, has rendered the press 
just as rapid a vehicle‘to fame and fortune, without the same 
perils. The stage, moreover, has fallen into neglect, if not dis¬ 
repute. Those who fill the high offices of state and the ranks 
of nobility, no longer adorn it by their talents, or protect it by 
their influence. Their patronage of Ikei'ary dependants is not 
an equoliring communion in the worship of the Muses,* but 
rather a pampering of political satellites and parasites. The 
softer sex too, whose influence is always so powerful in giving 
the tone, and whose organic sensibility and fineness of touch 
are so well calculated to exalt and refine the drama, have aban¬ 
doned society and the stage for heartless revelry, a pedantic 
smattering of science, or what is more fatal though moi'e dijfficult 
to blame, the fascinations of a sister art. Music has nearly 
banished conversation froni the drawing-room, and seduced the 
fair votaries of intellectual pleasure from the national theatres 
to the Italian opera. 
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The drama, both in Fmnce and England, first sprang np in 
those two extremes of society and reclusion, where the tedium 
of life is most importunate—palaces and cloisters. Ennui be¬ 
came inventive for its own relief, and produced the monstrous 
farces called mysteries and moralities. The French have pre¬ 
served many ol'those gross but curious monuments of European 
barbarism in the middle age. They are taken almost wexclu- 
sively from the mysteries of the Christian faith, and the mytho¬ 
logy of Paganism,—sometimes blended together, not only 
without scruple, but with equal reverence. Ihe fantastic and 
varied invention, the gorgeous splendour, the resources of archi¬ 
tecture and machinery, displayed in these exhibitions, on occa¬ 
sions of sacred or profane solemnity in the courts of princes, 
in an age so gross and ignorant, is truly wonderful. In 1313, 
Philip the Fair, of France, had a morality performed before 
him, at which our Edward II., his Queen, a Princess of France, 
and a splendid train of English nobility, were present by 
special invitation. This extraordinary spectacle consisted of 
three parts: the fable of the Fox and the Lion dramatized, and 
■•picBsenting the whole race of quadrupeds, with all the licence of 
the Animali pnrlanii; the interior of Hell, with all its machinery 
of terror and torture employed upon the souls of the damned; 
and lastly, a view of the bliss of Paradise. An old chronicler, 
shortly after the same period, gives the following account of 
a morality jierformed at the marriage of a Prince Palatine of 
the Rhine with u Princess of England. Orpheus enters play¬ 
ing upon his lyre, with an assemblage of deputies from the 
whole brute creation, tame and savage, dancing at his heels. 
The firmament next opens, and the stars appear also dancing to 
his music. Mercuiy, who officiates as stage-manager, ])iays 
Jove that one half of the stars should be transformed to knights 
clad in flaming armour, the other into flame-clad beauties. The 
good-humoured father of gods and men’^ consents by a nod 
from the toj) of Olympus ; the knights and dames join hands in 
the heavens, then descend from their empyreal abode to the 
banquet-hall, and dance celestial sarabands, with which the 
spectacle closes. The representation of the twelve labours of 
Hercules was a favourite morality; and it will seem rather 
strange to those who remember exactly what those labours were, 
that the son of Jupiter was not excused the representation of a 
single one of these memorable trials of his prowess. The mys¬ 
teries, composed and acted almost exclusively in the beginning 
by monks and pilgrims, and consisting of the birth, life, and 
passion of our Saviour dramatized, were at first represented in 
monasteries, but subsequently exhibited publicly on religious 
festivals for the edification of the people. The stage was a 
temporary structure, with no illusion of scenery, hut tlie orifice 
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of hell, in the form of a dragon’s mouth, through which the de¬ 
vils made their entrances and exits. There is something at once 
shocking and ludicrous in the blasphemous absurdity of ciiese pro¬ 
ductions. The following passage, though selected foy its decorum, 
will give some idea of me tone in which these holy personages 
treated topics the most sacred. It is taken from a mystery 
nntitked The Conception.” It is Joseph who speaks : 

Mon soulcy ne se pent deffaire 
De Marie, mon epouse sainte, 

Que j’ai ainsi trouee enceinte, 

Ne scay s’il y a fautc ou non. 

# # # lU; 

Dc moi n’est la chose venue, 

Sa promessc n’a pas tenue. 

« # # # # 

Elle a rompii son mariage. 

Je suis bien infeible, iixcredule, 

Quand je rogarde bicn son affaire 
De croire qu'il n*y ait meffaire, 

Elle est enceinte; et d’ou viendroit 
Ije fruict ? II faut dire par droit 
Qu*il y ait vice d'adultere 

Piiisque jc n’en suis le p»e. 

* * # # # 

Elle a ete trois mois enliers 
Hors d*icy et au bout du tiers 
Jc 1'ai toute grosso refue: 

L aurait quelque paillard douce, 

Ou de fait voulu efforccr. 

Ha! brief, je ne scay que penser! 

It may be thought that there is more of ndivett than profane¬ 
ness in this curious monologue; but there are other passages 
so explicitly gross, and in so unequivocal a tone of impious 
pleasantry, as to leave no doubt but the two extremes of super¬ 
stition and infidelity had met in the monasteries; however the 
sacredness of the subject, and the authority of the performers, 
may have imposed on the multitude. Nor is this meeting of 
extremes unnatural or infrequent. Why they should endea¬ 
vour to bestialize the common reason of mankind is no less 
easily accounted for. It is the policy, if not the instinct, of all 
tyranny, spiritual and temporal, to down the slaves of its 
power, in very w'antonness, to the lowest abasement. 

This profane bufibonery at length gave such public scandal, 
as to call for the interference of the civil magistrate: and, soon 
after, some advances w’ere made towards introducing a better 
taste. Lazabe Baif, a gentleman of Anjou, who had studied 
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the Greek poets in Italy under the celebrated scholar Musueus, 
early in the 16th century, gave translations in French verse of 
the Electra of Sophocles and the Hecuba of Euripides. Seve¬ 
ral other translations from the Greek drama quickly followed. 
But the first who introduced any thing approaching to regular 
tragedy on the stage was Jodelle. His Cleopatra, the earliest 
tragedy in the language, was acted with prodigious applause at 
the palace of Bheims, in 1552, before Henry 11. and a splendid 
court. The Queen of Egypt w^as represented by the poet him¬ 
self, then only 20 years of age, and the other characters by the 
nobles of the court. Jodelle is regarded as the inventor of the 
tragic art in France- He w^as celebrated in his life-time as “ a 
famous child of the Muses,” and figured in '' the poetic pleiad” 
of his contemporary and friend Ronsard. 

The extent to which the dramatic genius of Jodelle was ho¬ 
noured by the poets of his day, and the influence which the 
Greek drama had already gained in Fra!ice, may be colleciod 
from a curious circumstance related in the obscure memoirs of 
the t ime:—An assemblage of scholars and poets, among wdiom 
^w3!rJodelle himself, being attracted to Arcucil by the ceh'bralion 
of the Carnival, in 1552, took occasion, in the spirit of the 
season, to celebrate the recent triumph of their com])anion, 
after the manner of llie Greeks. They raised a t(‘inple to Bac¬ 
chus; dithyrambics were composed and sung, in imitation of 
the ancient festivals of the god. A goat, deckt'd out in due 
form with fillets and flowers, was produced for sacrifice at the 
altar. But the priests of the Muse, in their Pagan enthu¬ 
siasm, were humane ; and the votive goat, after merely the sem¬ 
blance of a bloody offering, was dismissed with life and liberty. 
They were themselves much nearer being made the victims of 
Iheir own sacrifice. The clergy raised a persecuting cry of im¬ 
piety and idolatry against the performers of this harmless n»as- 
querade. 

The French would consign to eternal ridicule the man who 
suggested the revival of the Cleopatra of Jodelle. But sucli 
a play, and of such a date, in the English language, would throw 
our dramatic virtuosos into an ecstasy. They who can discover 
truth, force, simplicity, freedom, in the rude language, gross 
manners, and capricious extravagance of an uncultivated age, 
and who mistake its figurative appetite of giant coarseness and 
capaciousness for power of imagination, would place Jodelle, 
were he English, among the satellites of Sliakspeare- The fol¬ 
lowing lines may be given as a specimen of his manner. The 
scene is historical. It is that in which Seleucus charges Cleo¬ 
patra, in the presence of Octavius Caesar, with secreting part of 
her treasure. Cleopatra, boxing and kicking him, says, 



53 


French and English Tragedif. 

I 

^Ah, faux meurdrier! ah, faux traistrc! urraclic 
Sera le poll dc la teste cruellc- ’ 

Que plust aux dieux quc ce fust la cervelle! 

(Sdcuque d Octavirn,J 

Puissant Ctesar ! rctiens la doncq. 

fCieopat/r d Sckuquc.J 

. . . . . . . Voila • 

Tous mcB bienfaits—ha! le deuil qui ni*6fforce 
Donne a mon coeur languoreux telle force, 

* Que je pourrais, ce me semble, froisser, 

Du poing, tes os, et tes flancs crevasser 
A coup de pied! 

fOctaiwi d Ckopatrc,) 

O quelle grinsant courage! 

Mais rien n'est plus furieux que la rage 
D’un ceeur de femme. Hehien! quoi! Cleopauv, 

Estes vous point ja saoule de le battre t 

(A Sckuquf\) 

Fuy-t’-cn, aray, fuy-t’-en, 

Shvikspeare’s play on the same subject was written near half a 
century after that of Jodelle ; and between the genius displaye<l 
in the one and in the other the distance is imineuse. The me¬ 
morable description of Cleopatra sailing down the Cydnus, "tffKl 
some ])assages of sublimity and pathos, as the drama assumes 
the tone and cast of adversity, are made for the admiration of 
mankind. But there is a close and lamental»le resemblance be¬ 
tween the tw'o Cleopatras- The scene just cited is in exact 
colouring and keeping with that in wdiich Shukspeare’s Cle<j- 
patra, striking the messenger, says— 

, Hence, 

HorribU' \illain ! or I ’ll spurn thine eyes, 

Like balls, before me; I ’ll unhair thy bead, 

(isht hali's him up and doxai) 

Thou sliiilt be whipped with wire, and stewed in brine. 
Smarting in lingering pickle, X.e.” -- 

that other scene, in which she swears 


• Ah! false villain, false traitor, I ’ll tear the hair off thy cruel head. Would 
the gods it were thy brain 1 dashed out. 

{Seleutiis to OcLavuto.) 

Oh ! mighty Caesar, do hold her back. 

{Cleopatra to Selentm,,) 

See the fruits of all niy bounty. Ah ! the grief I suffer gives to my languid 
heart such force, that muthinks ] could beat thy bones to powder with my lists, and 
tread on thee till thy loins burst beneath niy feet. 

{Octavios,) 

Oh! what a devilish (tecth-gnashmg) spiritbut nothing is so furious as the 
licart of an enraged woman.—(To Cleopatra^ Eli ! how Cleopatra, han’t you yet 
had your stoiuach-full of beating him ?—(To Sdciun») liegoue, begone, my friend. 
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I 

** By Isis, I will givt thee bloody teeth, 

If thou with Csesar paragon again, 

My man of men, &^c.”— 

that scene of deplorable buffoonery between Cleopatra, on 
the eve of suicide, and the clown, who brings her the aspic; 
and but too many other passages, which are read with pain and 
humiliation, by who regard the glory of the English stage, 
and admire Shakspeare with discernment. * 

Jodelle, who was familiar with the Greek poets, copied their 
regularity and simplicity of plot; but so inartificially, that it 
makes his play only the more flat and tedious. It opens with 
the ghost of Antony complaining that the gods, envious of his 
glory, had made him the slave of love for his ruin; and an¬ 
nouncing, that Cleopatra, by his command, conveyed to her in 
a dream, was to slay lierself that day at his tomb. The queen 
next appears, surrounded by her female attendants, and occu¬ 
pied with this dreara. She devotes herself to death, in obedi¬ 
ence to the command of her lover’s ghost, to avoid being chained 
to the triumphal enr of his victorious rival. The following 
verses, in which she vows the sacrifice of her life, possess con¬ 
siderable force, 

^Que phitost ccite terre an fond de ses entrailles 
M’engloutisse a present, que toutes Ics tenailles 
De ces bourrellcs sojurs, horreur dc Tondc hasse, 

M'arrachent les boyaux, que la teste me casse 
D’un foudre iausite, qu’ainsy je me conseillo 
Et que la penr tic mort entre dans raon oreillc. 

There is, in imitation of the Greeks, a chorus of Alexandrian 
w'omen, who descant upon the vanity' of human aflairs ; the 
glory and the fall of Troy ; the wrongs and sorrows of Medea; 
'the beauty of the rose, which endures but for a day; and, 
finally, the disastrous loves of Marc Antony and Cleopatra. He 
wrote several other pieces, among whicli The Passion of 
Dido/^ dramatized from Virgil, is the most endurable; all, 
however, exhibiting glimpses of great natural talent, in the 
midst of rudeness, negligence, and haste. The composition 
oi a tragedy,” says La Mothe, ** never cost him above ten morn¬ 
ings.” He died at an early age, miserable and neglected, after 
having been the delight or two sovereigns—one among many 
examples of the ingratitude of kings, and of the sensibifitv and 
weakness of the poetic character under disappointment. In the 
extreme of poverty and sickness, he reminds (in vain) Charles 

• Sooi^r may this earth eugfulf nu* in its boMTls, .suoiier may the torturing pin- 
iTrs of the avenging sisters, that spn*fld horror over the infernal lake, tear my 
vitals, than 1 counsel me to this, or let the fear of denlh iind passage through my 
e,*} * 
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IX, of iiihinnan meinory, that' “ he who makes use of Mu; lump 
should sit least supply it with oil”—“ Qai se sere de la iampe, au 
mohu de PhttUe y tnel” But w'hat seems to have broken lus 
heart was the failure of a grand spectacle^ founded on the 
Argonautic expedition, which he undertook to have rejuresented 
under his own immediate direction at court. He had employed, 
in the preparation of it, all the resources of his skill, vrhicli was 
remarkable, in architecture and scenic painting. But on the 
oventful*day, the performers; musicians, scene-shifters—all con¬ 
spired, by their blunders, to ruin his hopes. “ Where,” says he, 
” 1 had ordered two roch^ I beheld advancing itoo helis*' (au lieu 
de deux rochers quejWais commandes, je vis umvev derfx clo~ 
ehers). The following beautiful stanza is from a Juuieral Ode on 
his wretched <'.iid, written by one of his frieiuls: 

* Jodcllc cst mort de 
La pauvrete a cu jmissiuicv 
Siir la richesso do la Franco. - 
O Dicii! fpiol trait do cnui'ilo! 

Lo Cacl avoit mis on JodoUo, 

I'll esprit loniautroqu’Iiumaiii: 

La Franooliii nialo pain, 

'('ant olio fust more cruollo! 


noKACv., HOOK in. oni; xin. 

Fount of Blandusia, glassy spring, 
Worlliy of hallow'd offering. 

Of scatter'd flowers and sweetest wjuo! 

\ kid to-morrow shall he thine, 

Whose budding horns tlncat h)\o and x.ar 
Falsely, alas! poor wantoner! 

To-morrow with his heart's red tide 
J’iiy gelid streamlet shall he dyed. 

Thee not the dog-star’s fiery ray 
Visits widi unrelenting day: 

Th* o’er-labour'd ox, the roving kine. 
Glad in thy cool, fresh shade* recline. 
Hank amid noblest brooks sbalt thou, 
Whilst in my song the oak shall grow 
Based on the rock, with sparkling flash 
Whence dowm ihy headlong w'aters dash. 


* .UwlcUe hath had his death-stroke from poverty. Poverty hath hud power over 
the treasure of France. () God ! how cruel. Heaven gave Jodefle a spirit other 
titan human—France denied him a morsel of bread» so much was slip a ermd 
mother. 

(This closely literal version ran give to the mere English reader no idea of the 
himpUeity, tenderness, and turn of phrase, in the orij:,inal-] 
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• RICHMONP- 

“ God made the country, and man made the town I won¬ 
der in which of the two divisions Cowper would have placed 
Kichmond. Every Londoner would laugh at the rustic that 
should call it town ; and yet it is no more like the country, the 
real, untrimmed, genuine countxy, than a garden is like a field. 
I do not say this in disparagement. Richmond is nature in a 
court dress, but still nature—aye, and very lovely nature too; 
gay, and happy, and elegant, as one of Charles the Second^s 
beauties, and with as little to remind us of the penalty of the 
original Adam, of labour or poverty, or grief, or crime. Since 
no place on the globe is quite exempt from their influence, I 
suppose that care and vice may exist even there; they are, how¬ 
ever, well hidden : the inhabitants may find them, or they may 
find the inhabitants ; but to the casual visitor Richmond appears 
a sort of fairy-land—a piece of the old 'Arcadia, a holiday-spot 
for ladies and gentlemen, where they lead a happy out-of-door 
life, like the gay folks in Watteau’s pictures, and have nothing 
to do with the work-a-day world. The principal ingredient in 
this powerful charm is the river, the beautiful river, for the hill 
'..Tr;ns to me over-rated. The prospect is too woody, too leafy, 
too green. There is a monotony of vegetation, a heaviness. 
The view was finer as I first saw it in February, when the bare 
branches admitted frequent glimpses of houses and villages, and 
the colouring was left to the fancy, than when 1 last belield it, 
all pomp and garniture, “ in the leafy month of June.” Canova 
said it only wanted crags; I rather incline to the old Anierican 
criticism, and think that it wants clearing. But the river, the 
beautiful river, there is no over-rating that. Brimming to its 
very banks of meadow or garden, clear, pure, and calm as the 
bright summer sky which smiles down into its bosom. How 
gracefully it glides through the bridge, and how the boats be¬ 
come it! and how pretty those boats are, from the light green 
pleasure-vessel, with its white awning and its gay freight ol‘ 
btaux and belles^ to the heavy steam-boat, which comes wal¬ 
loping along with a regular mechanical motion, rumpling the 
waters, and leaving a track of tiny waves on their glassy sur¬ 
face. Certainly the Thames is the pleasantest highway in his 
Majesty’s dominions. The happiest hours I ever passed in my 
life were spent on its bosom one sweet June morning, when the 
light clouds seemed following and folding the sun in a thousand 
veils of shadowy alabaster, and the soft air was loaded with 
fragrance from gardens which were one flush of roses and honey¬ 
suckles. I shall never forget that morning. How delightful it 
was to glide along through those beautiful scenes with those 
dear companions, sunk in that silence of deep enjoyment which 
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looks BO like thought, though, in 'reality, a much wiser and 
happier thing; listening, half unconsciously, to Emily I/a 
sweet snatches of Venetian songs; muttering almost as un¬ 
consciously as we met the queen birds, The swans on still 
St. Mary's lake float double, swan mid shadow,;’' just roused 
as We passed Pope’s grotto, or the arch over Strawberry Hill; 
then landing at Hampton Court, the palace of the Cartoons, 
and' coming home with my whole mind full of the divine 
RaphaSl, and of that glorious portrait of Titian by himself, 
which almost divided my admiration. 1 shall never forget that 
morning. 

How pleasant it is, on the other hand, to go down the river 
towards Kew, amongst all sorts of royal recollections, from the 
ruined house of Anne of ClevevS, to the lime-trees, fragrant w^ith 
blossom and “ musical with bees,” under wliich the late King 
and Queen used to sit on a summer evening, whilst their chil¬ 
dren were playing round them on the grass, Kew Palace is in 
fine harmony with this pretty family-piece. It is quite refresh¬ 
ing to think of royalty so comfortable, and homely, and uncon¬ 
strained, as it must have been in that small, ugly, old-fashioned 
house. Princes are the “born thralls” of splendour; anuTo 
see them eased of their cumbrous magnificence, gives such a 
pleasure as one feels in reading “ Ivauhoe,” when the collar is 
taken from the neck of Gurth, and he leaps up a free man. At 
Kew, too, in those confined and ill-furnished apartments, they 
were not without better luxuries; books accessible and read¬ 
able, and looking as if they had been read, and a fine collection 
of cabinet pictures ; superb Canaletti’s ; the famous dropsical 
woman, on which the Queen is said to have fixed her eyes, during 
her last illness, with, such an intense expression of self-pity; 
and a portrait of Vandyke, which rivals the Titian—the elegant 
Vandyke*, with his head over his shoulder, which has been so 
often engraved. What an interesting thing is the portrait of 
a great artist! 

Amongst the many superb villas round Richmond, none at¬ 
tracted me so much as Ham House, a stately old place, retired 
from the river, and concealed and divided from it by rows of 
large trees. Ham House is quite a model of the mansion of the 
last century, with its dark shadowy front, its steps and terraces, 
its marble basons, and its deep, silent court, whose iron gate, as 
Horace Walpole conmlains, is never opened. The keeping is 
perfect. The very fiow^ers are old-iasnioned. No American 
borders! No Kalmias, or Axelias, or Magnolias, or such hea¬ 
then shrubs! No flimsy China roses ! Nothing new-fangled! 
none but flowers of the olden time—gay, fonnal knots of pinks 
and sweet-peas, and larkspurs, and lilies, and hollyhocks, 
mixed with solid cabbage roses, and round Dutch honey- 
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suckles. I reverence such a garden. Every thing about it 
belongs to the lime of hoops and periwigs, llariowe Place 
must have been such another abode of stateliness and seclusion. 
Those iron gates seem to have been erected for no other pur¬ 
pose than to divide Lovelace from Clarissa. We almost expect 
to see her through them, sweeping slowly along the terrace- 
walk, in the pure dignity of her swan-liKe beauty, with her 
jealous sister watching her from a window; and we lookf for 
him round the comer of the wall, waiting to deposit a letter, 
and listening, with speaking eagerness, to the rustle of her silk 
gown. Richardson must certainly have seen Ham House. 

Another interesting part of Richmond is the Park, so cele¬ 
brated in the Scotch novels. But, alas! it has been improved. 
The walk in v/hich Jeanie Deans met Queen Caroline no longer 
exists : and so completely do those engrossing and usurping 
books take possession of everyplace W'hichthey choose to men¬ 
tion, that the alteration is felt as a real disappointment. To 
make amends for this, on removing some old furniture lately 
from a house in the vicinity, three portraits were discovered iii 
{ i^ wainscot. George the Second, a staring likeness, between 
Queen Caroline and Lady Suflblk. The paintings are the worst 
of that bad era; but the recollection of Jeanie Deans is ir¬ 
resistible, I was still more forcibly reminded of another great 
po€'t, by a yew-tree near the river, worthy to have been joined 
with “ those fraternal sons of Borrowdale— 

“ Huge trunks! and each particular trunk a growth 
Of intertwisted fibres serpentine, 

Upcoilingand inveterately convolved.” 

Richmond has been so accustomed to be praised in fine 
poetry, that to speak of it in humble prose seems like an affront. 
But the sincercst, and, perhaps, the highest compliment that 
has been paid to this celebrated spot, is the residence, in its 
near neighbourhood, of two of our greatest landscape-painters, 
Mr. Turner and Mr. Hofland. The pervading spirit of this soft 
and lovely scenery may often be traced in their works; more 
especially in those of the latter, whose sparkling delicacy and 
Claude-like sweetness of tone and colour, seem caught from the 
beauty which breathes like a perfume around him; whilst Mr. 
Turner^s original and truly English genius is evidently derived 
from universal nature. A fine picture is the best description of 
Richmond, though some of its graces are too subtle and evanes¬ 
cent even for the pencil. But the finest charm of this elegant 
place is the pure and innocent pleasure which it affords to a 
large and meritorious class of people. They who love to con¬ 
template happy faces, should go there on a fine Sunday after¬ 
noon, and regale themselves with a sight of the many family 
parties drinking tea in the meadows, recalling Madame ftolaudV 
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delightful account of her Sunday evenings by the banks of the 
Seine, and inhaling fragrance and fresh air after a week^s smoke 
and dust in smoky London, To a London citizen, Richmond is, 
undoubtedly, the country; and if we who come farther a-field, 
should be disposed to contest the point, we shall, at least, admit 
that it is something better. M. 


THOUGRTS AWAKENED BY CONTEMPLATJNG A PIECE OF 
THE PALM WHICH GROWS ON I'HE SUMMIT OF THE 
ACROPOLIS AT ATHENS. 

1 (iA/.E upon thee—yet I will not weep— 

I'liougli to my lips this heart tumultuous fiwrll— 

My soul calls Freedom fis^ her silent sleep, 

Then wildly breathes that last, lone word—Farewell! 

Why doth the music of the sweet-toned shell 

Break into sadness ? now those soft notes flying 
Light as the musical airs—now Freedom’s knell 
Upon the desolate winds abruptly sighing— 

Like Ocean’s whisp’ring gale, w'hich seems most sweet wlieii dying! 

Oh! lead me to blest Liberty’s lone grave!— 

There will I stand, and hear the w'aters lash 
Her sacred tomb—the wildly-musical wave 
May scornfully upon the cold stone dash ! 

Yes ! let seas rage, and angry lightnings flash! 

Land of the Muses, and of liberty! 

Once it was thine to bid kings bow, w'orlds crash! 

Oh 1 once ’twas thine, immortal Greece, to be 
The conqueror of the world—the parent of the free ! 

And this is desolation!—this is death 1— 

This is the gloomy stillness of the soul !— 

Within tliis chaos doth no spirit breathe ?— 

Doth no soft voice upon the loud seas roll, 

Wild as thy wdnds, and free from man’s controul ?— 

Heard faintly, but mysterious, and unseen— 

A sad tone issuing from destruction’s goal, 

And gently breathing ’neath that blue serene 
A sigh for what v:ill be —what is, and what has been ? 

Then farewell, Athens 1 Oh, farewell, farew’ell! 

Land of the glorious—nation of tlie free! 

Oh 1 do my senses labour 'neath a spell, 

Gazing on this —which breathes of thine, and thco. 

City of heroes ?—Orphan'd liberty, 

Invisible, may even now be near, 

And bending from her kindred skies, may be 
Gazing, in silent sadness, mutely here — 

And mingling with a smile the sweetness of a tear! 


E. B. B. 
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** Lu, the poor Indian, whose untutor’d mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind: 

His soul proud Science never taught to stray 
Fur as the solar walk, or milky way; 

Yet simple Nature to his hope has given. 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler Heaven- 
Some safer world in depth of woods embraced, 

Some happier island in the watery waste. 

Where slaves once more their native land behold, 

No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. 

To be content’s his natural desire, 

He asks no angel’s wing, no seraph’s fire, 

But thinks, admitted to that equal sky. 

His ftuthfui (log shall bear him company.” Foris. 

Happening, a few days ago, up a volume of Lord 

Erskine's speeches, I was peculiarly struck with the passage in 
which he either invents or relates the speech of an American 
chieftain, justifying his animosity to the invaders of his country, 
and avowing his determination to defend it. Whether the 
speech be Lord Erskine^s own, or the genuine production 
«^mich it purports to be, 1 have no means of ascertaining; but bo 
it which it may, there is a soul-stirring energy about it which 
few can peruse without excitement—it is a short and splendid 
specimen of nature’s eloquence, which has its fountain in the 
heart, and irresistibly returns to it. The labours of the lamp 
have produced nothing whicli more effectually answers the pur¬ 
pose for which it was intended. It appeals directly to the 
feelings; the simplicity of its sad complaint is overwhelming, 
and its wild, determined, but provoked avowal, is not, upon 
human principles, to be combated. Tliere is something to me 
extremely interesting in (if I may so term it) the retrogradation 
of the American Indians upon their woods and wildernesses. 
Their remonstrances, their treaties, their talk$^ their conferences, 
their occasional denunciations, and the thousand plans and 
stratagems by which they hope to arrest the progress of the 
“ white man” upon their territory, are most curious. They ex¬ 
hibit, on the one hand, the matured device, and ingenious frauds 
of civilized rapacity; and, on the other, the natural alarm of a 
primitive people, too guileless to negotiate, too feeble to avert, 
hut still too conscious of its injustice to submit, without a 
struggle, to the deprivation of their beloved inheritance. The 
perusal of this fragment of Lord Erskine’s, set .me upon the 
search after more. Fortunately, through the kindness of an 
American friend, 1 have been enabled not only to collect some 
Indian anecdotes, but also some specimens of their eloquence, 
which almost deserve, like the. speech in question, to be im¬ 
proved by the recitation of the orator of England. The follow- 
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hig address was made in the Council Arbour at Portage, by the 
Chief of an American tribe of Indians, to the first Commissioner 
of the United States. In order to understand it clearly, it is 
necessary to explain the circumstances under which it was 
spoken. A conference of several suspected tribes had been 
solicited by the American, not in order either to accuse or to 
negotiate, but as an evidence of their good faith and sincerity. 
The tribes met, and the ambassador, forgetting the purport and 
stipulations of their conference, immediately poured out his sus¬ 
picions, and, in the most violent and indignant terms, denounced 
ns traitors all who could meditate an infraction of the treaties 
wliich had been so solemnly ratified with the United States. 
Tl)e first chief who answered, betrayed every consciousness of 
guilt; he trembled like Ifi aspen leaf, and seemed scarcely able 
to articulate. Immediately after him, Black Thunder,” 
tlie celebrated patriarch of the Fox tribe of Indians, addressed 
the commissioner. His mind had never meditated the slightest 
treachery, but he suspected that the accusation wm merely a 
jiretence, and a prelude to a further encroachment on his patri¬ 
mony. He Avas indignant both at the suspicions which wexe 
avow'ed, and at the timid consciousness with which his predeces¬ 
sor had met them, and with a firm and manly dignity, he replied 
to the commissioner:— 

“ My father, restrain your feelings, and hear calmlj wliat I sliall say. 
1 sliall say it plainly. I shall not speak with fear and trembling. 1 
tetil no fear; for I have no cause to fear. I have never injured you; 
and innocence can feel no fear, I turn to you all, red skins and white 
skins—where is the man who will appear as my accuser? Father, I 
understand not clearly how things are working. I liave just been set 
at liberty; am I again to be plunged into bondage? Frowns are all 
around me; but I am incapable of change. You, perhaps, may be 
ignorant of w'hat I tell you, but it is a truth, which I call Ileaven and 
eartli to witness. It is a fact which can easily be proved, that 1 have 
been assailed in almost every possible way that pride, fear, feeling, or 
interest, i^ould touch me—that I have been pushed to tlic last to raise 
the toinaliawk against you; but ail in vain. 1 never could he made to 
feel that j'oii were my enemy. If thin be ihe comluci of an rwewy, 1 shall 
ifvrcr be r/ovr friend* 

“ You are acquainted, my father, with my removal above Prairie dcs 
Chien^. 1 went, and formed a settlement, and called my warriors 
around me. We took counsel, and from that counsel we never liave 
departed. We smoked, and resolved to make common cause with the 
United States. I sent you the pipe—it resembled this; and I sent it 
by the Missouri, that the Indians of the Mississippi might not know 
what we were doing. You received it. I then told you that your 
friends should he my friends—that your enemies should be my enemies 
—and that I only awaited your signal to make war. If this be the 
eondvef (f an enentu, I shall itexer be pour friend. Why do I tell you 
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tins ? Because it is a truth, and a melancholy truth, that the goovl 
things which men do are often buried in the ground, while their evil 
deeds are stripped naked, and exposed to the world/ 

“ My fdtlier, when I came here, 1 came to you in friendship. I litth* ** 
thought I slionld have had to defend myself. I have no defence to 
make. If I was guilty, I should liave come prepared ; but 1 have ever 
held you by the hand, and 1 am come without excuses. If I had 
fought against you, I would have told you so ; but I have nothing now 
to say here in your councils, except to repeat what 1 said before to my 
great father, the President of your nation. You heard it, and no 
doubt remember it. It was simply this : My lands can never be sur¬ 
rendered ; I was cheated, and basely cheated, in the contract; 1 will 
not surrender my country but witli my life. 

Again I call Heaven and earth to witness, and I smoke tliis pipe in 
evidence of my sincerity. If you are sincere, you will receive it from 
me. My otdy desire is, that we should smoke it together—that 1 
should grasp your sacred hand, and claim for niystif and my tribe the 
protection of your country. When this pipe touches your lip, may it 
operate as a blessing upon all my tribe— maij tht amokv rue like a ehuul, 
and carvif aaaj/ vatth it all the ammosities which hare arisen between wa/* 

Co nsidering this speech to have been, what it appears to be, 
' totally unpremeditated, there is a singular strength and sim¬ 
plicity about it. We find that the American Christian mission¬ 
aries have sometimes succeeded in converting tlie most cele¬ 
brated chieftains of the tribes; thus in some degree making a 
compensation for the less peaceful incursions of their militaiy 
brethren. Amongst the most remarkable of their converts was 
the Oneida warrior, Skenaudoh, who died not very long ago at 
his castle in the United States, at the advanced age of one hun¬ 
dred aird ten years. He was the convert of Mr. Kirkland, who 
, liad undertaken a mission to his tribe ; and, after a youtli 
addicted to war and drunkenness, and all the vices incidental to 
barbarism, he became thoroughly reformed, and lived and died 
an honour to tlie Christian religion. His conversion from the 
crying sin, not only of savage, but, if we are to credit Mr. Cob- 
bet, of civilized America also, curries about it something of a 
noble and peculiar character. As the chieftain of his tribe, 
he was, in the year 1776, present at a treaty made in Albany, 
and fell at night into one of his usual debauches; next morning, 
on awaking, he found himself in the street, stripped of all his 
ornaments, and even the insignia of his chieftainship. From 
that hour he w^as never seen intoxicated. Perhaps all the moral 
eloquence which was ever uttered could not have had such au 


* Tilt' coincidence between this passiige and the celebrated one from SUnkspearc, 
is very vemarkahlc:— 

** Tlie evil that men do lives after them, 
llie frood is oft interred with their bones/* 
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effect as this consciousness of self-degradation. Skenaudoh 
was one of the ablest Indians that ever appeared in North 
-America ; and if the colonies feared him with justice before the 
Revolution, they had a right to forgive him in consequence of 
his conduct during,it. His principle was, that on every occa¬ 
sion ihe lights of the natives of a country should he defended. 
This, which in the first instance led him to oppose the Anglo- 
Americans, induced him afterwards to unite with them, when 
what lie considered a still more foreign stock landed as its inva¬ 
ders. The colonists he would have exterminated, if he could; 
but still a succession of generations had infused some of the 

red men's” blood into their veins, and he preferred them on 
this account to the llritish, who had reason to regret the pre¬ 
ference during the revolutionary w^arfare. The United States 
honoured him with a public funeral, and the Indians gave him 
the appellation of the white man’s friend;” for, though a tor¬ 
nado in war, he was the “ zephyr in peace,” and fully capable 
of the wiirmevst friendship. About a month before his death, in 
reference to his long life and the solitude in wdiich age unfortu¬ 
nately leaves us, he most beautifully and pathetically said:— 

*' « 

“ / am tnt agvil hcmhvk; the 'H'lmh <f an hun^rtx} icinicrs liaxe whisihif 
through my branches ; I am dead at the top. The generation io which 7 
heJortg has run away and Iv/f me. Why I live, the great good Spirit 
only knows. Pray to niy Jesus, that 1 may have patience to wait for 
my appointed time to die/’ 

That appointed time was soon to come, and his last desire 
was, to be buried by the side of the pious missionary by whom 
he had been converted. Surely Skenaudoh has at least re¬ 
deemed himself from the motto which we have selected from the 
immortal satirist w'hpse sweet lines are prefixed to this commu-* 
nication.—The following is in a different style : it is the fero¬ 
cious, hut firm, defiance of the chieftain of the Creek nation, to 
the general who had cajiturcd him 

“ I fought against you at Fort Mimms, I fought against you at 
Georgia. I did you all the injury I could. Had not treachery left me 
desolate, I would have done you more. The warriors who were faith¬ 
ful all died by my side—they died in battle. I mourn over their loss, 
hut dicy are gone to glory. 1 am their chief—a captive, but a soldier. 
Do your utmost—I shall not disgrace their memories!” 

Our readers arc aware that words like these, coming from an 
Indian captive, are not words of course. They mean what they 
say; and when the fires of death are blazing, and the torture is 
anticipating their effect upon the victim, his placid smile exhi¬ 
bits their impotence upon a spirit whose endurance is the pre¬ 
lude to his national canonization. One sigh, one stnie;gle, 
woidd exclude him fof ever from the tribe's respect and the 
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hero’s paradise; and his captirity affords him the most signal 
and most durable triumph over his enemies. A very fine in¬ 
stance of this heroism has been handed down in the person of 
the Virginian chief, Opechauchanough. Bold, artful, and insi¬ 
nuating ; master alike of arms and intrigue, he kept the early 
settlers of Virginia in a state of continual alarm; and when so 
decrepid from age as to be unable to walk, he, from the littej in 
which he was borne, directed the onset and retreat of hr a war- 
riore in the dreadful massacre of 1641, which almost extermi¬ 
nated the colony. At last, worn out, exhausted,* and almost 
blind, he was taken prisoner, and carried to James Town, where 
he was mortally wounded by the less civilized savage who was 
appointed to guard him. To the last moment his courage re¬ 
mained unbroken. Like the staff of the'prophet it was his sup¬ 
port alike in prosperity and adversity, in sickness and in death. 
His last words, indeed, proved this remarkably. Just as he 
was expiring, he beard an unusual bustle in his prison, and 
faintly opening his eyes, he discovered a number of persons 
crowding around for the purpose of gratifying a cruel and un- 
se‘ 4 ^nable curiosity. The dying chieftain's sensibility was in¬ 
dignantly excited. Without seeming to notice the intruders, he 
raised himself from his mat, and, with a voice and air of autlio- 
rity, desired that the governor should instantly be sent •for; 
when he arrived, the Indian, looking at him steadfastly and 
scornfully, exclaimed, 

“ Had it been my lot to have captured Sir William Berkeley, I should 
liavc disdained to have thus exposed him to my people.” 

The sudden burst of passion was too much for his debilitated 
frame. Nature yielded, and he fell back in death before indig- 
* nation's hectic had faded from his cheek. There is sometimes 
to be found amongst the fragments of this people a spirit of 
policy, which, perhaps, more civilized nations might imitate 
without disadvantage. The following appeal from a Cherokee 
chief to some of his countrymen who were about to join our 
troops against the colonists, contains some precepts, which by a 
little change of words, might be rendered applicable to every 
people upon earth, but more particularly to those whose internal 
dissensions have sometiii\es induced the madness of calling in a 
foreign arbitrament: 

My countrymen! God made us all, both red and white Americans, 
to live on tiie same land. Since he has said that we should live toge¬ 
ther, why do we join the people who come from the salt waters! We 
can do without them, we and our children. When the Great Spirit 
gave us a country, he gave it to be a residence for our lives, and a rest- 
ing-place for our bones; and this he says to all to whom he has given a 
country. The cold water which he gave us still runs: so are^the paths 
for the government of good men still here. ^'ooHsh as I am, my little 
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understanding,telfls me, when I see these things, tliat th^'y are God's 
works. When the white people first came amongst'us, tlw Great Spirit 
had forbid our mixture:—we did mix—^and, to avoid ^ pdn of sepa? 
rating the husband from the wife, the father from his childr^, and die 
brother from his sister, he has continued the course of the mixed blood 
in our veins. We must remain so, because he directs k to. From 
this mixture of our blood, and accession of our strength, Washington, 
the white^man’s brother, has^gained a name in warfere’^-^ name far 
above the names of white men. But you all know how slow was his 
progress when opposed by the united arm of our lathers; and you all 
know how rapid it has been since whiskey and calico have divide us* 
Remember, then, that we are one people.” 

There are countries in Europe, and not far from England, to 
whom both in ancient and modern times the Cherokee's advice 
might have spared some affliction.—Our missionaries have dis¬ 
covered, that the talents of some of the tribes in the arts of peace 
have been quite commensurate with their warlike capabilities; 
and they have skilfully and successfully enlisted their co-opera¬ 
tion, Even in the propagation of the Gospel, and the difihsion 
of Christian knowledge, they have often found them eminently 
useful. Enthusiasm is the natural characteristic of a savage 
life; the chase, the scenery, the power of wandering wherever 
fancy leads, and the pre-eminence which superiority either in 
jmna or person never fails to ensure, awaken the savage into 
constant exertion, and he becomes, in some degi'ee, more or 
less excited and elevated, as it were, by the romance of nature. 
This disposition has particularly evinced itself wherever con¬ 
version has been successful; and the dreams and trances which 
monks invented in the corruptions of the church, for the dfe- 
ception of credulity, the Indian zealots have either really ex¬ 
perienced in their moments of excitement, or, what in its effect 
IS much the same, they have conscientiously worked themselves 
into a belief of their existence- The most remarkable of those 
personages was a chief of the Alleganies, whose miraculous con¬ 
version and restless piety procured for him the appellation of 
“ the Indian Prophet.” During the first fifty years of his life 
he was remarkable for nothing except his stupidity and intoxica¬ 
tion. In his fiftieth year however, while in the act of lighring, 
his pipe, he suddenly fell back upon his bunk, upon which he 
was then sitting, and continued in a state of insensibility for 
several hours; ms family supposing him dead, had made pre¬ 
parations for laying him out, according to their barbarous prac¬ 
tice, the tribe was invited to the funeral festivity, and they were 
in the very act of removing him when he revived. . His first 
words were, " Don't be alarmed. I have seen heaven. Call the 
nation together, that I may tell them what has appeared to me.” 
The nation were accordingly summoned round the chieftain, 

VOr.. IT. NO. Vlf. 1' 
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when with much solemnity he infonned them that he had seen 
four beautiful young men, who had been sent from heaven by 
the Great Spirit, and who thus addressed him: *' The Great 
Sjurit is angry with you, and with all the red men; and unless 
you refrain from drunkenness, lying, and stealing, and turn your¬ 
selves to him, you shall never, enter the beautiful place which 
we will now shew you.” He stated that he was then conducted 
by these young men to the gate of heaven, which waa opened, 
but he was not allowed to enter; that it was more beautiml than 
any thing which he could describe or they conceive; that the 
inhabitants appeared to be in a state of the most perfect happi¬ 
ness ; that he was suffered to remain there three or four hours, 
and was then reconducted by the same young men, who, on 
taking their leave, promised they would visit him early, and 
commanded him to inform all other Indians of what he had seen 
and heard. He imme^ately visited the different tribes in the 
western states, with the exception of the Oneidas. They all 

E ut the most implicit faith in what he told them, and revered 
im as a prophet. The consequences were most providential; 
his tribe, from being filthy, lazy, and drunken, became a cleanly, 
industrious, sober* and happy people. The prophet asserted 
that he annually received those heavenly visitations, immediately 
after each of wWh he visited the tribes in person; and it was 
during one of those annual pilgrimages that he died. He was 
called " the Prophet of Peace,” in contradistinction to a bro¬ 
ther of their ferocious chief Tecumseh, who was designated as 
" the Prophet of War.” Many of the Indians, however, con¬ 
sider the zeal of the missionaries as misplaced, and complain 
loudly on the subject.—On the approach of the late war between 
Great Britain and the United States, a formal *' talk” was held 
before American commissioners, when Hauanossa, their orator, 
thus announced the determination of the tribes, and took this 
no impolitic opportunity to state their grievances on that subject. 

” Brothers, we return thanks to the Great Spirit for the many favours 
he has bestowed on us, and we hope he will continue to cherish his 
children with his blessings. We rejoice that he has permitted us to 
meet you here to-day in friendship and in peace. We wish you to con¬ 
sider well what we ate going to say to you; for we speak from the very 
bottom of our hearts, and not from the etids of our tongues, and we 
wish you to do the same. Brothers, we have been told that the King 
over the great waters has greatly injured our white brethren of the 
great council fires, and that war will soon take ^ace. We have heard 
also that the supporters of this King are persuamng our red brethren to 
join him, and to raise the tomahawk against the white brethren amongst 
whom we reside. We are told that he is endeavouring to win them by 
presents and by jHromises. Brothers, we do solemnly assure you that 
the agents of this King shall never succeed in destrbying bur affections 
for you. W» wish to live retired. Our highest ambition is to cultivate 
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our corn-fields in peace, ^ar is our detestation. Our fathers have 
told us its dreadful evils. We well know that hothi% js’to be Ifaiiked 
by spilling the blood of our fellow cr^tures, and our children are as 
dear to us as your chil^en are to you. We value i9hld our property, 
and by war we Know we should lose it. Already, we are told, have* the 
forces of the Prophet* made an attack on our white brethren towards 
the setting^un. From our hearts we dedare to you we shall not es¬ 
pouse his cause. We will never join his forces, or wield the tomahawk 
at the bidding of the King who^lives beyond the waters. Brodiers, we 
are not the terrible beings you have conceived us to be. We do not 
tliirst for blood. We are men, and are clotlied in the feelings of hu¬ 
manity. Let your women and your children sleep in quiet, ai^ tell the 
white man that our wish is peace. Brothers, we have a complaint to 
make to you. Certain white men often come amoi^st us for the pur¬ 
pose of inducing us to kned before their altars. They come to shake 
that faith which the Great Spirit has breathed into our souls, which is 
our greatest comfort and worldly consolation. Now, out religion is as 
dear to us as the religion of the white man is to him. Why then should 
they obstinately come amongst us. They tend not only to destroy our 
hopes of a future life, but to throw us into religious parties and con¬ 
fusion. We formerly stated this to the great father of the white peo¬ 
ple. We were admitted into his presence. We were pleased to find 
that he condemned the practice. He knew as well as we did that our 
red brethren had never prospered in their conversion to die religious 
faith of the white people. Brothers, we are happy to inform you that 
the resolution we adopted some years ago, to abolish the use of strong 
liquors,has notyet been violated. We wish we could say the same thing 
of our red brethren of the Buffaloe village. We are sorry to say that a 
barrel of whiskey is tlie god they worship. Brothers, we have another 
complaint to make to you: our white brethren often come and carry 
away our timber; and last year they cut down more than they did in 
all the years preceding! Once we owned the whole country—the great 
forest was our own;—the whites have taken part of it—the remainder is 
still ours; and is not property as dear to the red man and the red 
man’s child as it is to white men T Brothers, make your laws kno^ 
to them, and punish them. Make this talk known to all the vdute men, 
wherever they may be; and tell them, to live in harmony and peace is 
the wish of the heart and the tribe of Hauanossa.” 

Infinitely, however, the most simple, soul-stirring, energetic 
speech, in the annals of Indian eloquence, is the well-knovm 
speech of Logan, the celebrated Shawanee chieftain.t 

Nothing more reconciles the spirits of sava^ life to its close 
than Uie probability of a splendid funeral. For thip they Will 
endure almost any privation; and even at this day, in the re¬ 
mote parts of Ireland, the scanty savings of laborious pofferty 
are not unfrequently left by will to provide the wretched peasant 
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the posthumous reputatibn of a merry wake and well-attended 
burial. The opinion of the North American Indians upon this 
subject is strikingly exei^lified by the following oration, de¬ 
livered by a chief of the Teton tribe, over the body of “ Black 
Buffaloe,” the flower of the warriors, who had died, at a con¬ 
ference held with the Americans at Portage de Sioux. It is pa¬ 
thetic in the extreme, and glows vdth a manly though mourn¬ 
ful energy. 

t* 

“ Warriors, do not grieve; misfortunes will happen to tlie best of 
men. Death will come, and always comes out of season. It is the 
command of the Ghreat Spirit, and all nations and people must obey. 
What is past and cannot be prevented should not be grieved for. Be 
not discouraged then, that in visiting your father here, you have lost 
your chief. Misfortunes are not peculiar to our path—they grow every 
where. What a misfortune for me that I did not die to-day instead of 
him who lies before us. My trifling loss would have been doubly re¬ 
paid by the glories of my burial. They would have wiped away all 
tears. Instead of being covered with tlie cloud of sorrow, ray warriors 
would have felt the sunshine of joy in their hearts. Hereafter when I 
die, instead of a noble grave and a grand procession, the rolling music 
and the thundering cannon, with a white flag waving at my head, 1 
shall be wrapt in a robe and hoisted on a scaffold to tlie wliistling 
winds, soon to be blown to die earth—my flesh to be devoured by 
wolves, and my bones rattled on the plains by the wild beasts of prey ! 
(Addressing liimsclf to Colonel Miller) Chief of the warriors, your la¬ 
bours have not been in vain—they shall not be forgotten—my nation 
shall hear of your honour to the dead. When 1 return, I will echo the 
sound of your guns.” 

• 

There appears to us to be a very beautiful simplicity in the 
foregoing words; but by far the most pathetic of the Indian 
complaints are those addressed to the tribes, upon the daily en¬ 
croachment of the white men on their villages. We seldom re¬ 
collect reading any thing more affecting than the reproaches of 
Scauaudo, the old Oneida chieftain and convert, upon the dis¬ 
covery that their lands and improvements had been sold to the 
States, by the intrigue, as he imagined, of the white men. 
Scauaudo was then one hundred years of age, and had been 
blind for a long period before. While he spoke, the tears ran co¬ 
piously down nis cheeks and those of all his people. Even the 
missionary, who had settled among the Oneidas, could not re¬ 
frain from the general sympathy excited by the murmurs of the 
forlorn patriarch. With his words we shall close this commu¬ 
nication. 

“ My wamors and my children! hear! it is cruel—it is very cruel— 
a heavy burden lies upon my heart! This is a dark day. The clouds 
are black and heavy over the Oneida nation, and a strong arm is 
pressing on us, and our hearts arc groaning under it. The graves of 
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out fathers are destroyed, and onr chil^en are driven away. Our 
fires are put out, and our beds removed from under us. The Almighty 
is angry with us, for we have been very wicked, and therefore it is that 
his arm does not keep us. Where ere the chiefs of die risii^-sun ? 
White chiefs now kindle their ancient fires! There no Indian sleeps 
but those who are sleeping in .their graves. My house will soon be 
like theirs—soon will a white chief kindle his fire upon the hearth of 
Oneidart ,.Your Scauaudo will^soon be no more, and his village no 
more a village of Indians. The news that came last night by our men 
from Albany made this day a sick day in Oneida. All our children’s 
hearts are sick, and our eyes rain like the black clouds that roar on the 
tops of the trees in the wilderness. Long did the loud voice of Scam- 
audo cry—children, take care, be wise, be straight. His feet were 
then like the deer’s, and his arm like the bear’s. He can now only 
mourn out a few words and be silent, and his voice will soon be heard 
no more in Oneida. But certainly he will be long in tlie minds of his 
children. In white men’s land his name has gone far, and will not die. 
Long has he said to "his children—drink no strong waters—it makes 
you mice for white men, who are cats. Many a meal have they eaten 
of you. Their mouth is a snare, and their way like the fox. Their 
lips are sweet, but their heart is bitter. Yet there are good whites and 
good Indians. Jesus, whom 1 love, secs all—^liis great day is coming; he 
will make straight; he will say to cheating whites and drinking Indians, 
Begone ye, begone ye, go, go, go. In that day I will rejoice, but, oh, 
great sorrow is now in my heart that so many of my children mourn. 
The Great Spirit has looked on, all the while the whites were clteating 
us, and it will remain in his mind—^lie is good; my blind eyes he will 
open. Children, his way is a good way. Hearken, my children, 
when this news sounds in the council-house towards the setting-sun, 
and the chiefs of the six nations hearken, and they send to the council 
by the great lake near the setting-sun, and they cry, make bows and 
arrows, sharpen the tomahaivk, put the chain of friendship with the 
whites into the ground—warriors, kill, kill. The great chief* at the 
setting-sun won’t kill any of the six nations that go into his land, be¬ 
cause tliey have a cliain of friendship with tlie whites; and he says, die 
whites have made us wicked like themselves, and that we have sold 
them our land. We have not sold it; we have been cheated : and my 
messengers shall speak true words in the great council towards tlie 
setting-sun, and say,—yet, bury the tomahawk; Oneidas must be 
children of peace. Children, some have said that your chiefs signed 
papers of white men that sold our fires. Your chiefs signed no papers; 
sooner would they let the tomahawk lay them low. We know 6neof 
our men was hired by white men to tell you this, and he will now say 
so. Papers are wicked things. Take care; sign none of them, but 
such as our minister reads to us; he is straight. The tears are run¬ 
ning from his eyes. Father, dry up your tears. We know, if your 
arm could, it would help us. You suffer with us; but you arc the 
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of the Great Spirit, and will not love you leae ftir loving 
Indians. "Children, our two messengers will run and carry tout sor*>w 
toWs to’ the great council fires* beside the Betting«8un. Run, my 
children, and tell our words. GHive health to all the chiefi assembled 
ibimd the j^at fire. And may the Great Spirit bring you back in 
safety!” ^ . 

Two men immediately set off for Buffaloe; butScauaudo was 
too true a prophet., In six years afterwards, the fices'of his 
father? ceased to b^r^ in their village. He had removed him¬ 
self three miles further into the woods, and the commissioners 
of the United States were busy laying out their improvements in 
his deserted or rather usurped inheritance. Scauaudo was blind 
and bed-ridden; he could not see the sorrows of his children. 
Alas,, in a few years more perhaps this perishable record may be 
all that remains of the warrior of Oneida. May the arrow which 
ends his sorrows have its barbs smoothed by the reflection, that 
his name is not dead among '*the white men.*’ 

. . " OUTALISSA.” 


ON TUB COMEDIES OF THOMAS MAY. 

The beauty of old dramatic poetry is now so deeply felt and 
BO widely understood; so many great critics have illustrated and 
adorned the subject, that it is rare to find a fine play that has 
not been as finely praised. One writer, nearly the last, of the 
great dramatic age, has been singularly unfortunate—I allude to 
Thomas May, the author of two charming tender comedies, “The 
Heir” and “ The Old Couple,” whose name I do not remember to 
have seen mentioned in any notice of the early English drama. 
Perhaps the nature of his merit may account for this neglect. 
The remarkable equability of his style is, in this point of view, a 
real disadvantage. His plays are essentially unquotable; and 
in spite of the excellence of the plots, the felicity of the situa¬ 
tions, the constant grace and harmony of the language, and a 
certain indescribable charm of tenderness and loving kindness, 
which breathes through the whole and penetrates like incense, 
it would be difficult to select any single scene that might seem 
to justify the impression produced by the entire work. There is 
high poetry, but it is the poetiy of feeling rather than of words ; 
a deep humanity ; a strong faith in virtue ; an earnest repent- 
ence ; a zealous atonement; every thing that is sweet, and ge¬ 
nial, and soothing i nothing that is striking; little that is fanci¬ 
ful. Thomas May’s writings resemble Mr. Macready’s acting. 


* The Ccngrebs. 
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luther thaa^ Mr. Kean’s. No sudden bursts! no electriccd 
shocks! all is graceful, flowing, and continaous. His softness 
IS almost womanly: hJs female characters are as pure and deli* 
cate as the finest carving in ivory. 

The plot of'* The Heir” still appears original and unhackneyed. 
Polymetes, a Sicilian noblemw, who has two children, a son 
abroad (Eugenio), and a beautiful daughter (Leucothoe), spreads 
a reMft that his son is dead, in order to attract suitors to the 
rich neiress. His plan success. Count Virro, a powerful and 
avaricious lord, demands the hand of Leucothoe, and gains the 
delighted consent of Polymetes, though not of his daughter. 
Eugenio, astonished at the report of his own death, returns pri¬ 
vately to Synwuse, visits his father in the disguise of a servant, 
and informs him that his son is alive. He amrwards conveys 
the same intelligence to Count Virro, who engages him to poi¬ 
son Eugenio—that is, himself—which he undertakes without 
scruple. In the mean time Philocles, the son of Euphues, her 
father’s enemy, falls in love with Leucothoe, who confesses that 
she has long loved him; and they elope. They are betrayed 
by Psectas,her faithless confidante, and Philocles is seized and 
tried for stealing an heiress. 

A Hall of Justice — Judges — Virro, Polymetes, Euphues, Leueothor, 

Enter Philocles, uiih a Guard. 

1 Judge. Philocles, stand to the bar, and answer to sudi 
crimes 

As shall be here objected against thy li&. 

Read the indictment. 

Phil. Sparc that labour; 

I do confess the fact that I am charged with, 

And speak as much as my accusers can, 

As much as all the witnesses can prove ; 

*Twas I that stole away the daughter and heir 
Of Lord Polymetes, which, were *t to do again, 

Rather than lose her, I again would venture. 

Tins was the fact; your sentence, honouretl fathers! 

Cler, *Tis brave and resolute. 

1 Judg*^. A heavy sentence, noble Philocles, 

And such a one as I could wish myself 
Off from this place some other might deliver; 

You must die for it, death is your sentence. 

Phil. Which 1 embrace with willingness. Now, my Lord, 
Is your hate glutted yet, or is my life (To Polymetts.) 

Too poor a sacrifice to appease rancour 
Of your inveterate malice ? If it be so, 

Invent some scandal, that may after blot 
My reputation. Father, dry your tears, 

Weep not for me, my death shall leave no stain 
Upon your blood, nor blot on your fair name; 

The honoured ashes of my ancestors 
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May still rest quiet in ^eir tear-wet urns 
For any fact ofinine; I might have lived, 

If Heaven had notpfevehtedit, and found 
Death for some foul, dishonourable act. 

Brother, farewell i no sooner have I found 
But I must leave diy wished-fbr company. 

Farewell, my dearest love; live thou still happy; 

And may some one of more desert than I 
Be blest in the enjoying what I lose. 

I need not wish him happiness that has thee, 

For thou wilt bring it; may he prove as good 
As thou art worthy ! 

Lfiuc. Dearest Philocles, 

There is no room for any man but thee 
Within this breast. Oh, good my lords, 

Be merciful: condemn us both together; 

Our iaults are both alike; why should die law 
Be partial thus, and lay it all on him ? 

1 Judge, Lady, I would we could as lawfully 
Save him as you, he should not die for this. 

The reader foresees the conclusion- Eugenio first accuses 
Count ViiTO of murder, then relieves all parties by discovering 
'himself. A reconciliation ensues of the most perfect earnest¬ 
ness and sincerity; very different from the words of course 
spoken by two “ good haters'' at the end of a modem comedy. 
There is an underplot dovetailed in with great skill, which I 
have left untouched, to avoid confusion. 

** The Old Couple” is a still sweeter play than The Heirthough 
the story is more intricate and the persons are more numerous. 
I can only quote part of the opening scene. Eugeny thinks 
that he has killed Scudmore in a duel, and remains concealed 
in the woods near the house of his mistress*, who meets him in 
*her garden. 

Etigffty, solus, 

Eitg, This is the hour which fair Artcmia 
Promised to borrow from all company, 

And bless me only with it; to deny 

Her beauteous presence to all else, and shine 

On me, poor me! Within this garden here, 

This happy garden once, while I was happy, 

And wanted not a free access unto it; 

Before my fatal and accursed crime 

Had shut these gates of paradise against me; 

When I, without controul, alone might spend 
With sweet Artemia in these fragrant wmks 
The day’s short* seeming hours ; and ravished hear 
Her sweet discourses of the lily’s whiteness, 

The blushing rose, blue*mantled violet, 

Pale daffodil and purple hyacinth; 
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With all the various sweets and painted glori» 

Of Nature’s wardrobe; which were all eclipsed 
By her diviner beauty. But, alas! 

\Vhat boots die former happiness I had 
But to increase my sorrow ? My sad crime 
Has left me now no entrance but by stealth, 

When death and danger dog my venturous steps. 

And welcome danger, since thou ftnd’st so fair 
^ ^ recompense, as ray Artemia’s sight. 

(Artmia then enters; and ajicr some sweet chiding for kis rashness' in 
visiting her^ int^uiresj — 

How dost thou spend thy melancholy time ? 

Eug. Within the covert of yon shady wood, 

Which clothes the mountain’s rough and craggy top, 

A little hovel, built of boughs and reeds, 

Is my abode; from whence the spreading trees 
Keep out the sun, and do bestow in lieu 
A greater benefit, a safe concealment. 

In that secure and solitary place, 

I give my pleased imagination leave 
To feast itself w'ith thy supposed presence; 

Whose only shadow brings more joy to me 
Than all the substance of the w orld beside. 

Art. Just so alone am I: nay, want the presence 
Of my own heart, which strays to find out thee. 

But who comes to thee to supply thy wants? 

Ei/g. There my Artemia names my happiness : 

A happiness, which, next her love, I hold 
To be the greatest that the world can give; 

And I am proud to name it. I do there 
Enjoy a friend, whose sweet society 
Makes that dark wood a palace of delight; 

One stored with all that can commend a man; 

In whom refined knowledge and pure art, 

Mixing with true and sound mor^ty, 

Is crowned with piety. 

Art. What wonder’s this 

Whom thou describ’st? 

Eug. But I in vain, alas! 

Do strive to make with my imperfect skill 
A true dissection of his noble parts : 

He loses, love, by all that 1 can say; 

For praise can come no nearer to his worth 
Than can a painter with his mimic sun 
Express the beauty of Hyperion; 

Art. What is his name ? 

Eug. His name is Theodore, 

Rich Earthworm’s son, lately cope home from travel. 

Art. Oh, heavens ! his son! pan such a caitiff wretch. 
Hated and cursed by all, have such a son! 
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The miser lives alone, abhc»rred by all 
Like a disease; yet cannot so be 'scaped: 

But, canker-like, eats dirough the poor men's hearts 
That live about him : never has commerce 
With any, but to ruin them. His house, 

Inhospitable as the wilderness, 

And never looked upon, but with a curse. 

He hoards, in secret places of the earth, 

Not only bags of treasure, but his corn; 

Whose every grain he prizes 'bove a life; 

And never prays at all, but for dear years. 

Eug. For his son’s sake, tread gently on his fame. 

Scudmore is, however, alive, and all ends happily. The chief 
purpose of this play seems to be to expose the vice of avarice in 
all. its forms ; and nothing can be more finely marked and dis¬ 
tinguished than the bold and wicked grasping of Sir Argent 
Scrape, the cunning, yet abortive over-reaching of Lady Lovet, 
and the sordid accumulation and tenacious retention of Earth¬ 
worm. Its principal charm is undoubtedly the character of 
Theodore, Earthw'orm’s son; who bends the whole force of a 
noble and powerful mind to effect his father’s reformation, and 
his friend's happiness ; and conquers all others, as he conquers 
himself, by the strength of his will, and the softness and pliabi¬ 
lity of his temper. He throws off a beginning passion for Ma¬ 
tilda, Scudmore’s love,” as she is prettily called in the Dra¬ 
matis Personee, with a self-controul as absolute as his influence 
over all about him is irresistible. His gentle and peaceful cha¬ 
racter has something quite chivalrous in its repose and cour¬ 
tesy, We could no more doubt his courage than we could 
doubt that of Sir Philip Sidney. Another attraction of this 
charming play is the circumstance of the scene’s being laid in 
the country, in the midst of woods and gardens, and farms and 
old mansions; with perpetual allusions to rural sights and 
sounds, to the moon and the nightingale, and the sweet world 
of leaves and flowers. A less pleasing peculiarity is die mise¬ 
rable picture it exhibits of the utter perversion of justice dur¬ 
ing the reign of Charles the First, when lives were bought or 
sold, not only by men's enemies, but by their heirs. Sir Argent 
Scrape plots to prevent Eugeny’s obtaining a pardon, that he 
may inherit his estate. Theodore .says: 

And then what bribes may do 
In hastening execution, do but consider.— 

This very age hath given 

Horrid examples lately. Brothers have been 

Betrayed by brothers, in that very kind.— 

No tie so near, 

No band so sacred, but the cursed hunger 
Of gold has broke it; and made wretched men 



To fly from nature, mock religion, 

And trample under feet the holiest laiKrs* 

The conclusion of Tie Old Couple” is still sweeter than that 
of ** The Heir.” Penitence and joy, the rain and the supeline, bring 
out a flush of blossoms like April weather. Earthworm is the 
most ardent and enthusiastic of misers, and with a natural re¬ 
action of the passions becomes generous almost to prodigality. 

Of^e personal character^of Thomas May very little is known, 
and that little comes from a political enemy. Lord Clarendon, 
with whom he was intimately acquainted, says, That his fa¬ 
ther spent the fortune to which he was bom, so that he had only 
an annuity left him, not proportionable to a liberal education; 
yet, since his fortune could not raise his mind, he brought his 
mind down to his fortune, W a great modesty and humility in 
his nature, which was not affected, but very well became an im¬ 
perfection in his speech, which was a great mortification to him, 
and kept him from entering upon any discourse but in the com¬ 
pany of his veiy friends. His parts of nature and art were very 
good, as appears by his translation of Lucan (none of the easiest 
work of that kind), and more by his supplement to Lucan, which 
being entirely his own, for the learning, the wit, and the lan¬ 
guage, may be well looked imon as one of the best epic poems 
in the English language. He writ some other commendable 
pieces of the rei^ of some of our kings. He was cherished by 
many persons of honour, and very acceptable in all places.” No 
need to follow Lord Clarendon into his politic^ vituperation. 
What I have quoted does equal honour to the historian and the 
poet; and is exactly what one imagines in reading the plays. 


ITALY.* 

There is no country on the face of the habitable globe that is con¬ 
nected with so many associations of taste and feeling, of fancy and re¬ 
flection, as Italy. Lovely in the fables of antiquity; wildly grand and 
wonderful in her early history; universal in the sway of her middle 
ages; dazzling in the splendour of her mid-day power; affecting in the 
long twilight of her decay; again imposing, and perhaps more than 
ever Bu, to tlic inquiring mind, in the Gothic darkness of the night 
which succeeded to all her glories; and trebly interesting in the sweet 
refulgence which reviving intellect threw over even the ruined images 
of her former greatness—ideas of the energy, the brilliancy of her mental 
character, are inseparably united in our minds with corresponding 
images of her cloudless skies, her luxuriant valleys; her mountains, 
presenting all that is magnificent in nature; her cities, containing 
every thing that is valuable in art Hence is this charming country 
described and re-described, and eveiy description of it perused 
and re-perused with an eagerness wWch requires not novelty of 
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theme to increase the pleasure we derive from comparing one ac¬ 
count with another, and all of them with cither our own actual ex¬ 
perience, or previous ccmceptions on the subject. There is, how¬ 
ever, one province of delineation throughout the world which must 
ever present novelty, for by every eye it will be dilFerently viewed, 
according to the light in which it may have been contemplated; 
by every hand be differently traced, according to the feeling, as well as 
the execution of the artist who may use the pencil—we mean de¬ 
lineation of human nature. Hence, if Italy, as a country, could ever 
cease to interest, Italy, as a people, must still claim our attention as long 
as we arc concerned in what befals our fellow-creatures, and in the 
effect of such human institutions, and variations of outward circum¬ 
stances, as all nations are exposed to, and which therefore all nations 
ought to know. In tliis point of view tliere are few modern tourists 
who will he found to draw more amusing pictures than Lady Morgan. 

Susa is styled by Lady Morgan “ the first stage in the theory of 
agreeable sensations and to those who arc, most likely, still congratu¬ 
lating themselves as they enter it, on their safe descent from the cloud- 
capped mountains under whose shadow it lies, we wonder not at its ap¬ 
pearing so. 

Turin, the smallest royal capital in Europe, being only three miles 
, in circumference, she terms a little city of palaces ; at the time of the 
French invasion it contained an hundred and ten churches, all splen¬ 
didly endowed, and rich in marbles, pictures, and other precious ob¬ 
jects. Still, amidst all its beauties, it has “the fault of incompleteness;’* 
its noblest palaces are to be seen partly unfinished, and partly in ruins; 
an epitome of the general state of Italian villas, as well royal as 
noble; being, % the most part, vast, desolate, dreary, and neglected. 
Sight-seeing scarcely begins at Turin, but the Library is very exten¬ 
sive, and the biblical treasures it contains are immense. Lady Morgan 
saw there the famous Goldtn SuH of Trebizond, respecting w^hich she re¬ 
marks that the diplomacy of it “ is as unintelligible as if it proceeded 
‘ from that British minister whose hills are not ahoays golden'' 

It would be an injustice did we omit to notice in this place the 
lionourablc conduct of the French with respect to the Library at Milan, 
only two works from which they took away; one a Polyglott Bible, the 
other a Hebrew Tract; for both of which they left written acknow¬ 
ledgments, and both of which were returned. From the cabinet of me¬ 
dals, one of the richest in Italy, they took not, nor even displaced, a 
single coin. Mr. Eustace’s lamentations over their spoliations are 
therefore somewhat misplaced, as well as his censures of them for 
turning the “ Lord’s Supper of Leonardo da Vinci, in the convent of 
the Dominicans, into a target for the soldiers to fire at;" the whole story 
of which is declared by the author of “ Italy ” to be without founda¬ 
tion, as the picture is without injury, save and except that which the 
Monks themselves have indicted on it, by cutting a door through the 
legs of the principal figure, which is that of Our Saviour, in order that, 
by making a nearer communication with the kitchen, the abbot’s dinner 
might be served up liotter in the refectory, tlian it could be if suffered 
to pass through die cloisters! 
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Notwithstanding the close copying of*French manners which has 
long characterized Turin, an affectation, or We would say admiration of 
English habits, is much diffused among its politer circles at this period: 
our literature is sedulously cultivated by many of the young persons, 
and Lady Morgan was presented with Italian translations of Lalla 
Rookh and Childe Harold the day before she left Turin; the general 
society of which appears, from her account, intelligent, liberal, and 
courteous. 

Thc^I^uoMO of Milan, wbic)i, begun by the usurper Visconti in die 
14‘th century, was finished in the 19th by Bonaparte, who used to 
gaze on it, when he first arrived in that city, with uasatiated delight, is 
described by Lady Morgan with all that felicity of expression which, 
in matters that touch her heart or fancy, is peculiarly her own. The 
architecture, which is mixed Gothic, she leaves to the cavils of the vir¬ 
tuosi, and describes it only as she saw it, in the radiance of the mid-day 
sun: its masses of white and polished marble, wrought into such ele¬ 
gant fillagree as is traced on Indian ivory by Hindoo fingers; its slim 
and delicate pinnacles tipped with sculptured saints, and looking (all 
gigantic as it is) like some fairy fabric of virgin silver, dazzling the 
eye, and fascinating the imagination. Its interior solemnity is repre¬ 
sented as finely opposing its outward lustre; and the effect of the con¬ 
trast was heightened by the splendid procession of the chapter, with 
their archbishop at their head, issuing from the choir; and the more 
affecting, though less imposing one, of the viaticum borne to some 
dying sinner, wliilst tlie Imperial guards turned out and carried their arms 
as it went forth, and those who were passing by stopped and knelt 
with uncovered heads. Lady Morgan justly observes, diat “ the bold 
daring of the first reformers is only to he estimated i^Catholic coun¬ 
tries, in the midst of tliose imposing forms to whichiRie feelings so 
readily lend themselves, and from which the imagination finds it so 
difficult to escape.” 

After the Duomo comes the Tiieatue of the Sc At a, as next in the 
admiration and affection of the Milanese. The Count dc Stendiial, 
who seems to have travelled with breathless haste and anxiety from one 
theatre to another throughout Italy, has left nothing for other tourists 
to say on this, which can boast of never using in a second piece, scenes 
that have been already exhibited in another, and of having lOSo 
dresses made for one ballet; but Stendhal has described nothing be¬ 
longing to it, as Lady Morgan describes the ballet of the Vestale; and 
we doubt not, but that the effect of it is as powerful on a people so 
alive to, and so skilled in the language of gesticulation, as any of their 
best written tragedies. Signor Vigano, tJic principal ballet-master, 
is the Shakspeare of his art; and with such powerful conceptions, and 
such intimate knowledge of nature and effect as he exhibits, it is won- 
dci^l that, instead of composing ballets, he does not write epics. The 
Italian ballet always differed from every other, and seems to have been 
the origin of the modern mclodrame. It borrow’s its perfection from 
causes which may be said to be not only physical, but political. The 
mobility of the Italian muscle is well adapted to the language of ges¬ 
ture, w'hich breaks through even their ordinary discourse; while a habit 
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ef distrust, impressed upon tlie people by the fearful system of 
tspionage^ impels them to trust their thoughts rather to a look or an 
action, than to a word or a phrase.” There is a private theatre at 
Milan, supported with much ^irit and considerable expense, chiefly 
by the second class of society ; which in Italy, as in our own and most 
odier countries, we believe, iq>pears to comprise a large proportion of 
all that is valuable in the national character. The government of the 
Cisalpine Republic made a present of this theatre to some theatrical 
amateurs, who gave it the title of Teatro Fatnotico; and oiiose tlie 
iinest productions of their native Muses, in which to display their ta¬ 
lents. It is at present termed Teatro Filodrammatico^ and the pieces 
played in it are limited to such as have passed the ordeal of the cen¬ 
sor ; but its performances still remain in sufficient perfection to gratify 
the most fastidious judges. Several noblemen in Milan have entered 
into an association for the encouragement of Italian comedy : and in 
tragedy, the number of living geniuses that have already proved their 
talents, is sufficient to give celebrity to the age, had they a free atnm- 
phere to write in ; but Pellico, one of the most highly gifted among 
tliem, is in solitary confinement, in the dungeons of the police of Milan, 
on suspicion, as is alleged, though from all accounts without founda¬ 
tion, of being connected with the Carbonari. The best pieces of 
Monti are forbidden; and Niccolini is obliged to publish his works in 
England, because their tone of sentiment is not agreeable to the “ ears 
polite ” of existing authorities in Italy. 

The grand works of art which were begun, and many of them 
finished, in Milan, by the French, we have not space enough to enter 
into any description of; but it is with some reluctance we turn from 
the triumphal-jy^h, which, though left since 1814 in a state of “ incom- 
pleteness,” to which Italian eyes ar^too well used to be shocked at, 
was yet the means, by the drawings and plans, the decorations and 
statuary commanded for it, of raising a school of sculpture in Lom¬ 
bardy, and bringing forward aspiring genius, with a rapidity equal to 
that with which the most astonishing projects were conceived and exe¬ 
cuted by him, whose mighty march, too often to be tracked by blood, 
was likewise at times marked by public benefits, and the application of 
gigantic efforts to the convenience and gratification of social life. 
Such efforts arc, the Simplon, where all is now rendered easy and safe, 
which was once difficult, dangerous, and terrible to contemplate; 
such would have been the splendid arch which was meant to terminate 
with becoming dignity that nu^gnificent road; and such is the arena, or 
circus, raised for the purpose of celebrating national festivities, and 
capable of containing thir^ thousand spectators. Much of the taxes 
complained of under the French regime, were expended on works of 
this description, by which the wealth taken from the few was di^ri- 
huted among the industrious many; and it is further to be remarked 
that, notwithstanding Uie largeness of the suras so taken, tliey have left 
the Milanese nobility by far the richest body in Italy. The system 
which accompanied these impositions, opened to the nobles new, more 
efficient, and more legitimate sources of wealth, than those which the 
old regime offered. They are now agriculturists, manufacturers, spe- 


culatorsy and ipread their vast capital, formerly hoarded in chests, over 
the whole country; resembling in this particular the free citizens of 
ancient Milak, from whom they are descended. We have it on the 
testimony of the noblest amongst them, that they havo considerably in¬ 
creased their revenues by tl^ abjuration of aristocratio. prgudices; 
wliich has given, at the same time, a full play to their extmiive petm- 
niary means, and to their native and natural intelligence/^ 

Altogether Milan appears to be in a high state of mental improve¬ 
ment. several of her nobOity eagerly visited England, as soon as the 
peace of 1815 removed the obstacles to their doing so before; and 
whilst they mingled in the evenings in our most refined and fashionable 
circles, they devoted dieir mornings to the most active inquiries into all 
our arts and establishments, by which they might hope to benefit their 
native country at their return. From England, Count Confalontere 
took the plan of the Lancastrian system of education, which was 
scarcely mentioned at Milan when “ an association was fonfied for car¬ 
rying it into execution; and the descendants of the Visconti, Trivulzi, 
Ubaldi, Lambertenghi, Litta, Borromeo, and Carafa,—names that 
sounded so fierce and feudal in old Italian story, so often opposed in 
contest, or ranged in deadly feud,—^were here united, to spread that 
light among the people once so jealously withheld, and which even the 
fathers of these men would have denied, as dangerous to social order.” 
The increasing influence of education is felt proportionably among the 
higher classes of Milan, and more especially among the females, 
hitherto so uncultivated, so immured in their early youth, and, of con¬ 
sequence, so idle, and so intriguing, under the sanction of matrimony, 
in their riper years. Equal to Count Confaloniere in patriotism and 
science, Count Porro must be mentioned as one of th^^ief ornaments 
of Milan, the best society of whivh he gathers together at his tveekly 
dinners ;—and be it known to all whom it may concern, that, from Lady 
Morgan’s account, an Italian dinner is a very exquisite thing; whereas 
most of our travellers represent the Italians as scarcely dining at all. 
This nobleman, in conjunction with Count Confaloniere, has literally 
introduced new light from England into his native country ; exhibiting 
his house splendidly illuminated with gas, to the great admiration of 
the Milanese in generah 

“ The class which immediately succeeds the high aristocracy, under 
the name of Ciieadinit (once a noble distinction in Milan, for which 
feudal princes sued,) includes the whole of the liberal professions, the 
small landed proprietors, and even a sort of little nobility, which, with 
the title of Don, or Donna, prove the rank of their family to have 
originated with the Spanish power in Lombardy- Between this: * class 
and the aristocracy there was formerly a harrier, which none passed 
wit]^out the penalty of loss of cast. The late republican govermnent 
cut through it bol^y ; and the Emperor Napoleon treated the Italian 
prejudices on this subject with ineffable and avowed contempt* With 
this large, well-educa^, and most respectable class, it is extremely diflS- 
cult for foreigners to become acquainted. The nobility of Italy* now, 
almost exclusively, do the honours of the nation. The Cittadiai keep 



hack in digmSed reserre, under Ihe eunsciousiiess of the revived 
qiialificatuAis which legitimate restosadon hss inqiosed on (hem/* 

French is universally spoken at Milan, and in great purity. Italian 
ia only spoken when s^angers from other parts of Italy> are present; 
and Milanese is the laiigm^ of fmniliar life, with all Masses* To 
speak with the Tuscan accent, is supreme mauvais ton^ and savours of 
vulgar adectation. 

From Milan Lady Morgan conducts us to Como, the s^pets of 
which she describes as dark, narrow^nd filthy; its environs life haunts 
of smuggler^, and the quarters of tlm Austrian soldiers, who ace kept 
there in lar^e and oppressive bodies, ^to prevent, if possible, their illicit 
negotiations. ** But whatever are. the internal defects of Como, how^* 
ever gloomy its sheets and noxious its atmosphere, the mom^t that 
one of the Uttlc boats which crowd its tiny port is entered and pished 
from the shore, tlie city gradually becomes a feature of peculiar beauty 
in one of the loveliest scenes ever designed by Nature.” Along a part 
of the shore of the lake, a long line of spacious and beautiful road has 
been opened; sometimes wall^, sometimes vaulted; alw^ banked in 
from the incursion^ of J^he water, and secured, at vast expense and la-* 
hour, from the falljqli^in of the heights impending over it. This 
noble work has^VirovIcfed, at the end of centuries, a drive for the accom*^ 
modation and pleasure of the Comasques, along that part of their lake 
(still the only part accessible to a carriage); and though it has not yet 
reached its intended extent, it is still a great public benefit, and is now 
the Corso of the little capital.”—On one side of the noble road which 
owes its existence to her munificence, a plain marble slab informs the 
^senger that this causeway was raised by a Princess of the House of 
D’Este, Caroling of Brunswick. But generations yet unborn, destined 
to inhabit the districts of Como, will learn with gratitude, that the first 
road opened on tlie banks of their beautiful lake, was executed in the 
19th century, by a Queen of England.” 

We can scarcely follow L^y Moargan through Pavia, without 
pausing at the Ceetosa, one of the most interesting and most magnifi¬ 
cent of Italian churches and monasteriesat any rate, if we pass by die 
dazzling splendour of its temple, and all its concomitant buddings, we 
may be allowed to turn for a moment to its cloisters, where all is simple^ 
solemn, and stamped with monastic gravity and sequestration. “ Be¬ 
hind a noble fabric, once occupied by the Prior, and reserved for the 
reception of strangers and pilgrims of rank, are the cloisters, incrusted 
with tracery and relievos in terra-cotta, and serving as a portico to 
twenty-four isolated houses. These were the cells of the monks : each 
cell has two rooms, a. little garden with a feuntain and marble seat. 
A wheel on the outside turned to receive their food; for diere was no 
communication between the brethren, except in the church. In one of 
these cells we remained for nearly an hour. It was precisely as 
its last inhabitant had left it, thirty years before. There was some¬ 
thing melancholy in the pains be had bestowed in. his little gard^ 
of about thirty or forty feet in circumference: he had painted, or odier- 
wi»e ornamented, every stone in die high wall: he decorated his 



litde fountain till it resembled a child’s toy. The walk was a mosaic; 
and tlie profusion of flowers, now wild and degenerated, which sprung 
up amidst the high grass and matted weeds, evinced how much he was 
thrown upon this sad and circumscribed recess for occupation. There 
was a fine fig-ttee in fruit in one comer, which he had probably left a 

At the wretched village and unaccommodated post-house of VoUagio, 
the sluing stage between Pavia and Genoa, the stranger first feels 
that hi^ about to take leave of the improved civilization of Italy: and 
the sad sight of the galley-slaves at the gates of Genoa, once so free, so 
renowned, so proud, with the mockery of libertas, ^ the motto of the 
state, engraved on the iron fetters which manacled their ancles, afforded 
too speaking a lesson, that the spirit and meaning of the word was not 
to be looked for in further advancement towards the papal dominions. 

We cannot linger with Lady Morgan as we would wish in the now 
deserted palaces, which had “ Rubens for their historian, the Dobia, 
theDuRAZZi, thcFiESCHi, of old, for their masters, and emperors and 
kings for their guests nor can we here trace with her the causes of the 
decay which is spread through the very vitals of this once superb city, 
of which it might literally be said “ her merchants are princesbut 
most assuredly we can agree with her in opinion that the restoration of 
it to any thing like its former splendour is not to be effected, in the pre¬ 
sent day, by reviving every absurd ceremonial, and exliibiting every 
pretended relic of papal superstition, and filling the streets with the 
lowest and worst description of mendicant monks, who at once im¬ 
poverish and corrupt the people. During the Revolution, a society of 
Capuchin nuns were pensioned by the French; their order abohshed, 
and their vast monastic palace turned into a cotton manufactory, which 
promised to be productive of great prosperity to Genoa, and of de¬ 
sirable employment to tlie lower classes of her population. At the in¬ 
stigation of the Queen of Sardinia, however, three hundred indus¬ 
trious manufacturers have been turned adrift with their families to 
make way for four old nuns, who, being all that remained ot their com¬ 
munity, were reinstated in their wilderness of a convent, whence they 
daily sallied fortli in couples, in their cloistral habits, with sacks on 
their shoulders, which were generally well filled by the pious with pro¬ 
visions before they went back, for the necessities of the convent. 

The procession of the “ Sagm Macckina, or “ Comiccm, has been 
revived by the King of Sardinia in all its absurdity. It consists of 
drawin-r a Madonna or crucifix about the streets, on a w'oodcn stage, 
with as much riot and noise as can well he made, whilst on one side a 
black Christ, and on another a white one, of gigantic dimensions, were 
carried by such as were strong enough, both in body and purse, to 
procure the honour. » Vita Christo bianco “ Fna Chnsto tnoro ! arc 
the cries raised alternately by the respective parties, who not unfre- 
quently end their claims to superiority by contention and blows. c 
arrived,” says Lady Morgan, “ just in time to lose the tasaceia. 1 lie 
streets were still crowded and tumultuous, though the procession was 
over. A man not having sufficient money to purchase the honour of 
carrying the crucifix, had torn his wife’s gold ear-rings out of her cars, 
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on her refusing to sell them^ to raise the money. She was seen flying 
through the streets, with her face covered with blood, and follow'ed by 
fnends, who openly avowed their intended vengeance upon the perpe¬ 
trator of this barbarous act.” Well may a government that can sanction 
and encourage such exhibitions as these choke up every channel that 
might comment on their absurdity and baneful effects. 

Three gentlemen of the noblest names and largest fortunes in Genoa, 
applied to the Sardinian government for permission to publish a^^jpurnal, 
of which they themselves undertook to be the editors. Afl^ many 
months of deliberation leave was granted, on condition that the said 
journal should not touch, even remoteli/y upon politics, morals, or re¬ 
ligion ; and that it should be subjected to the inspection and revision of' 
three royal Piedmontese Censors extraordinary. It is needless to say that 
the design was abandoned to the royal Piedmontese Censors altogether. 

Piacenza^ or Placentia^ tlie City of Pleasantness^ looks, according to 
Lady Morgan’s accoimt, like the “ City of the Plague.” To judge by 
its silent empty streets and dismantled edifices, it seemed to have been 
swept by pestilence, or depopulated by famine.” A dinner has not 
been given in this ducal city within the memory of man, except by 
the Marchese di Mandelli, whose table is always open to such as have 
none of their own. Plinyhas asserted that in bis time men lived in Pin^ 
cenza to the age of a hundred and forty; Lady Morgan seems to think 
it w^ould be desirable to die somewhat sooner, if there was no other 
mode of escaping from its dark walls ; and she docs not seem to think 
Parma much more animating. But at Bologna we have a very different 
picture presented to our view. 

“ There was always a portion of Italy which, under the name of The 
four Leg^ations^ was rei^arkable for perpetuated prosperity; and the 
best and first of these states was the BoIognesCf which, in a moment of 
exigency, rather accepted of the Pope’s formidable name as a protec¬ 
tion, than submitted to his sway. This ancient republic struck us to 
be one - of the States of Italy which best deserved a free government, 
and to be the most determined to obtain it. As we approached Bolog¬ 
na, the vintage was in all its splendid activity; every step was a picture 
—the sky was Claude’s—the foliage was Poussin’s—the groupings were 
Teniers’. Those gloomy and ruinous buildings in which the peasantry 
lierd in Italy, even in the beautiful Milanese, were here replaced by 
cottages of English neatness, environed by more than English abun¬ 
dance ; and gardens of natural fertility, vineyards dressed like flower- 
knots, and a population the most joyous and active, gave assurances of 
that equal distribution of the gifts of Providence, which best 

' “Justifies the ways of God to man,** 

and is the consummation of all that philosophy can dream, or phi¬ 
lanthropy can desire. 

^*The sale of the considerable Church-wealth of Bologna, during 
the Revolution, has greatly multiplied those little landed-proprietor- 
ships which make the blessing of a free country, and lighten the chain 
of an enslaved one: and it has raised up an agricultural population, 
whose thriving industry every where enriches and adorns the land, and 
banishes the groupings of want and mendicity. 
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“ The city of Bologka, discernible from lifar by its curious lean¬ 
ing towers and high antique spires, reposes at the base of the Apen* 
nines, in a situation rich, beautiful, and picturesque. Villas and villages 
form its suburbs. The singular arcade, lea^ng to the celebrated 
church of the Madonna, crowning its green hiU of pilgrimage, pro¬ 
duces a singular effect; and those long lines of arches and columns 
which front every fabi*ic, and for which Bologna is so noted, present a 
strikit^perspective. As we entered tlie city, a little before the Ave- 
Maria, (that canonical hour when <he day’s occupations all hasten to 
conclusion,) rural bustle and rural noise still prevailed in tbe streets. 

The last vibration of the Ave-Maria bell was tinkling—the last 
sun-light was fading from the bending tower of the Assinello; the 
shadows of the arched porticos deepened, and the miracles and proces¬ 
sions, painted in fresco on the walls of convents and monasteries, (for a 
moment visible) sunk rapidly in the sudden gloom which terminates 
Italian twilight. The joyous sounds of the vintage hud died away, and 
W'ere succeeded by the solemn silence, the cloistral sobriety of the 
learned Bologna of the middle ages—the retreat of studious abstraction 
and of monastic severity. As the evening advanced, and the moon 
rose, the tinkling of guittars was heard ; the imagery of Shakspcare*s 
plays (one scarcely knew why) was recalled; and when w'e returned to 
our hotel, the “ Ciechi,” a delightful band of blind musicians, who play 
for hire in the streets of Bologna till midnight, were assembled to hail 
other travellers, as well as ourselves, at the Pellegiino, and to sympho- 
nize a supper which would have done credit to a Parisian restaurateur. 
Our first impressions of Bologna were all gracious prophecies of the 
future, and the.A/*«/ day was the last in wOiich we were permitted to call 
or to feel ourselves strangers there.” 

Great efforts have been made, by the secret intrigues of the hierar¬ 
chy, to restore the Dominicans in Bologna; but it seems that, although 
the Bolognese have patiently submitted to sec their streets crowded 
with Capuchins, Franciscans, and other mendicantfriars, they are deter¬ 
mined torcsist the revival ofthis order, which they detest aboveall others. 
In Bologna, as in every other tow'n in Italy, the favourite shop for all 
kinds of ornaments and luxuries, is filled with French productions, and 
is the fashionable lounge of the elegantes of the place. Its own manu¬ 
factures—its 8oa]>s, cards, paper, and sw'eetmeats, even its crapes, are 
no longer in request; and the proprietor of one of the most thriving 
manufactories compiajned that trade in It^y was at an end: every 
thing is supplied by me French—except, we suppose, credulity and 
money, which are most likely furnished by the English. 

The Institute of the Arts and Sciences is a vast edifice, and includes 
an observatory, a laboratory, cabinet of natural history, of antiquity, 
sculpture, &c. &c. Its library is celebrated for the quantity of its 
original manuscripts and scarce editions; also for the Book of Esdras, 
traced by the holy hand of the author, and long buried under the altar 
at St. Petronius, with the head of St- Dominick. ‘‘This valtiable MS. 
is said to have been presented by some Jews to the Grand Inquisitor of 
Bologna^ in 1100. It was probably offered as a bribe, to save tlie pro¬ 
perty or the lives of the persecuted donors from the rapacity or zeal of 
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ihe church. The holy book is written on a long roll of leather, anti 
may be read by the yard.” On one of the Library tables were placed, 
by odd association, a Suetonius, the first book printed in Italy, and the 
last number of the Edinburgh Review. 

Lady Morgan was fortunate enough to visit this Institute in compa¬ 
ny with its librarian, the celebrated Abate Mezzofante. “ Conversing 
with this very learned person, on the subject of his ‘forty languages,’ 
he smiled at the exaggeration, and said, though he had gone o>er the 
mtline of forty languages, lie um not master of them, as he had dropped 
such as had not books worth reading. His Greek master, being a 
Spaniard, taught him Spanish. The German, Polish, Bohemian, and 
Hungarian tongues, he originally acquired during the occupation of 
Bologna by the Austrian power; and afterwards he had learned French 
from the French, and English by reading, and by conversing with Eng¬ 
lish travellers. With all tliis superfluity of languages, he spoke nothing 
but Bolognese in his own family; with us he always spoke English, 
and with scarcely any accent, though 1 believe he has never been out 
of Bologna. His turn of phrase, and peculiar selection of words, were 
those of the “Spectator,” and it is probable he was most conversant 
with the English works of that day- The Abate Mezzofante was pro¬ 
fessor of Greek and Oriental languages under the French; when Bo¬ 
naparte abolished tlie Greek professorship, Mezzofante was pensioned 
off; he was again ixiadc Greek professor by the Austrians, again set 
aside by tlie French, and again restored by the Pope.” 

Italy has produced more learned women than any part of Europe, 
and Bologna has retained them longest, and venerated them most of 
any of the Italian republics. Many of their portraits are to be seen in 
the anti-room of the l^fi^ary: one of them the late Signora Clotilda 
Tamborini, was, at the time of her death, joint professor of Greek, 
with the Abate Mezzofante, who warmly eulogized the amiable quali¬ 
ties of her heart, as well as her profound learning; and among the 
otliers were to be found Professors of Physic, and Lecturers on Anato¬ 
my, at no distant date. 

The Gallery of the Institute, though one of the smallest, is said to be 
one of the most excellent and best arranged of any in Italy. The 
frames of many of tlic pictures are not only coeval with the pictures 
they enshrine, but are designed, caiwcd, and gilt by the artists them¬ 
selves. 

“ The Bolognese, always characterized by the Italians as ^franchi e 
^iocondij have added, since tlie Revolution, to these amiable qualifica¬ 
tions a certain d plomb^ which is the result of their improved system of 
education for both sexes. The total overthrow of monastic institutions 
obliged parents to educate tlieir children at home, or to send them to 
the liberal schools newly established, which were calculated to prepare 
the males for the universities, and then for the world, 'and the females 
for those domestic duties once so little known in Italy. The abolition 
of vain distinctions, which served only to separate and distract, was 
more willingly submitted to in Bologna than in any other city of the 
Peninsula; and the permanent effects of this change are more graciously 
visible in the actual position of society, in which birth forms no ground 
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of exclusion against those who can produce credentials of talent and 
education. 

“ The good society of Bologna is made up of whatever is most dis¬ 
tinguished, among the nobility, professors, hankers, and merchants: 
even the Casino, that usually exclusive circle in all Italian cities, is here 
open to the cittadini as to the nobles; and the Cardinal Delegate, who 
holds an assembly once a week at his palace,, has, as yei, made no 
attcirafnt to restore the ancient system of disqualihcation for courts and 
drawing-rooms to all who could not rest their claims upon pedigrees. 

In Bologna the unmarried youth of both sexes arc admitted into 
the circles of their parents (a custom nowhere else subsisting in Italy); 
and they add that charm to social life, which youth bo-ings with it 
wherever it sheds its lustre or lends its spirit. The students of the 
liberal professions, in particular, are interesting from the contrast of 
their frank, unaffected manners, and enlightened intellects, with the 
remnants of antique systems and antique forms to wliicti they arc 
opposed. 

“ With all this tendency of the rising generation in Bologna to the 
acquirement of useful knowledge and liberal principles, the press is less 
free than in any state not under papal jurisdiction. It is tliere, as in 
Rome, shackled ]>y Savcrdutal Censors ; and the interdictions of that 
black volume, the Pope's Indv.Xy arc in full force. Even foreign news- • 
]>a])crs enter with great difficulty; and persecutions have been instituted 
upon subjects apparently the least susceptible of awakening the vigi¬ 
lance and wrath of Mother-Church, while tlie pulpit is armed against 
the lil>erality of an age which the preachers are ordered to stigmatize as 
philosophieaU' 

Lady Morgan proceeds to give a most ani^iatcd account of Florence, 
Romo, Naples, and Venice. Our limits, however, oblige us, for the 
present, to close the subject. 


RECONCILEMENT. 

Although the tear-drop glidir^ 

Makes thee lovelier than before, 

Yet weep not at my eluding, 

I will never chide thee more. 

Let thy lip no longer quiver, 

Let thy bosom’s heaving cease, 
Though they lend more bliss than ever 
To the long, long kiss of peace. 

Could my lips with scorn deceive thcc, 
. I might boast our broken tie ; 

But to lose thee, and to leave thee, 
Were to part with peace and die. 
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TOWN AND COUNTRY. 

TtiK spring of the present year opened with the warm sun¬ 
shine of summer, and closed with the snows and blasts of 
winter; one bright fortnight put us all in spirits; w'e recollected 
the pleasant predictions of the Quarterly, dready enjoyed a May 
deserving its poetical praises, already drank home-made wines 
without disgust, and saw our astonished hills covered wixii the 
vineyards of Burgundy and Champagne. Good housewives 
brightened their grates, prudent gentlemen left off their flannel- 
waistcoats, parasols expanded, and young ladies, whose cloth 
pelisses were a little the worse for wear, gladly availed them¬ 
selves of an excuse to be smart in their silken spensers. But, 
alasJ how short was the delusion! Again we shivered as if an 
indefinite number of square miles of ice had not disappeared 
from the North Pole; we closed our windows, called for our 
great coats, and those w^a did not wish for catarrhs and con¬ 
sumptions once more lighted their fires, and put on their furs. 
At length, after long delay, summer seemed to arrive in earnest, 
with its bright skies and warm breezes ; vegetation resumed its 
' progress, and flowers started into life to make up for lost time. 
One fine evening, early in June, I left my lodgings and the law 
to take a walk. I had been hard at work all day in a hot room, 
where summer had brou(*:ht a curse and not a blessins:—had 
given its heat, its dust, its flies andwasps, but withheld its sweet 
breezes, its bright flowers, its pleasant sights, and sounds, and 
smells. I roamed through the streets and squares to St. James’s 
Park, walked round it once or twice, and then returned home 
little refreshed or pleased by my ramble. Carriages rattling 
,to a dinner or a theatre, men crying pickled salmon, women 
screaming radishes, quarrelling children rendered cross by fa¬ 
tigue ana heat, and a thousand unpleasant sights and discordant 
sounds, had (Jjstiirbed my walking meditations ; and when I got 
to my chambers I seated myself, in no very agreeable mood, at 
my window, to inhale all the fresh air that was to be had, and 
to watch the appearance of the stars in that scanty portion of 
the hemisphere unconcealed by walls and chimneys. About 
eleven o’clock I felt very sleepy and very cross, called for a 
candle, went to my room, aucl began to undress. You were 
going to bed ? Oh no,' 1 was going to dress for a party. As 
I am no coxcomb, and “ never look in the glass for love of any 
thing I see in it.” (perhaps some one may guess that I see no¬ 
thing very loveable) my toilet was soon concluded; I seized my 
chapeau-bras, cast one longing glance at my night-cap, sent 
for a coach, and entered the gay Mrs. B.’s gay rooms a few 
minutes after midnight. There isaw painted floors and painted 
faces, sweeping trains and towei’ing plumes, sparkling dia- 
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monds atid sparkling eyes^ flowers in pots and ui heads in equal 
profusion, and cabinets, like a woman's brain, full of fine things 
and pretty things and useless things, all jumbled together 
without order or design* I passed what is said to be a very 
pleasant evening, that is, I had a nod from four or five ac¬ 
quaintance, and a push from four or five hundred strangers ; I 
was sometimes drowsy, sometimes faint from heat; I was occa?- 
sionaliy pinned into a comer, and unable to move for twenty 
minutes; my toes were frequently trodden upon (nola^bene, 1 
have corns); my sides frequently squeezed ; I heard good music 
that made my head ache, ate good ice that made my teeth ache, 
and pushed my way through two or three quadrilles with part¬ 
ners whom I never wish to see again. 

My first was a beauty, a real, superlative, blazing beauty, of 
about three or four and twenty. Her face and figure were both 
bewitching. Tall and enOofipoinl, she had a slight and grace¬ 
ful bend from the waist, which gavek^^^l* of languor and ele 
gance to her carriage, well accordiri%.riirith^ the softness of a 
large full eye, shaded by a heavy lid most beautifully fringed, 
and with the exquisite polish and downiness of a skin whose 
smoothness my eye seemed to Jee/, I was full of admiration, 
preparing to be charme<l, and fortifying iiiy heart against love 
at first sight. If,” thought I, trembling i»t iny danger, “if 
she should light up those beautiful eyes with the blaze of intel¬ 
lect, and embellish that lovely mouth with the magic of good- 
humour, ‘ vincemlo me col fume (tun wnho* I am afraid it will 
be all over with me.” 

But niy fears were unfounded, and my heart proof against all 
the magnificence of her person and air. Educated probably in 
the belief that beauty is a sure and sufficient passport to every 
man’s homage and love, and disdaining to call in tlie aid of 
auxiliaries in her conquering career, or impressed by some vague 
notion of keeping up her own dignity, my lovely partner ap¬ 
peared to consider her showing herself* to the w^ond at all as. an 
act of infinite condescension. To look at her was honour 
enough: she did not deign to return the compliment by looking 
at me; she distanced every attempt at conversation, bridled into 
triple disdain when I ventured to address her, and barely allow¬ 
ed the tips of her fingers to touch my hand in those parts of the 
quadrille which required the profanation, Perliapsshe was dis¬ 
pleased by my snub nose, or the cut of my coat, or perhaps she 
discovered that 1 had not learned to dance in Paris—so I 
thought, till in the course of the evening I perceived that the 
gayest men and the best dancers in the room, with aquiline 
noses into the bargain, met with the same freezing reception 
from this contemptuous fair one- Thanks to her pride, her 
folly, or stupidity, I came off heart-w'hole; for although lam 
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too great au admirer of beauty to fall in love wiUi even a Miner¬ 
va, marked by the emall-pox, yet I could never be captivated by 
personal attractions, unless brightened by intellect and vivified 
by soul: I should as soon think of kneeling to one of Guido’s 
hours, or pining away for the Venus de’ Medici. 

I am ashamed to say that I found myself anticipating with 
malicious satisfaction the time when my haughty beauty will be¬ 
come a slighted old maid. There are bright eyes enougfe'ln the 
world whidi will look kindly on their admirers, and plenty of 
lovely lips that will at least chatter good-natured nonsense ; and 
unless twenty thousand golden charms contribute their powerful 
influence, a proud or dull goddess will not find adorers for more 
than an evening, will meet with only eye-worship, and see no 
hearts laid upon her altar. Then when the freshness of youth 
begins to disappear, and its bloom to fade, when newer faces 
attract, and partners for even a quadrille are valuable posses¬ 
sions, the beauty of thirty sickens for past homage, and would 
fain begin to be condescending and agreeable •, but alas! disap¬ 
pointment sours the temper, adds premature wrinkles and un¬ 
necessary gray hairs, years creep on, rouge and pink ribbons 
cannot retard their progress, forty will arrive at last, and bring 
a "single blessedness,” which good-humour does not sweeten, 
nor intellect or usefulness ennoble. 

Such were my reflections on my first partner, as I stood 
squeezed up in the refreshment-room, hot and thirsty, longing for 
ices and Roman punch, for lemonade and negus, but debarred 
by the intervention of fifty ladies from obtaining my desires. 

My second compaguon de danse was a very different person. 
She was just pretty enough not to be plain, had a smart figure, 
and a turned-up nose, of which she appeared to be proud; for 
she contrived to give it more than natural elevation by a frequent 
jerk of the head. She was fashionably dressed, that is, she 
looked as if one of our great grandmother’s pictures had stepped 
out of its frame. The scanty arrangement of hair on the fore¬ 
head, the mass of corkscrew-curls railing in gradual profusion 
from the temples, the long waist, wide sash, and pointed sto¬ 
macher, all reminded me of days of yore, and made me expect 
to see a full-blown rose in the lady’s hand, or a lap-dog with a 
gilt collar at her feet.' She seized every moment she could gain 
for conversation, or I should rather say for talking, and "talking 
is not always to converse.’’ Heavens I how many things she 
said while we were at supper 1 I remember that among other 
subjects she touched upoti the following: Belzoni> Adam, men’s 
hats, the Spanish constitution, the radicals, handsome men, 
architecture, Venetian beads. Lord Byron, romance, artificial 
flowers, Brussels lace, Roman pearl, young <Grimaldi, the Bible 
Society, old china, the North Pole, and pinApple ice, &c. Stc. 
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To be sure, she did not say any thing very new or very wise 
upon these topics; she did not comprehend the nature of half 
of them; ran one into another in a most extraordinaiy manner, 
and talked so rapidly that I could with difficulty mllow the 
variegated thread of her discourse. 

“ Have you seen Belzoni ? 1 long to go; but there is such a crowd, 
I hope ^ere a’n’t many mummies, they are so shocking, it makes one 
quite shudder. I should like to sec Belzoni himself; he must be very 
interesting. He is so tall. I like tall men” (casting a glance at ray 
figure, fortunately above six feet). “ I am sure men were meant to 
much taller than they are. I am quite certain Adam was ten feet high. 
How tall he must look in his hat,” (I suppose she meant Belzoni, not 
Adam.) “La ? how they stuff the hats now! They put a padding in to 
make them sit on one side. How I did laugh when I saw Captain 
Shaw’s! I thought I should have died. It becomes him very much 
though, for he is very handsome; but how much better he would look 
in a Spanish hat and feathers ; I wish they were worn in this country, 
and short satin cloaks and daggers—they are so interesting. What a 
fuss the Spaniards are making now; they want to have our constitution, 
and the King won't let them. Oh! 1 know all about it, for Papa talka 
about it every morning at breakfast. Papa is so against tire radicals : 
so am I; I can’t bearMr.Hobhousc. 1 like handsome men,” (aiglance 
at me) “though plain men are often very‘agreeable. Person is nodiing, 
manners are every thing, I'm sure I never know whether men arc 
plain or handsome. I saw such a handsome man in Waterloo-street 
this morning; I can’t think who he was. Don't you admire Waterloo- 
street? I like it all but the chapel; I can’t bear the chapel, tliere is 
such an ugly thing on the top. Architects sliouldn’t invent such new 
fancies ; they should go abroad and study the models of antiquity. 
Were you ever in Italy ? I should like to go to Venice ; it must be so 
interesting to sail about in a gondola. They say those little beads they 
make the purses of come from Venice; I can’t think how they make 
them, they are so small. I wonder if Lord Byron will ever come home. 
How interesting he is! La! what a swimmer he is ; only think of his 
swimming over the Hellespont, which is ten or twelve miles broad, in 
imitation of some great hero. Qh no; I remember it was some lover 
of the name of Hero who swam across to see his mistress. How ro¬ 
mantic ! I like romantic people. Are you romantic ? I am very, 
X'cry romantic indeed. I often stand out in our balcony by moonlight. 
Captain Shaw does quiz me so about it: he says 1 'm in love ; but I’m 
sure I’m no such thing.” 

In this manner, with a great deal of real folly, and I suspect a 
little affected simplicity, my fair chatterer ran on, much to my 
amusement, perfectly satisfied with herself, and I believe kindly 
t disposed towards a partner, who, though neither handsome nor 
in Spanish costume, was yet six feet high, and a patient lis¬ 
tener to her rattle. 

When I parted from her I walked about for some time, and 
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did not join in another quadrille, till the rooms were sufficiently 
cleared to admit of comfortable dancing. I heard many scraps 
of conversation during my lonely wanderings, for lonely I was, 
according to a very beautiful definition of solitude, since tliere 
was not one among all who surrounded me, who, 

“ If 1 were not, would seem to smile the less.” 

There were sad complaints about the heat and the crowding, 
mingled with languid declarations that it was a most deitghtful 
party, Md doleful lamentations over the necessity of going to 
several others the same night; yet it ajipeared to me that there 
was something either of pleasure or of pride in the tone in which 
these double or triple engagements were related, 

“ I must go to Lady R.’s to-niglit, cannot escape showing myself 
for ten minutes. Thank you, I am sorry to say my husband is still 
very unwell. Dr. Maton saw him tills morning, ami says he must be 
kept quiet. You’ll come to me on Tuesday? Oh! he’ll be well by 
that time, 1 hope; besides he won’t hear much of the music in his room 
when the doors are shut. I’m quite surprised to see Mrs. Thompson 
here to-night. Her son has not been dead three weeks^ Such want 
of feeling is detestable.” 

“ How do you do, Mrs. Marten ? How well Miss Marten looks to¬ 
night. I declare I believe she is rouged, and lier eyes arc so brilliant.” 

“ Ah! I told her coming out would do her good. She was very ill 
all the morning, but I made her come with me. Her spirits want rais¬ 
ing ; that cough is only nervous. She’s a strange creature, and dis¬ 
likes gaiety, but she’s only seventeen, and these whims will wear off.” 

‘‘ Oh yes, my niece, Charlotte Sinclair, w'as just the same; would 
only go out twice a w'cek, and never on a Sunday, and all that non¬ 
sense ; but her mother, my sister, a very sensible woman, soon cured 
her; she made her go out every where one season, then took her to 
Bath, Brighton, and Cheltenham, and she came back so improved, quite 
a different creature, and now she’s never easy at home.” 

My next partner was what is called a beautiful dancer; her 
dress was a little shorter than fashion warranted, and I suspect 
she had given fifteen shillings for her shoes. Her feet moved 
as if by clockwork, and executed the most astonishing little 
maueeuvres, always stopped and began at the identical moment, 
always ended in the very acme of the filth position, and seemed 
as if the purpose of their creation had never been fulfilled till, 
tlecked in white satin slippers they were allowed to figure in a 
quadrille. 

Honours bring inconveniencies; fame produces the necessity 
of continued exertion: my present paitner proved the truth of 
these maxims, and was evidently labouring for reputation, not 
dancing for pleasure. She never spoke a word, and appeared 
annoyed when I addressed her ; her whole attention was given 
toiler employment; and although her flushed cheeks, parted 
lips, and panting bosom proved that she was hot and tired, yet 
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she would not allow herself even the innocent relaxation of 
walking a demi queue de chat, or shortening the length of a 
balance. When the exhibition was over, I supposed 1 should 
hear tlie tone of her voice 9 but she could only throw herself into 
a chair, where she continued in a flaming, fanning^ panting state 
for many minutes, while I, in a most orthodox manner, took 
my seat by her side, and patiently waited her pleasure. When 
she had'recovered, however, instead of paying her old partner 
any attention, she seemed totally engrossed by the desire for a 
new one, and continued in a state of visible anxiety till she was 
assured she should be permitted to produce another fit of fatigue 
and exhaustion. Then honouring me with a bow and a smile, 
she hurried away to secure a place in another quadrille, seized, 
as if by acknowledged right, the situation of primu donna^ and 
seemed impatiently to wait the re-commencement of her glori¬ 
ous labours. 

The lady to whom I was next introduced might once have 
been agreeable, and would, perhaps, have continued so to the 
end of her life, but for a most unfortunate occurrence which 
took place last summer, an occurrence which I am sure all her 
acquaintance must bitterly deplore. She ^pent six weeks m 
France ; and I should suppose, from her conversation, that she 
will never again know a happy moment in England. She would 
talk of nothing else. If I observed that the evening was warm, 
she replied, “ almost as warm as at a ball 1 was at last year in 
Paris if I proposed to open a window, she asked if it was a 
French sash ; if 1 blew my nose she talked of French cambrics; 
and every one in the room, upon whom 1 made a remark, was a 
]dam likeness of one of her Parisian acquaintance. Indeed, all 
her powers of admiration were left on the other side of the chan¬ 
nel, or confined to articles imported from thence. I am not 
speaking of her preference for French silks, French gloves, 
J^eghom bonnets, and Mechlin lace : these possess a place in 
every woman’s affections, a comer in her heart from which nei¬ 
ther duty nor humanity can drive them, where tliey effectually 
resist the attacks of law, and the pleadings of patriotism* 
Doubtless the ladies are in the' right; doubtless it is folly to 
think of our own starving manufacturers, or to suppose that the 
crimes and miseries produced by smuggling are at all attribut¬ 
able to those who purchase contraband goods: French silks 
must be worn, thougli every gown should cost a life; and as to 
Mechlin-lace veils, they are worth a world in ruins. All this is 
natural and usual; and to those who blame the gentle sex for 
doing all the little in their power to ruin their country, I can 
only say that we are every one of us subject to imperfections, 
mid that 

“ She that has none, and lives as angels do, 

Must be an angel—but what’s that to you ?*’ 
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My present partner’s Gallic tastes far exceeded these ordinary 
limits. To her there was nothing beautiful in English sceneiy, 
or English architecture; for her, English musicians played, and 
Engliw actoi-s toiled in vain; London ice did not cool her 
tongue, nor London cookery please her palate ; no watch went 
well, no gown sat well that was not of Parisian make; every 
Frenchman was agreeable, every French woman naive, piquante, 
or spirituelle ; and there was in the air and manners of mem all a 
Je ne mis quoi, which surpassed description and baffled praise. 
French literature was not forgotten : “ Mathilde” was the pret¬ 
tiest novel ever written ; she started in angry amazement when 
I preferred Shakspeare to Racine, and I suppose would have 
been equally indignant could she have heard my opinion of the 

Henriade.” However, as I had no wish to irritate her, 1 
avoided all unnecessary contradiction, and I believe she did not 
think me more disagreeable than the rest of my fellow-country¬ 
men. We parted tolerable friends, and I suppose I shall soon 
hear that she has turned Atheist or Roman Catholic, in compli¬ 
ment to the land of her love, or eloped with a French valet or an 
exhibitor of dancing-dogs. 

Tired and feverish I returned home, saw the first beautiful 
streaks of coming day, and with parched lips, aching temples, 
and burning eyes, retired to my bed, and obtained a few hours 
of restless and unrefreshing sleep. I saw gay forms confusedly 
moving before me, heard again the tones of the music, and was 
troubled by many wild and ridiculous dreams. First I saw a 
high stage, on which those elegant females who frequent fairs 
were exhibiting their dancing powers; among them, one poor 
panting girl, urged to continued exertion by the application of 
a long whip, was apparently in danger of breaking a blood¬ 
vessel ; indignant, I rushed forward to stop the barbarous strokes 
of her tormentor, when suddenly I recognised the features of 
one of my partners ; but before I could speak to her, I found 
myself transported to a wood, the trees of which were covered 
with an astonishing number of magpies, who, some one informed 
me, had just been electing a queen. 1 was introduced to her 
chattering majesty, and thought that the tones of her voice 
were familiar to me, when suddenly, as I was about to com¬ 
mence a conversation, some one blew the French horn so long 
and so loudly in my ear, that, distracted by the noise, I awoke. 

I arose with heavy eye-lids, and brains unfit for study, and 
resolved to give myself the relaxation of a visit to my iamily, 
and to enjoy the first bright days of summer, where alone 
summer can be really enjoyed, in the country. My journey af¬ 
forded no incident worth relating; my travelling companions 
dlflered little in their leading characteristics from all the others 
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I had ever travelled with; the ladies, as usual, had never been in 
a stapje-coach before; every one talked of family affairs, told 
family occurrences; and those who had by chance once spoken 
to a lord, or dined with a baronet, were careful to mention the 
important circumstance in a tone of utter unconcern. As I got 
further from the influence of London-smoke, I derived refresh¬ 
ment from the country breezes, my head-ache took to flight, 
and my«senses awoke to the full enjoyment of rural sights and 
sounds. At length, 1 alighted at the comer of the lane which 
led from the high road to my mother’s house, that well-known 
corner which had seen me arrive from Westminster and from 
Oxford, and was now as dear to the man as it had ever been to 
the merry school-boy, or the smart collegian. My visit being 
unexpected, no servant was in readiness to carry my portman¬ 
teau, nor were white garments to be seen mingling with the 
trees beyond, telling me that some kind faces would soon greet 
my arrival. Two or three of my sisters generally came to meet 
me, accompanied me in my walk home, “ varioqne viam senuom 
levabanl.” My present walk, though solitary, was delightful. 
01‘ten I stopped to look about me, to inhale' breezes so fresh 
and sw’eet, to listen to the cawing of the rook, or the evening 
song of the lark; and once I stood for some minutes leaning on 
a stile, channed, enchanted by the prospect before me; and yet 
it was a prospect of no uncommon beauty, one that may be 
seen any where, every where, in the country. Two or three 
bright green meadows, some spreading elms, hedge-rows white 
w ith May-blossom, a few light mountain-ash and feathery birch, 
pencilled as it were on the glowing horizon, where the sun was 
setting gloriously—these were the principal features of the view; 
but their combination was delightful, and produced that instan¬ 
taneous rush of pleasure, that burst of cheerfulness and admira¬ 
tion and pious gratitude, which we sometimes feel excited as by 
magic in our breasts. I rejoiced in my situation, rejoiced at 
my power of enjoying, and stood in a happy state of ecstasy, 
my thoughts w'andering over earth, then mounting to Heaven, 
while I resigned myself unhesitatingly to feelings half animal, 
half intellectual, but which I felt to be natural, and I knew to be 
right. 1 pitied those who in this sweet season were confined by 
duty or by business to a London life; still luoie did 1 pity those 
who are retained there bv inclination: the first cannot see be¬ 
cause light is excluded ; but the latter must be blind even when 
the sun sliines upon them. At length I continued my walk, 
and, from a gate leading into a field, which slopes gradually 
down from our garden, 1 obtained the first sight of my home. 
It is but an humble habitation ; yet I could say, with the pro¬ 
verb, Casa mia, casa mia, per picciiia che tu siuy lu mi pari um 
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badia.*' It was that dear place whither I might fly in sickness 
for the most careful nurses, and in sorrow for the kindest com¬ 
forters ; where all my tastes were known, all my whims indulged; 
where my faults were unperceived or unremembered; and where, 
even if disgraced and dishonoured, 1 should be received more in 
sorrow than in anger, should meet more tears than reproaches. 

I opened the swing-gate, passed through it, and let it slam 
violently behind me. The noise brought, as I had expected, a 
few young faces to the parlour-window. I could fancy their 
puzzled glances as they scanned the figure of their visitor ; and 
I saw the start of joy with which they darted out of sight. In 
half a minute the lawn was covered with a band of racers; I 
quickened ray steps, and at the garden-gate was welcomt'd by 
foqr fair sisters and two young brothers. Ours was no cold or 
polished meeting; there were shakes of the hand whicli 
threatened dislocation, kisses that might be heard us well as 
felt, eyes swimming with joy, and rapid exclamations of surprise 
and pleasure. Oh! it was worth coming a thousand miles to be 
thus kindly received ! I walked to the house, a girl clinging io 
either arm, and I thought I remarked something smarter than 
usual in their attire; my brothers’ hands too were remarkably 
clean, and my younger sisters wore their long white sashes, and 
bright cornelian necklaces. 

** Have you company to-night, Jane?*' 

“ Only a little party. \Vc did not expect you, you know, or wc 
would have had the 6rst evening to ourselves; but they are all old 
friends, will all be delighted to see you.” 

“ William,” just then exclaimed my youngest brother, a boy about 
eight years old, “ do you know, John's black terrier killed such a large 
rat in the barn last week; and Sir Thomas’s gamckeepef has promised 
to give me such a beautiful pointer puppy.” 

As he concluded this important information I entered the 
house, and was met in the hall by my dear excellent mother, 
whose welcome, calm as it was, was tenderly affectionate. 

Apologizing for my traveller’s dress, I shook hands w'ith a 
dozen old and young friends in the parlour, and looking around 
me, saw that every thing was in company array. There were 
not indeed tables covered with grotesque figures, nor cabinets 
full of costly trifles, nor rows of cut-glass smelling-bottles, nor 
any of those superfluities which denote, or ought to denote, im¬ 
mense wealth; hut the books were neatly arranged, the covers 
removed from the skreens, blooming greenhouse-plants stood in 
the windows, and fresh flowers filled the china vases. I sat 
down to the tea-table in a humour to be pleased with every 
thing; bade defiance to Mr. Accum, ate bread w^ithoiit alum, 
butter without lard, and drauk cream unthickeued by chalk. 
Every thing tasted wholesome and j^leasant; every thing looked 
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clean and inviting; the snowy robes around me excited my ad¬ 
miration ; and the fresh and rosy cheeks, the easy artless man¬ 
ners every moment reminded me that I was fifty miles from Lon¬ 
don. I spent a delightful evening; 1 enjoyed the society of my 
old acquaintance, and yet it did not boast much novelty, or 
convey much information: wit was limited to a few puns, 
and genius, talent, intellect, if they existed, were in a dormant 
state. *1 heard many lamentations over the late arrival of the 
summer, and speculations about the commencement of hay- 
harvest ; seven times I was told that it had snowed on the 26th 
of May ; twenty times w as I likened to each of my brothers and 
sisters; one lady deplored the rarity of good yeast, another 
gave a mournful history of a mortality among her poultry ; and 
all joined in angry chorus when the crimes of servants were 
mentioned; all reprobated the peculation, the untidiness, the 
ingratitude, the fondness for followers, to which the whole race 
was subject, except some “ real treasure,” or faithful creature,” 
w’hom each lady had once possessed. 

While such “high converse” passed among our elders, the 
younger guests, my sisters, and I were chattering a little about 
new books, and a great deal about new fashions, f verily be¬ 
lieve women, if banished to Siberia, would beg their friends to 
send them the newest patterns ; and if living, like Crusoe, on a 
desert island, would contrive to cut their deer-skin gowns after 
the last Parisian mode. 1 am sorry to say that my poor sisters, 
residing in a small village far from any large town, were lament¬ 
ably ignorant on many important subjects. They did not know 
that trains were worn; and when I told them they ought to 
wear a corsage ct tantique, sleeves d la vierge, trimmed with 
gauze d la bouffant, and a zone d la zepliqre, they positively did 
not know what I meant. This was all bad enough, but one in¬ 
stance of rusticity 1 am almost ashamed to relate: my sister 
Jane suddenly said to me, “ Oh, William, can you tell us what 
Roman punch is ?” This was too much, and distressed by her 
ignorance I turned the conversation. 

Nevertheless I was pleased and happy ; I liked my mother’s 
guests, and enjoyed their society. Perhaps the reason of this 
partial feeling towards people of no consequence, who never 
gave grand assemblies, never got into debt, never went to the 
opera, never neglected their families, never were recorded in 
the Morning Post as ** constellations in the fashionable bemi- 
sphere,” may, in some degree, be traced to my self-love and 
vanity. To them 1 was a person of consequence, not an insig¬ 
nificant barrister; they can remember my name which half of 
my London friends forget, they knew whether I was in the 
room or out of it; they would lend me a guinea if I were in 
distress, and would say they were sorry if they heard I had 
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broken my neck. In all these respects they surpassed my Lon¬ 
don acquaintance, and, therefore, I forgave them for being less 
fine, less fashionable, and less foolish. 1 spent three happy 
days with my family, and bade them farewell with a regret to 
which my sense of duty was the only alleviation, and a powerful 
alleviation it was. I am once more settled in my chambers, 
have once more lighted fires, am abusing our climate all 
day long, and saying with Lord Byron in Beppo, ^ 

“ I like the weather when it’s not too cold, 

That is, I like three months in all the year.” 

W. E. 


ON CORONATIONS. 

Now, noble peers, tbe cause why we are met, 

Is to determine of the Coronation: 

■ — - When is the royal day ?-— Richaud III, ' 

Of the imposing ceremony that is shortly to regale all eyes, 
either through the more direct and favoured medium of perso¬ 
nal observation, or the ingenuity of our artists, and the descrip¬ 
tive powers of the public press, we shall not presume to set 
before our readers any thing like a regular programme. It is 
for the conductors of such a festival to furnish the proper bill 
of fare, in folio, or in q^uarto, as to the duty and dignity of the 
several guests appertainethWe only claim to have been 
enjoying ourselves amongst the histoncaJ recipes of former 
periods, and to furnish a whet to the public appetite in the 
shape of a few light dishes, made up from the copious records 
of the royal day which have come down to us. 

And first, gentle reader, let not miracles astound thee—as 
contributing essentially to the dignity of England's monarch on 
this occasion. He is enthroned, thou knowest, as a king ; but 
when thou shalt further understand that he is anointed witli 
holy oil," as kings andprop/tets were anointed;” that he is 
arrayed, at the time of his coronation, as a bishop that should 
sing mass, with a dalmatic like a tunic, and a stole about his 
neck (the latter, as some learned antiquaries affirm, “ in imi¬ 
tation of that the high priests had, which they layd on the back 
of the sacrifice when they ledd it to the alter”); and that every 


* Thus we have ** Orders to be observed on Tuesday the 22d September, being: 
the day appointed for th<‘ir Majesties’ Coronation,” London, 1761» folw ; and 
The Form and Order of the Service that is to be performed, and of the Ceremo¬ 
nies tbatare to be observed in the Cf>ronation of their Majesties King George 111. 
and His Royal Consort, Queen Charlotte,” 1761, ^arlo —to say nothing of the 
magnificent folio of “ Saudfofd,” ami the recently published MS. of Sir Edward 
Walker, Gai*tor Principal King at Arms at the Coronation of Charles II., Avilh 
Plates of the Regalia. 

t See Mr, Taylor’s learned Glory of Ucffulity,” p. 81. 
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order of bishop, priest, and deacon, is represented in one part 
or other of his sacred vestments—what mortal canst thou sup¬ 
pose to have miracles attend his steps if this be not He 1 Ac¬ 
cording to our most respectable chroniclers, one prodigy of 
this kind furnishes him with a substantial regal seat or corona¬ 
tion-chair ; another with Uie form and manner, at least, of his 
anointing, if not with the identical vessel through which the 
sacred iinction is poured j while a third supplies the wedding- 
ring of England”* with which he is married—symbolically, to 
the state. As thus writeth Peter Langtoft— 

“To William the redo king 
Is gyven the coroun, 

At Westmynstere tok licryng 
In the abbay of Londoun.” 

An Irish monarch, we are told, of very credible name, Simon 
Jirech, brought from Spain the marble seat of that which will 
now be the chair of the United Kingdom, (and no longer the 
"England’s chair” of Shakspeare, merely,) about 700 years 
before the Christian era; having received it from a Greek, as 
Holinshed says, “ the sorme of Cecrops, who builded the citie 
of Athens,” and who was contemporary with Moses. It is the 
identical stone, it is added, on which Jacob originally slept and 
“ poured oil,” at Betlud ; although it escaped the patriaren him 
self on his second visit to that place, and seems to have con 
secrated another ,t We are quite sure that the identity and 
transmission of this stone must be allowed to involve a series 
of miracles, equal to any that were wrought at the shrine of 
St. Thomas a Becket, who is deeply connected, however, wuth 
the next in order.—The martyr, we know, was for a while sent 
into banishment by the sacrilegious prince who afterwards insti¬ 
gated his murder. Here, at Sens in France, the blessed Virgin 
is said to have appeared to him, while at his devotions, and to 
have presented him with a golden eagle a?id a small vial of stone 
or glass; assuring him of the happy effects which would be 
l^roduced upon those kings that should be anointed w'ith the oil 
it contained. These vessels were afterwards brought to Eng¬ 
land, and deposited in the Tower, Henry IV. being the first 
prince who was anointed with them. Happily, when tlie regi¬ 
cides destroyed the regalia there deposited, in the great rebel¬ 
lion, they left an inventory of what, “ accordinge to order of 
parliament,” were “ totallie broken and defaced,” in which the 
sacred eagle is not included—only “ a dove of gould, sett with 
stones and pearle, in a box sett with studds of silver gilt,” 
valued at 26?. We fear the sacred oil of King Clovis has not 


CtMiipair 2i>. IS, witli Gt'n, li5. 14, 
II 
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been less irreverently treated by the regjicides of tlic French 
iRevoliition—although, according to Menin, the Holy Spirit 
tself, in the visible form of a dove,” brought it to the hands 
of the minister; and it remained ever after undiminished, though 
constantly used in the anointing of the French kings, for 900 
years.—^I'he ring of “ faith” and “ kingly dignity” was received 
from St. John the Evangelist, says the Golden Legende (Julyan 
Notary, 1503), through the hands of Edward the Confessor. 
A certain “ fayre old man” asking alms of the king, he presented 
him with a ring, which he received with great thankfulness. 
Shortly after two English pilgrims lost their way in the Holy 
Land, when “ there came to them a fayr ancient man wytli 
whyte heer for age- Thenne the olde man axed theym what 
they were and of what regyon. And they answerde that they 
were pylgryms of Englond, and hadde lost theyr fellyshyp and 
way also. Thenne thys olde man comforted theym goodly, and 
brought theym in to a fayre cytee ; and whanne they had well 
refreshyd theym, and rested there nlle nyhte, on the morne, this 
fayre olde man wente with theym, and broughte theym in the 
ryght waye agayne. And he was gladde to here theym talke 
of the welfare and holynesse of theyr kynge Saynt Edward. 
And whan he shold departe fto theym, thenne he tolde theym 
what he was, and sayd, I ant Johan the Evangelyst^ and saye 
ye vnto Edward your kyng that I gretc hyin well by the token 
that he gatt to me, thys ryiige, with hys one hondes.”"®^—Neither 
again, reader, is this or any other ring among “ all the plate and 
jewells” destroyed by the regicides. 

If from miracles we could descend to trace the history of the 
regalia, we should find amono-st them some very interesting me¬ 
morials of the monarchy, and of the manners and policy of our 
ancestors. The Fatal Stone is unquestionably a relic of remote 
antiquity. It is called by one learned person, '' the antientest 
respected monument in the world, for though some others may 
be more antient as to duration, yet thus superstitiously re¬ 
garded they are not and may be traced, after the best 
authorities, to Ireland, fVom whence it had been brought into 
Argyleshire sometime before the reign of Kenneth, or A.D. 834. 
That prince removed it to the abbey of Scone, where all the 


• Tliat this story was current in the reign of Henry III. would appear evident 
Arom Pennant and Stow. By the former we iirc told, “ Within the tower is a verj* 
ancient chapel dedicated to St. John. That patron of the arts, Henry III., gave 
directions about the ornamenting of this chapel; among other things, Depingi 
faciatis patibulum et trabem ultra altore ejusdem capeV bene et bonis eoloribus ; 
ct fieri faciatis ot depingi duas ymagincs pulchras, ubi melius el dreeiitius fieri 
possiut in cadem capcl’, unani de snneto Edwardo tenente nnnnluni, et donniito et 
tendente sVto Johan* Evangelistc,’* &c. London, p. 
t Tohmd’s “ History of the Hriiids,'* p. 104. 
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Scottish kings were crowned upon it until the year 1296, when 
our Edward I. brought it into England. An Irish prophecy is 
still extant, and quoted by Mr. Taylor, which declares the pos¬ 
session of this stone necessary to the preservation of the regal 
power of that country; and the Scottish prediction of similar 
import is well known*. It is remarkable that George IV. in 
ascending the throne of the United Kingdom, and as having 
outlived the Stuart family, will combine more various and un** 
disputed pretensions to the possession of this royal seat than 
any of his predecessors. The antiquary will connect it with the 
rude enthronement of the Celtic, and northern nations. At or 
near a consecrated stone, we know also from Scripture that it 
was an ancient Eastern custom to declare and appoint kings. 
This furnished *a ready method of setting the chieftain up on 
high it marked the place of popular conventionf, at which it 
generally remained; and sometimes we find the royal seat sur¬ 
rounded with a circle of other and less elevated stones, on which 
the attending nobles were placed. Here also, afterwards, pub¬ 
lic justice was frequently administered. 

** ¥jK KCtr ap^ fTt ^ifTTOttTt XiOoitrtv 

Otor ctrai' irpoTraputde dvpubtp * 

AtvKot^ aTOfTTtXpOiTBi: aXf/0aroc' o/t iiri ney irpii* 

N//Xfi/4 Oto^fr p.ff(rri>tp «rctXa>'rof.” 

Hom. Odvss. r. V, 40G-10. 

¥ 

“ The old man early rose, w'alk’d forth, and sate 
On polish’d stone, before his palace gate ; 

With unguent smooth the lucid marble shone, 

Where ancient Neleus sate, a rustic throne.” Pope. 

There is an amusing account of the inauguration of the 
ancient Dukes of Carinthia, m the Histoire des Inaugurations* 
of the Kings of France, which we give (in the translation of 
Mr. Taylor) as presenting a bold picture of some of the vital 
parts of our own ceremony. Near the city of Saint Veit is a 
plain, where the vestiges of a former town are still to be seen ; 
and in a meadow just by, a large stone, raised about two cubits 
from the ground. On this stone was placed a peasant, who en¬ 
joyed, by descent, the right of presiding at the inauguration of 
the dukes, having near him, on his right hand, a black cow with 
a calf, and, on his left, a lean and hungry mare; the people of 
St. Veit, and a crowd of peasants, being assembled around him. 


* Thus given in Camden’s “ Perthshire,”— 

Or fate is blind, or Scots shall find, 

Where'er this stone, a royal throne.” 

i* The hiU on which the King of Mau was crowned, is still called Tf/iMJald-fci//, 
sonifying the place of convention.—Johnson’s “ CeUo-Norm. Antiquities." 
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The duke, in a countryman’s bonnet and shoes, with a shep- 
herd’s crook in his hand, drew near to the assembly, accoiupa- 
nied by the senators clad in scarlet, and the great oHicers 
bearing their insignia. The man upon the stone seeing the 
train come nigh, cried out, ' Who is this, that comes with such 
magnificence '?’ The people answered, * It is the prince of the 
country .’—* Is he a just judge?’ rejdied the peasant; ‘ Doth he 
seek the welfare of the state ? Is he of free condition, worthy 
of honour, obedient to the laws, and a defender of the Christian 
religion ?’ They cried, ' He is, and he will be such.’ The pea¬ 
sant then demanded by what right he w'ould remove him Irom 
his seat? To which the master of the duke’s court replied, 
* This place is bought for sixty deniers; these beasts are thine, 
thou shalt be clothed in the garments which the duke will take 
ofi’, and thy house shall be free, and exeni])! from tribute.’ The 
peasant then quitted the stone, giving the duke an admonition 
to do justice, and the prince placed himself upon it, braiidisli- 
ing a naked sword, and jiromising the people equity.’’ 

At the coronation of our kings in modern times, the Fatal 
Stone has been entirely covered by the Irajipings that have l)e('n 
‘ meant to adorn it. We look to the ]^rcscnt conductor of that 
ceremony for a little better taste in this respect. 

None of the other appendages of English royalty have anv 
claim to antiquity; but the changing fashion of them is on re¬ 
cord, and has varied in no other instance more than in the form 
of the crowuy 

“ The high imperial tyj)e of this earth's glory."' 

Selden discusses its regular growth, horizontal, perpendicular 
and transverse, from the fillet given on absolutely goo<l au- 
‘ thority to the kings of Fonlus, Armenia, and others,” and Ihc 
lying on of which " was the chief part of the inatiguration,” to 
the diadem of gold and stones adopted by Constantine, as he 
says, from “ the fashion of the kings of the Jews.” Even now, 
however, it was only a diadem, or fillet of gold and precious 
stones ; it afterward went from eare to eare,” and, at lengtli, 
“ over a gold helm on a cap.” Our Anglo-Saxon kings are re- 
ju’esented as wearing only a fillet of pearls, or a radiated diadem; 
on the coins of iEthelred and iEliVed a crescent is added in 
front, lint the still more remarkable addition of “ two little 
bells” is given to a crown called King Ailfred’s, in the inveutoiy 
of 1642, before quoted; and there seems good reason to conjec¬ 
ture that the name was correctly bestowed.* We should Jikt' 
to see what a Sir .John Feme would have made of “ the mani- 


* See Tftylor, pp. 
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fold significations” of these expressive ornaments of royalty. 
Not one of the twelve principal gems of the crown is without 
its due exposition,” it seems. The crown of William I. and 
II. has an addition that might have been worn with more pro¬ 
priety by some of tlieir successors, and provokingly reminding 
one of the fable of the “ Ass in the Lion’s skin,”—“ a cap, or 
helm, adorned with points, and with labels hanging at each ear.” 
The Plantagenets wore a diadem ornamented with Jicurs de Us, 
or strawberry leaves ; Richard 111. or Henry VII. introduced the 
crosses ; and, at about the same period, the arches were thrown 
over the head of the crown, the first use of them being ascribed 
to Edward IV-, while they first appear on the coins of Henry 
VII. From this ])eriod, little deviation occurs in the form of 
the crown, except that of the elevation or depression of the 
arches. When, on the Restoi'ation of the Monarchy, the people 
having been reduvvd to their reason and vnderstanding,” 
Charles II. issued a commission for tlie ** remakeing such royall 
ornaments and regalia” as are now in use, “ the old names and 
hishion” were directed to be carefully sought after and retained*; 
but upon what ground the national crown, with which the act, 
of coronation was and is still performed, is denominated St. Ed¬ 
ward’s, the reader must now judge for himself. There is a 
second crown, used at the feast of the coronation, and on other 
state-occasions, which is of far superior workmanship and value, 
and which has recently, w^e understand, been entirely re¬ 
modelled. 

The king has a sceptre for each hand, a circumstance that 
considerably detracts from tlie energy of the royal figure when 
he is enthroned, and in which, according to the addresses of 
the archbishop, there seems to be no great signification. Wft 
shall be happy, therefore, to see his Majesty deprived of one of 
the)n, as he will be in the procession from the abbey. 

The orb, surmounted by a cross, may be taken for a prophecy 
of the Millenium, and, generally, as a syinbol of the prophetic 
power of our kings; it having been borne before them as an 
emblem of imperial sway long prior to the discovery of the 
globular shape of the earth! 

Mr, Taylor cannot seriously furnish us with the origin of the 
name Curlana, which is given to the principal sword of state oh 
this occasion. We suggest the Latin rui-to, Monarchs fre¬ 
quently cut justice short, both in mercy and from less amiable 
impulses; and it is remarkable that this sword is pointless. 
The sword of justice to the spirituality is rather “ obtuse” at the 
point, we are told; while that of justice to the temporality is 


* Sir Kdwnrtl Walker's Account of The Prepa'ations for His Majesty’s Coro¬ 
nation, &,c.” Large 8vo. London, first printed in 1820. 
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" sharp.” Henry VIII. seems to have exercised his taste in en-^ 
deavouring to abolish this discrepancy. 

The history of English coronations presents but few striking 
events. They are pageants for the eye of existing generations; 
and the sameness which has been so studiously given to them 
for one species of eflfect, renders them almost lifeless in history. 

Prince Egferth, son of Offa, king of Mercia, presents us with 
the first instance of a royal consecration. He is said to have 
been “ hallowed to king,” by his father, A. D. 786, though it 
is uncertain in what form. In the next instance, that of Eard- 
wulf, king of Northumberland, the church assumes the pro¬ 
minent part she has ever since borne in these ceremonies; this 
monarch being said, in the Saxon Chronicle, to have been con¬ 
secrated, and placed upon his throne, by “ Eanbalde, arch¬ 
bishop, and ^thelberhte, Higbalde, and Badewulfe, bishops.” 

A female coronation-servi^l^s the first of which there are any 
existing details.* It is that of Judith, a French princess, who 
was crowned and anointed at Kheims, in 850, on her marriage 
with iEthelwulf, king of the West Saxons. A royal seat was 
^Eissigned her in this ceremony on a level with the king’s, and 
she is said to have received the title of queen as one that had 
been disused, among the Saxons, since the circumstance of Ead- 
burga having poisoned her husband, king Brightric. The ho¬ 
nours tlius bestowed upon Judith were, however, distasteful to 
^thelwulf’s people; and we accordingly read of no other 
female coronation for unw'ards of a century. 

At the coronation ofEdwy, in 965, we find the church in all 
the insolence of power, in tlie outrage committed on the per¬ 
son of the sovereign at this time, by forcing him back to the 
dcoronation-feast. An experiment seems to have been made by 
Bunstan on the temper and talents of the young king, which 
partially failed, but which only inflamed the heartless prelate to 
those new schemes of domination which long made the crown 
of England to “ onerate rather than to honour her princes.”t 

William the Conqueror’s boisterous coronation is, however, 
in character. It was "not,” indeed, says Lord Lyttelton, " with¬ 
out the appearance and form of an election, or free acknow¬ 
ledgment of'the people,” while Brompton says, be wished to be 
crowned, “ that he might then become a legitimate prince;” but 
when the question was put to the people, whether they con¬ 
sented to do him homage, the acclamations were so loud and 
violent, that his Norman soldiers imagined his subjects to have 
become conquerors, and set fire to the abbey church to repulse 
them. 


• Si*e Diuhesue’s Historiie Fraucoriim Script, p. ‘123, &c, 
t .'V SHvinj{ ascribed by Clamdoa to Edward 1. 
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We hiive an unique coironaiion of the heir-apparent, as a titu¬ 
lar king, in the reign of Henry II.; and the latber having, on 
this occasion, waited on the son at table, the latter remarked* 
“ it was no such great condescension for the son of an earl to 
wait on the son of a king.” 

The coronation of Richard I, was distinguished by an abund¬ 
ance of those feudal ceremonies which are so admirably describ¬ 
ed by the author of “ Ivanhoe,” and disgraced by an indiscri¬ 
minate massacre of the Jews- Except, perhaps, the flying 
fish, there ^as no race existing on the earth, in the air, or the 
waters,” says that distinguished writer, “ who were the object of 
such an unremitting, general and relentless persecution, as the 
Jews of this period. It is a well-known story of King John, 
tliat he confined a wealthy Jew in one of the royal castles, and 
daily caused one of his teeth to be torn out, until, when the jaw 
of the unhappy Israelite was half d^^rnished, hp consented to 
pay a large sum, which it was the tint's object to extort from 
him.”* 

Amongst the regal honours of Edward I. we find a king of 
Scots offering his homage “ for the realme of Scotland, in like 
manner,” says Ilolinshed, “ as other the kings of Scotland be¬ 
fore him had doone to other kings of England, ancestours to this 
King Edward and assisting to “ let go at libcrte (catch them 
that catch might) five hundred great horses.” 

Richard II. is the first of our kings who made his “ progresse 
through the citie” prior to his coronation, a custom continued 
to the time of Charles II., who “ dined early” at the Tower, /, r. 
at nine o’clock in the morning, lest, like Richard, he should be 

oppressed with fatigue and long fasting.” Froissart furnishes 
us with a detail of the " progress” vuid coronation of Henry IV., 
which includes a lively sketch of another ancient ceremony— 
the creation of Knights of the Buth at this period, which has 
been latterly disused. Of the ceremonies less known to us, he 
says, “ On the Saturday before the coronation, the new king 
went from Westminster to the Tower of London, attended by 
great numbers, and those squires who were to be knighted 
watched their arms that night: they amounted to forty-six; 
eacli sc|uire had his cliamber and bath, in which he bathed. The 
ensuing day the Duke of Lancaster, after mass, created them 
knights, and presented them with long green coats, with straight 
sleeves, lined with minever, after the manner of prelates. These 
knights had on their left shoulders a double cord of white silk, 
with white tufts hanging down. The Duke of Lancaster left 
the Tower this Sunday after dinner, on his return to Westmin¬ 
ster : he was bare-headed? and had round his neck the order of 


* Jviiii]i(»c, vol. 1 . p. 120, 1. 
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the king of France. The Prince of Wales, six dukes, six earles, 
eighteen barons, accompanied him ; and there were of knights, 
and other nobility, from eight to nine hundred horse in the pro¬ 
cession. The duke was dressed in a jacket, after the German 
fashion, of cloth of gold, mounted on a white courser, with a 
blue garter on bis left leg. He passed through the streets of 
London, which were all handsomely decorated with tapestries 
and other rich hangings: there were nine fountains in Cheap- 
side, and other streets he passed through, which perpetually 
ran with white and red wines. He was escorted by prodigious 
numbers of gentlemen, with their servants in liveries and badges, 
and the difierent companies of London were led by their war¬ 
dens, clothed in their proper livery, and with ensigns of their 
trade. The whole cavalcade amounted to six thousand horse, 
which escorted the duke fiygjf^the Tower to Westminster. That 
same night the duke bathwKnd on the morrow confessed him¬ 
self, as he had good need cofao.” * 

We shall probably resume these fragments in another Number, 
having a royal abundance of materials before us. C. 


JONATHAN KENTUCKY’S JOUKNAL.—NO. IV. 

April 27th. The more I see of the ^nglish, the more I feel 
the justice of Voltaire’s remark, who compared them to a hogs¬ 
head of their own beer;—the top froth, the bottom dregs, the 
middle excellent. It has been observed by philosophers, that 
virtue is always seated in the mean between two extremes ; so, 
in another sense, the little virtue in the world may be said to 
reside amongst the middle class of mankind, which may fairly 
be called the temperate zone of society; the inhabitants of which 
being equally removed from the extremes of wealth and want, 
are neither allured by ambition nor driven by poverty to deviate 
from the straight road of integrity. The national character is 
much what one might expect from the national nick-name; and 
the nick-name of John Hull has, perhaps, not been without its 
use in fixing the national character. I have, indeed, for some 
time been half converted to the hypothesis of Walter Shandy, 
who asserted, “ that there was a strange kind of magic bias im¬ 
pressed upon our characters and conduct, by the choice and 
imposition of names. The instance of Christopher Columbus 
first staggered me: tlie one clearly indicating that he was to 
carry the Christian religion to the New World; the other having 
a no less clear reference to the dove which was sent out from the 
ark. and brouglvt back the first intelligence of a world that had 


* Jobnes's Froissart, v. xii. 





105 


Jonaihan Kentucky's ifoumal. 

been hidden W the waters- Again, if we were to enquire what 
made Mungo Park, from his eaniest years, cherish with so much 
eagerness the design of exploring the wilds of Africa; Mr. 
Shandy would answer—his godfathers and godmothers: and 
this explanation of the matter is, at least, as intelligible as the 
craniological system of Gall and Spurzheim, who would affect 
to trace all our inward propensities to certain outward protube¬ 
rances, and draw out the chart of our lives from inspecting the 
maps of our skulls. I am, indeed, inclined to push the hypo¬ 
thesis still further than Mr. Shandy, who, if I remember rightly, 
limits his observations to Christian names ; for, wherever I go, 

I discover fresh proofs of the unlimited extent of those myste¬ 
rious coincidences, which seem to be brought about by the " ma¬ 
gic of a name.” Thus, when I was travelling in Spain, I ceased 
to be suiprised at many things in thg^ountry, when I collected 
from a learned volume of geogmjHBjfcthat the Spaniards were 
lineally descended from the anciert^liribes of the Turdufi and 
Turditani. 'And here, in London, when I meet with such asso¬ 
ciations as Tailor; Butcher; Tri/e^V, Wig-maker; 

Cut-more, Eating-house keeper; Boil-it, Fishmonger; can I 
suppose it w'as chance alone that determined the choice of these 
individuals to professions so strangely corresponding with their 
names? Or, when I read the names of “ Sliil, Strong, and 
Mack-em,” on the door of an attorney’s office in Lincoln’s-Inn, 
can I refuse to believe that there is something more than natural, 
if philosophy could find it out, which brought into conjunction 
such a fearful partnership of appropriate qualifications, as are 
clearly indicated by the several denominations of this legal trio. 
Nay, there would even seem to be a secret meaning in the very 
letters of a name, which only require to be decompounded and 
newly-arranged, to reveal the life and character of the wearer. 
Let mose who may be disposed to laugh at this theory as fan¬ 
ciful, remember, that they might in this manner have read the 
history of the battle of the Nile at the christening of Horatio 
Nelson ,—Honor est d Nilo. 

But to return from this digression to John Bull. Let the 
English, if they are wise, cherish this nick-name, which, as I 
have before observed, has more influence than is commonly 
supposed upon the national morals and character, by uncon¬ 
sciously disposing every individual to illustrate, in his own per¬ 
son, the plain downright sincerity of manner, the straight-forward 
integrity of principle, and the hearty warmth of hospitality 
which have always been attributed to that ideal character. 

May 1st. I had looked forward with some curiosity to a 
May-day in England, of which we read so much in books of 
poetry and romance. But alas ! the age of poetiy and romance 
is, like the age of chivalry, extinct. The Queen of the May is 
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no longer to be seen iu the pride and pomp of lu^r ancient slate ; 
unless, indeed, she be sought in my countryman Mr. Leslie’s 
charming picture ;—^which ime artist may study for its composi¬ 
tion, the antiquary for its historical research, and the general 
ob^rver for its sentiment and expression. The festivities of 
May-day now present little more than a tawdry crew of dancing 
chimney-sweepers, to whom the task of doing suitable honour 
to the fair divinity of the month seems, in these degenerate 
days, to be exclusively consigned. It is impossible to grudge 
these poor miserable victims of an ill-ordered system, the gleam 
of gladness which the anniversary of this festival imparts to 
them ; but sallying out of my chamber with my imagination hiU 
of 

Zephyr Aurora playing, 

As her once a Maying;— 

I own I was somewhat iflp^certed by these sooty personifica¬ 
tions of the creatures of my fancy, who" reminded me rather of 
G. Selwyn’s witticism:—I have often heard,” said he, “ of 
the majestif of the people, but I never till now saw my of the 
princes of the blood.” 1 passed the day in Kensington Gardens, 
which furnish a beautiful retreat from the noise and nonsense of 
the world, to those who can afford the time that it requires to 
emigrate so far. Being more anxious to economize time than 
money, I was tempted to enter one 0 f the stages that ply for 
passengers at the White Horse Cellar. By the way, I am sur¬ 
prised the police of the metropolis does not interfere to control 
the conduct of the drivers of these vehicles, who, assisted by 
their jackalls, beset and persecute every passer-by with a degree 
of rudeness that is often pushed to personal violence. There is, 
frequently, a contest amongst them for afemale fare, who is hauled 
backwards and forwards by these pertinacious assailants, and, 
as is too much the case with that complying sex, who^ as Ruchc- 
foucault tells us, yield oftener from weakness than aflection, 
she generally falls a prey to the boldest pretender. An elderly 
lady, with a band-box upon her knee, who had, just before we 
started, been reluctantly persuaded to occupy the last remaining 
bodkin seat, put her head out of the window just as we were 
entering Kensington, and desiring the coach to stop, ordered 
the driver to set her down at the top of Walnut-tree Walk. 
** Walnut-tree Walk, Ma’am !” said Coachee, " I know no such 
place as Walnut-tree Walk here.” “ Why, God bless me then,” 
said the old gentlewoman, “A re n’t you the Kennington Coach?” 
" Lord love you, no,’^ Ma’am,” replied he, “ I am the Kensing¬ 
ton coachman! 1” The distress of the old lady was almost too 
great to be diverting. We recommended her to walk to the 
river side, and to get across the water in a boat to Kenninf^ton ; 
—but nothing would compose her. Walking in the heat of the 
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day was, of all things, what she ilisUked most in tfce world; be¬ 
sides, she had an uncle who had died from drinking water when 
he was hot;—and then, as to crossing the river in a TOat, she had 
an aunt who, on a similar expedition, had narrowly escaped 
drowning; in short, whatever expedient we proposea, was set 
aside by the relation of some domestic calamity. At last, the 
coachman consented to carry her back to London without de¬ 
manding any additional fare ;—and so, after a morning's excur¬ 
sion, which would have been more appropriate to the first of 
April than the first of May, I hope she finally succeeded in 
reaching the place of destination. 

May i5. It is a common reproach against America to say that 
she is a new country, and, therefore, without any of those retro¬ 
spective associations which exercise so powerful an influence over 
the inhabitants of the Old World. far is this from the 

truth! An American approaches tltPpDbres of Lkigland with 
all that veneration which is due to the country from which he 
has derived every thing that distinguishes him from the naked 
savage of the desertnis religion, his philosophy, his laws, his 
literature, and his language :— 

Salve magna Parens frugum, Saturnia tellus, 

Magna virum, tibi res antiquae laudis et artis 
Ingredior sanctos ausus.- 

We experience, indeed, a more vivid pleasure than the Eng¬ 
lish themselves, from visiting those scenes which are consecrated 
to both alike, by the memory of the departed great and good 
that are associated with them. For instance; there is something 
in the daily familiarity of a Londoner with Westminster Abbey, 
which must necessarily blunt the edge of his enthusiasm, and 
jirevent his ever feeling the same glow of excitement, which the 
sight of this venerable relic of our common ancestors awakens 
ill the bosont of an American visitor, who gazes at it 

“ Till the place 

Becomes religion, and the heart runs o'er 
With silent worship of the great of old!— 

The dead but sceptred sovereigns who still rule 
Our spirits ftom their urns!” 

It was under the influence of similar feelings that I entered for 
the first time into the galleiy of the House of Commons. There 
is certainly nothing here in the architecture,*' outside or inside, 
to excite admiration; for it is a small inconvenient room, very 
inadequate to the accommodation of its members, since the ac¬ 
cession to their numbers from the union with Ireland. Still less 
is the appearance of the members themselves calculated to in¬ 
spire respect; for with the exception of the Speaker, who is 
handsomely arrayed in a black gown and long wig, and three 
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attendant cletks, who are also begowned and bewiggcd, tlio 
house exhibits nothing more than some ranges of green benches, 
sparingly occupied with a few straggling members, lounging 
about in the most unceremonious postures, some witli coloured 
cravats, others with dirty boots, and almost all (as if it were 
a Jewish synagogue! with their hats on. And yet, in spite of 
all this, there was something in the place that was overpowering. 
The banble^^ on the table conjured up the figures of Cromwell 
and Vane ; and the mind glanced back in a moment to the days 
of Hampdeti and Pym, and Sidney and Russell; and I could not 
help giving way to a growing sentiment of self-importance at 
feeling myself within the same walls that had so recently echoed 
to the glorious eloquence of Pitt, and Fox, and Burke, and 
Sheridan. A printer was called to the bar to be examined ; and 
my imagination inimedkd^ly drew a picture of our own Frank¬ 
lin in the same place, defending the rights of mankind, while 
lie advocated the cause of AmericaT The Speaker takes the 
chair at four o’clock, but public business does not begin fill six. 
One of my neighbours seemed desirous of whiling away the in¬ 
terval with a book; but this recreation was immediately inter¬ 
dicted by the guardians of the gallery, as disrespectful to the 
House. For my own part I was sufficiently amused with the 
novelty of the scene. The members, 1 observed, only w ore their 
hats as long as they retained their seats ; and even in getting up 
to change their places, which they are perpetually doing, they 
make an obeisance as they cross the floor of the House, to the 
Speaker’s chair; which, raised as it is some steps fron» tin; 
ground, and surmounted with the king’s arms, might almost 
pass for a throne. In the course of tlie evening a message was 
brought from the House of Lords, by two stately personages, 
whose heads were enveloped in the flowing honours which, in 
this country, always denote the higher orders of legal dignity. 
The whole parade of their reception, with the measured pro¬ 
strations of person that marked each step of their advance and 
retreat, presented a ludicrous picture of extravagant ceremo¬ 
nial. And yet the English are remarkable for their quick sense 
of the ridiculous ; and their travellers delight to laugh and jeer 
at what they call the mummery^* of other countries. Let me 
tell them that their masters in cnancery bearing a message from 
the Lords, are much more like Noodle and Doodle than any 
thing that can be found within the Pope’s chapel. I was dis¬ 
appointed in the oratory of the House; but I am aware how dif¬ 
ficult it is to form a correct judgment from a single experiment. 
The prevailing fault seemed to me to be of the same kind with 
that which is imputed in Scripture to the prayers of the hea¬ 
then—“who think they shall be heard for their much speaking.” 
There was one speaker in particular, “which was a lawyer,” vmo 
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<lealt unmercifully in that figure of rhetoric which has been cal¬ 
led iripiologif; which consists in a continual repetition of tire 
same thing under different synonymes three times over. 

May 30, I have lately seen rather more than I wish of what 
is called life in London. It would be difficult to imagine a 
more heartless state of society, than that which now prevails in 
this overgrown metropolis; consisting as it does, for the most 
part, of crowds without company, and dissipation without 
pleasiu’e/' I do not, of course, mean to include in this sweep¬ 
ing censure those select cheerful companionable meetings, which 
fonn the peculiar boast of London hospitality.. Of, all the 
])]aces in the world,—commend me to a dinner in London. To 
feed w ere best, perhaps, at a Restaurateur’s in Paris, but there is 
no nation that understands how a dinner should be given like 
the English;—where table-tactics and table-talk—conserves 
and converse—wit and wine—and all the happifying pleasures 
of social enjoyment, are carried to th^k highest point of gratifi¬ 
cation. The maxim of Lord Chesterfield seems still in force, 
who said that such a party should never be less than the num¬ 
ber of the Graces, nor more than that of the Muses ! The same 
ideas of comfort, indeed, seem to have prevailed at a much 
earlier period; and accordingly we find in Homer, that eight 
was the number of those illustrious compeers, whom Agamem¬ 
non invited to eat bull-beef with him;—to wit, Menelaus, Nes¬ 
tor, Idomeneus, Diomed, the two Ajaxes, and Ulysses. 

But to return from this digression. What can be more into¬ 
lerably dull and stupid than the whole system of evening par¬ 
ties? A crowd of people, (jomposed of a motley mixture of all 
degrees and conditions, is collected together, and squeezed into 
a suite of rooms, utterly insufficient to accommodate above one 
half of them; where they stand and stare at one another for 
three or four hours;—and thus begins and ends an evening 
party! As the greater part of the assembly are not known to 
one another, no interchange but that of looks takes place be¬ 
tween them; and even amongst those who are mutually ac¬ 
quainted, in such a crowd, chairs and conversation are almost 
equally out of the question, I shall never forget the sensation 
of surprise that 1 felt in accepting the first invitation of this 
kind. For how was it possible that a card inscribed Mrs. 
at home, with the words a r^erif small party carefully inserted in 
the corner, should prepare me to meet an overflowing multitude 
of three hundred persons, where the great object of the lady 
seemed to be to fill her house fuller than it could hold. My 
friend, Mrs. * * ’**^ *, stood at the door of the first room, acknow¬ 
ledging me, as I passed, with a bow^ of recognition,—and this 
was all I saw of ray hostess. I was told there was dancing in a 
room to which I would willingly have forced ray passage, in 
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order to avoid hearing some very indifferent singing in the 
room where I was immovably planted during the greater part 
’of the evening. Being a perfect stranger, I had little to say to 
iany body, and therefore could not be much surprised that no¬ 
body had any thing to say to me ; but I own I was somewhat 
amazed at the almost universal silence around me. Gregarious 
without beii^ sociable, no one ^med to know their next neigh¬ 
bour. Having endured this standing penance till my strength and 

I patience were exhausted, I ventured at last to take a French 
eaye;—^which I found, to my cost, that I might have done at an 
earlier period, without any violation of etiquette. For as I was 
searching in vain for my hat at the bottom of the stairs, a ser¬ 
vant came to my assistance, asking, " What sort of a hat was 
your’s. Sir?” “Quite a new one,” replied I. “ Ah, Sir, then,” 
said he, “ you had better take your choice at once of those that 
are left, for all the new hats have -been gone, at least, these two 
hours.” 

Breakfasting the next morning with my friend * * *, who is 
reckoned one of the best diners-out, and the pleasantest party- 
man in town, I poured out the full measure of my spleen, 
on describing the scene of the preceding night. “Why, all 
that,” said he, “may be very true; and.yet, when once en¬ 
tangled in the vortex of fashion, you would find it difficult to 
escape, even though every day’s experience should tend to im¬ 
press you more strongly with your present conviction. This, I 
confess, has been my own case for some time. Almost in spite 
of myself, I am carried round and round the same dull circle of 
invitations. Let-in every where, and cared-for no where, I feel 
that no one is estimated according to his real merits, but only 
according to the station he may happen to occupy in the calen¬ 
dar of fashion. It is fashion which stamps a man’s value and 
gives him currency,—^and to be the fashion, he must be either 
new or notorious. As long as novelty or notoriety last, he will, 
in the slang phraseology of the day, continue to be a lion; and 
no lady will think her party complete without him ; but when 
these attractions are worn off, he must give place to the next 
nine-day wonder of the town, and be content to sink into the 
number of those whose attendance is less sought than per¬ 
mitted,” “ But you, my dear * * said I, ‘*you- cannot surely 
be afraid of ever sinking into the shadow of an eclipse.” “ Oh, 
yes,” answered he, “ my hour must come at last.” “ And what 
then?” asked I. " What then?” said he, " why then, 

—Explebo numerum reddarque tenebris!” 

“ But jipray tell me, * * said I, “ you who know so well 
the art of pleasing, let me beg you to give me a lesson. I 
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want to know how to behave myself at these parties. I 
would fain make myself agreeable if 1 knew how ; and 1 can¬ 
not be content to follow the example of the silent starers 
who surrounded me last night.” *' Notliing in the world is 
more simple,” said he ; you shall hear the account of vay own 
debttty and then judge for yourself. 1 have endeavoured to ex¬ 
plain to you, that in the world of fashion nothing is valued for 
its own sake. A man is invited out, as 1 told you b^ore, not 
for the pleasure that his coqipany affords, but for the credit 
which his company confers. Acting upon this maxim, 1 took 
care to inform myself, on the evening of ray first party, what 
other assemblies were held on the same night; and boldly 
fixing upon the modish Lady masquerade, I re¬ 

solved to have it supposed that 1 was one of the privileged 
swarm attendant upon the Queen-bee of fashion. Accordingly 
all I said to any body wasj “ How d’ ye do, 1 hope you are 
very well, Are you going to Lady * ♦ * *’s to-night ?” The 
general answer was in the negative, with the addition of a 
similar enquiry addressed to me: to which 1 answered,— 
“ Perhaps 1 may drop in by and by.” 1 dare say I uttered 
the same formulary a hundred times, and upon the capital 
of this single phrase,—•' How d’ye do, 1 hope you are very 
well. Are you going to Lady * * * *’s to-night ?” I was im¬ 
mediately set down f'or one of the most.polite, agreeable, witty, 
well-bred young men about town; I sowed winter-cards, and 
reaped spring-dinners, and invitations flocked in up^on me from 
all quarters ;—so you see what a queer thing fame^is.” 

Some time after this conversation with * * *, I received a card 
of invitation to a ball and supper at the Argyle Rooms, which 
displayed a splendid scene of luxury and magnificence. ' It was 
impossible not to do homage to the blaze of British beauty that 
shone forth on all sides; though perhaps 1 saw nothing that 
might not have been surpassed at New York, except in some 
few particulars where the superiority was rather due to the mil¬ 
liner and the dancing-master. 

We espied * * * among the dan<%rs, his cravat fashionably 
starched, his waist tightly skrewed; in short, the same ^tha- 
rio gallant and gay as ever. He soon joined our party. “ So,” 
said he, " 1 find in spite of your preaching you cannot keep out 
of the vortex.” " why,” said I, " I was persuaded to come, 
thinkingthat, as a foreigner, 1 ought to see one of your best balls, 
among the rest of your national curiosities.” "How lightly 
you seem to think,” said he, " of the honour conferred upon 
you by the invitation. It is well you are not to settle in London, 
for you would certainly never get on in the world. ■ JLjttle do 
you think of the pains and patience, the wriggling, and Creeping, 
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and crawling, that are ofteiv nsed, and used in vain, to gain 
admission into tiie number of that self-constituted set who take 
the lead and give the tone to London society. I really doubt 
whether it would not require less interest to make you a member 
of parliament than a member of Almack’s. It is not easy even 
to get a ticket to the Friday French play and ball, which is held 
weekly at these rooms, though this from its subordinate fashion 
is sarcastically entitled The R^ugejbr the Destitute ;—nor should 
you be insensible to the honour conferred upon you to-night. 
Of the seven hundred people now .that you see here, how many 
do you suppose are asked by the lady in whose house and at 
whose expense .the entertainment is given?” “How many?” 
said I, “ surely I don’t understand your question. Who else 
should ask them ?” “ Let me explain this matter,’’ said he, 
“ and then you will perceive how useful it is to a foreign travel¬ 
ler to have a native interpreter at his elbow, on all occasions, to 
enable him to penetrate beneath the surface; else he will only 
see the puppets playing, without any suspicion of the secret 
strings which really regulate their motions. You have perhaps 
already discovered that in England few people look straight¬ 
forward ; in the political world some look downwards; but in 
the fashionable world all look upwards. The great object of 

the ostensible hostess of the evening, Mrs.-, has been to 

rise a step in the scale of society; and to get within the range 
of that magic circle from which she has hitherto been excluded. 
To accomplish her purpose, she has given this splendid gala, 
but she was obliged to delegate the office of issuing invitations 
to four lady' patronesses, who condescendingly undertook to 
procure the attendan'fie of the haut-ton, and allowing the lady 
herself, as a mark of special favour, to ask of her own 
friends, reserved to themselves the absolute disposal of the re¬ 
maining six hundred and fifty tickets. The lady has so far 
gained her object, that to-morrow morning all these proud 
peeresses and titled dandies will leave their cards at her door; 
and she may be comprehended in their future invitations, but 
she will certainly lose the good will of her old friends, who 
camigt but feel offended at their present exclusion; so that, 
despised by her old associates, and disdained by her new ac- 
quaintaiifte, the balance-sheet will not prove much in her 
fovour.” 

“ Well^ Jonathan,” said I to myself, “ things are not yet 
come to this pass in Americaand so wishing * * *' good¬ 
night, I returned home to moralize upon the vanity of human 
nature. 
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11 y a parier qua toutc ii6c publique, tQUte conrcntion reque est une soltis^, 
<rar ellc a convcnoo att plus grand nombre,'* Ciiampfori. 

The stoics had a notion, which does not seem very far from 
the truth, that all persous who have not a controul over their 
passions arc mad ; and that ev^y foolish or immoral action is a 
symptom of insanity. However mortifying this doctrine may 
prove to certaingrave and dictatorial personages, itwould puzzle a 
casuist to draw the line in such a way as to suit all cases. So 
instinctively indeed is the notion inherent in men's minds, th xi 
it colours tneir ordinary discourse, and embodies itself in their 
popular adages. Hence, it may be concluded, has arisen the 
practice, so frequent in ci^illzed stores, of treating the insane 
like criminals, and whipping, chaining, and starving them, iu 
order to make them wiser for the future. 

Dr. Butler, bishop of Durham, once asked Dean Tucker 
whether he did not think it possible tliat whole communities of 
men might be seized with a fit of madness. This is so possible, 
or rather so much matter of fact, tliat the question should ratlier 
have been started whether communities are not always insane ; 
and do not pass incessantly iu something like a cycle, through 
all the different phases of mental malady of which the individual 
is susceptible. As far as recorded histoiy^ extends, the lucid 
intervals of civilized societies have been ” few and far between,” 
and generally of a very questionable character. The Spartans 
were manifest madmen; the insatiable ambition and lust of 
dominion of the Romans are decisive symptoms of insanity; 
the Crusaders were furious lunatics; the Cromwellians were re-* 
ligiously mad ; the people iu Charles the Second’s day were mad 
with debauchery; the Jacobites were political iriadmen ; the 
"South-sea speculators were avariciously mad ; the last gene¬ 
ration was revolution mad. and we are legitimate mad. In all 
ages and in all climes, tliere has not been wanting, in every na¬ 
tion, from forty thousand to four hundred thousand madmen 
ready to be shot, or run through the body, or sunk in the sea, 
or blown up into the air, for the mere amusement' of the specta¬ 
tors, and the gain of about a dozen or so of other madmen, 
whose hallucination is the lost of mismanaging public affairs. 

This wholesale species of lunacy is not, however, the subject 
of present consideration. There is so much more to be got by 
flattering the " mentis gratisshnus error^* of the day, and helping 
nations forward in* the prosecution of their insane disires, than 
in checking or contradicting them, that this branch of inquiiy 
is not worth investigation. In this respect great cominuiiiiiek 
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" n*entendent pas raillerie aad whoever presumes to be wiser or 
better than the rest, is sure to be himself treated as a madman, 
shunned, persecuted, shut up, chained, or fixed in the pillory 
perhaps, and may think himself very well off if he is not placed 
under a regimen which terminates on the scaffold. 

Neither is it much to the purpose to dwell upon certain insane 
trains of ideas, which, for a while epidemic, continue, notwith¬ 
standing all curative efforts, to infect the reasoning faculty of 
individuals for long series of ages. Such are alchemy, witch¬ 
craft, judicial astrology, and the like. It may, however, be 
worth, while to notice an insane notion, very operative in life, 
and the source of much misery, namely, the unreasonable belief 
in the existence of a metaphysical personage called “ luck,” a 
bmng of such surprising attributes as to reverse the order of na¬ 
ture, and to make things certain, that, if not impossible, are 
barely within the sphere of possibility. Madmen, under the in¬ 
fluence of this insane impression, abound round the gaming¬ 
tables at Paris; where they are seen eagerly staking their money, 
under the notion that this ens of their imagination will counter¬ 
act the pull of the table, and disarm the banker of the odds 
which the law of the game gives him over the punters. If the 
lottery were not one of the props of the throne and the altar, 
and so highly, esteemed by the Jirst moralists of the day, we 
might instance the English madmen who play half-crowns 
against shillings, and pit their luck against the 19,999 chances 
wnich stand between them and the great prize. 

Having said thus much,; cn passant, of epidemic insanity, re¬ 
turn we now to those sporadic cases which more properly belong 
to our subject. And in the first place one cannot but be struck 
*at the apparent contradiction of our laws; which, distinguish¬ 
ing between madman and madman, take from the lunatic the 
management of his e^te, although his mania may be that of 
accumulation; while they suffer another, whom they consider as 
a fool, to continue the master of his property, notwithstanding 
his daily waste of his means in the gratification of the most in¬ 
sane and disorderly propensities. Seneca notices the same ab¬ 
surdity in the Roman code. “ Insanire omnes stultos diximus : 
nec tamen omnes curamus elleboro; his ipsis quos vocamus in- 
sanos, et suffragium et jurisdictionem committimus.” 

There is something remarkably selfish in this disposition of 
our legislator^, who thus shrink from the trouble and expense of 
country mad-houses and chanceries upon a scale adequate to 
this class of patients j and because the unfortunates don^t bite 
or do, mischief, (being, as it is usually expressed, " nobody’s 
enemy but their own”) suffer them to go at rarge in society and 
ruin their health and fortune, for the exclusive benefit of quack- 
doctors and usurers. 
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This oversight of the law appears the more singular, when we 
reflect on the great care which it has taken of the interests of 
another species of ^maclmen, called in the technical jargon of 
legal science infants. If two persons of this description are mad 
enough to marry without consent of parents, no matter how 
suitable the match, or how long theymay continue to live toge¬ 
ther, the interests of their children’s children are sacrificed, to 
protect the parents from themselves. This notion is so extjui- 
sitely absurd, so injurious to society, and so unjust in practice, 
that we cannot but conclude the pertinacity with which it has 
gotten possession of certain brains is a decisive proof of their 
being tovched. Madness has been divided into erroneous sensi¬ 
tive impressions and erroneous notions concerning the proper¬ 
ties of things. Upon either of these counts it would be no diffi¬ 
cult process to convict a vast number of one’s acquaintance of 
insanity, who are by a gross abuse left at large to the misguide 
ance or their several hallucinations. Among the most common 
of these cases take the following : 

Biddy-is aftected with such an impression of her own 

personal charms, that during twenty years she has treated the 
whole sex with an excessive disdain, and has actually refused 
two unexceptionable matches, which might have made her 
happiness through life. The disease, as is usually the case, 
has gained ground by its continuance, and is now so rooted, 
that no admonitions of her toilet-glass can effect any change in 
her dress or pretensions: the symptoms, however, are so far 
altered, that tne cold and haughty disdain of her younger life is 
now dropped for a certain anxious, fluttering, fidgety restless¬ 
ness, when in mixed company, that readers her very troublesome 
to her neighbours. , Biddy never was pretty ; and now her per¬ 
ceptions of herself have become totally at variance with sound 
discretion, and produce an incongruity in all she says or does. 
Among the most striking overt acts of her insanity are no¬ 
ticeable, a smile, which continues to shew her teeth, notwith¬ 
standing the total disappearance of that lustre and whiteness 
that once rendered them rather agreeable; a pair of low-cut 
stays, exhibiting — nothing ; short petticoats, shewing —- too 
much ; a turned-up hat with a plume, cherry-coloured ribbons; 
and an insuperably craving desire to waltz. How say you, 
gentlemen of the jury ?—guuty or not guilty ? 

A nobleman who, from respect, cannot be named, is grievously 
afflicted with an insane impression that he has a good voice, and 
the absurd notion that he has a jtaste for music. In all other 
respects this worthy individual is rational and consistent He 
has, nevertheless, injured his fortune by entertainmg foreigners, 
has sung and played himself into Coventry, and haft broken up 
three musical charities, by singing louder than professional 
performers hired to bring a congregation. 
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T, T.. the lion of a imall but respectable farmer,* succeeded» at 
bis father’s death, to an estate^upon which he might have lived 
very comfortably, but for his misfortune hi going mad. His 
hallucination consists in imagining himself a genius. Every 
year this unfortunate gentleman suffers a severe paroxysm of his 
disorder, which gets no remission till he has printed, at his own 
expense, one or two volumes of prose or verse. These, like 
aetfier and opium, though they give temporary relief, ultimately 
aggravate the malady; and so disordered are his sensitive im- 

E ressions on this subject, that, though his warehouse is full and 
is purse empty, he does not perceive that no one purchases or 
reads his productions. 

T. W, has a young and beautiful wife, and a lovely family of 
infants dependent on him for support. His nervous system is 
so deranged, that the application of spirituous and fermented 
fluids to his gustatory nerves excites the most exaggerated and 
false impressions of pleasure, producing an inordinate and in¬ 
sane avidity for this indulgence. The wretched man is not 
conscious tnat he has lost the confidence of his employers; he 
does not even see the goal that yawns to receive him; and he is 
totally insensible to a swelling m his right side, a swollen pair 
of legs, and the jaundice, which discolours his skin. Common 
sense is sufficient to shew that the gentleman is stark mad. 

Whoever has given the slightest attention to this branch of 
nosology, will remark tlie extreme modesty with which the fore¬ 
going cases have been selected: the more grievous alienations 
of mind being passed over, w^hich are usually given in charge to 
the masters of penitentiaries and the public executioner. Of 
such cases, indeed, it must be admitted, that if the practice is 
not successful, it is by no means from the want of severity in 
the administration of remedies. 

Enough, however, has been shewn, in ihe lawyer’s phrase, to 
make out a case for going before parliament and soliciting its 
attention, in an humble petition, in behalf of those unhappy 
maniacs who are eminently unfit for the management of them¬ 
selves. The objfct of such a petition should be, to establish a 
number of district boards, similar to those which existed under 
the income-tax acts, for inquiring into the condition of each 
individuars yoi/c, and reporting on his fitness to be left at large ; 
and to provide a suitable number of places of safe custody, 
especially in tl^e vicinity of our Universities, for undertaking 
the cure of such cases as are not wholly desperate : all others 
to he consigned to prisons, workhouses, and penitentiaries, 
which should henceforward bear the appellation of ** hospitals 
for incurables." To one or other of these places should be im¬ 
mediately confined : All persons who spend more money on a 
vixen mistress than an amiable wife. All bachelors of sixty 
who want to marry their maids. All persons who have ventured 
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more than three times unsuccessfully in the lottery. All incor¬ 
rigible sots. All men who, having me means of an honourable 
livelihood, submit to the degradation of a patron. All men 
going in debtwithout a certainty of being able to pay. All young 
tradesmen beginning life, attorneys’ clerks, &c. kc. who keep a 
dog-cart, or go more than once a-week to the half-price at the 
theatre. All quarrelsome persons and professional duellists, 
without discrimination. All persons given to practical Joh.eB. 
All private actors above C ) years of age. All persons gomg to 
law, who can settle their case by arbitration. Ail persons con¬ 
victed of admiring-’s hexameters, -’s tragedies,-'s 

speeches in parliament or at the bar—(the blanks to be filled 
up by a jury of critics.)_ M. 


OLD BOOKS. 

Chuckling over some black-letter jest in the British Mu¬ 
seum the other day, I looked round for a sympathetic phiz, 
to which I might communicate my mirth;—in vain—every eye 
was fixed to the page, and desperately poring. ’Twas impossible 
for me, brimming over with some of the goodum of George 
Peele, to betake myself again to his right merry and ‘ conceitede 
jestes’, till my risible impulses had somewhat subsided; so 
leaving my eyes to themselves, they involuntarily began to 
study the physiognomy, or as Lavater would have it, the pa- 
thognomy of my mute companions. The first glance distin¬ 
guished them in two classes, but what were the differences and 
characteristics of each, I could not discover for some time, 
till after a long and eager gaze a kind of film, the a^Xi/c oc vpty 
iwtfer seemed to depart and leave my vision free. I could then 
clearly perceive the fluid, which, according to the Cartesian 
doctrine, conveys the impressions from the page to the brain. 
From some of the volumes, which I discovered to be in the old* 
and the black letter, it arose, rich like incense, exhilarating the 
features and enlivening the eye; every thought that it commu¬ 
nicated seemed to generate associations ad itifinitum, while 
aroimd the mouth of the reader there played a happy and dim¬ 
pling consciousness, that he imbibed the ^nuine nectar—the 
bottled Falernian of old days. From those, which I found to 
be the moderns, and which were comparatively few, it was a 
pale and unsubstantial vapour, in which hung the hebetated 
aspect of the reader, like a rake in his good behaviour over 
some hot tea, anxious to sip and finish, and with the appear¬ 
ance of weariness almost amounting to slumber: scarcely an idea 
was borne up by the fluid; and it seemed to be rj^ther an opiate 
to relieve from thoughti than any thing calcum^d to excite it. 

When I recollected myself, however, and perceived that 
George Peele W’as evaporating to no purpose, being too much 
taken up with my discovery to pay him any attention, 1 closed 
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his spirit, and delivered him to the porter, that he might be 
laid with his fellows. 

After arriving at home, 1 doubted that .all this might have 
been a deception,—a hisns somewhat akin to Ferriars inge> 
nious theory of apparitions. Subsequent trials have convinced 
me of its r^ity, and experience has enabled me to distinguish, 
at the first glance, the reader of Caxton, or De Worde, from 
him.;that enjoys the felicity of using a paper knife as he pro¬ 
ceeds. I have since perceived, that the worthy Mr. Crayon 
met a similar adventure in the same place; 'tis to be hoped 
his stoiy of the vision is true, as such can be his only excuse 
for falling foul of that industnous company of quoters. Geof¬ 
frey, however, is lethargip by nature, and not improbably 
slumbered, even in the Harleian. 

Could the famous legend of Munchausen be relied on as 
authentic, we might find a solution of this phenomenon in the 
similar one of the tiihnpeter, whose melody became frozen in 
the'horn, but afterwards thawed in the genial atmosphere of 
the chimney-corner, to the no small astonishment and delight 
of the auditors. It has been thus withithe old authors: they 
have been long frozen up and unheard of, but now the congeal- 
ment melts apace,—their essence is in the ears and nostrils of 
all, and redeems with its mellow and racy spirit the vapid at¬ 
mosphere of the day. What aeroscopic can measure the density 
and extent of vis literaria drawn for these twenty years past 
from tile remains of Burton alone, from Browne, or the old 
dramatists, in whose steam millions of ephemeral fry are daily 
engendered, or Montaigne, who was broached before any of 
them, and is still inexhausted. Indeed the classification is in¬ 
correct, as Montaigne was never in oblivion and unpillaged; 
witness the La</y in Volpone : 

“ Lail. Here’s Pastor Fido. 

Volp, Profess obstinate silence, 

That’s now my safest. 

Lad. All our English writers, 

I mean such as are happy in th’ Italian, 

Will deigh to steal out of this author mainly, 

Almost as much as from Montaignie, 

He hath so modem and facile a vein, 

Fittmg the time and catching the court ear." 

Not a day passes but some long-buried treasure is tumbled 
into view; and it is the astonishment of the present age how 
such could have so long la.in neglected. 

The literati the intervening centuries were too much oc¬ 
cupied in admiring and adTanciUjg themselves, to trouble their 
heads much about the merits of their predecessors. Into the 
few eTEinent they dipped, and formecl, or at least pretended to 
form, an acquaintance; all the rest passed sub sUeniio. In 
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eager pursuit After petty gains and coffee-house ascendancy, 
they scorned the fatiguing paUi. of letiming, and supplied with 
arrogance their deficiency in erudition,—they studied externals, 
—the fashions and whimsies of their contemporaries,—rread men' 
more than books,—forgot their character of authojp»,—talked 
what they should have written, and wrote what had better been 
spoken. > 

These were the days of the aristocracy of literature, and we 
must condemn the government, however we may admire the 
powers of its upholders, from the irascible Dryden, the mild 
Addison, and the profound Johnsoh^' alike may be adduced 
examples of bold ignorance and arrogant decisions, scarcelj re¬ 
deemable by the genius that pronounced them. If pr&nates 
of modern criticism are severe, they are at blast learned;j^^and it 
requires, at the present day, more than a mere mistatement of 
facts to support the character of a critic. 

During this unfavourable dynasty the treasures of eld lay hid ; 
and ’twas lucky for them,—else, dragged to the bar of such 
crooked justice, and condemned as unworthy, we might have 
been awed by great names into a neglect of them, and not have 
had the courage to reverse the decision and judge for ourselves. 
But adversity wore for them, as for all, “ the precious jewel in its 
head—the sum of their fame is repaid, and with interest,—they 
have arisen, reverend with age and fresh with new birth,— 
they unite the superlative attractions of being at once both new 
and old, and gratify the curiosity of the light bas-bleu as well as 
the adora vis of the virtuoso. They have been uncovered like 
the remains of Herculaneum or Pompeii, and found, just as they 
were buried, with their youth all redolent upon them; and not 
only afford pleasure as beautiful specimens of genius, but have 
gained from the rust of oblivion the supererogatory character 
of being a marvel and a show. 

“ ’Tis very beautiful for three hundred years back,” is an in¬ 
voluntary sentiment, w'hich will arise notwithstanding the point- 
blank contradiction of all experience ;—with the unlettered and 
the novice it has its full weight, and even with the more versed 
it creates a strong and unconscious prepossession in favour of an¬ 
tiquity. One black-letter beauty is worth a dozen in Davisop’s 
or in Ballantyne’s types; and wheb transported into the. latter, 
how do the quotations from ' Old Play’ outshine the lesser lights 
of modern composition !^. Compare tl^f^most pomdar./:pu^ets 
of Pope with the simple ^d diffuse ^sages fromi^hieh they 
are borrowed and condens^ anff see if the piqmn0 simplicity 
and quaintness of ‘ auncienttiif’^ill not outbalance..jthe art and 

mellifluence of the Twit’nam bard, 

• * < 

Love free as air, at sight of liuman ties, 

Flits his light wings,' and in a moment flies.” 
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“ liOvc will not be oonstrcin’d by maistrie; 

Whan maistrie <(5nicth, the €h>d of love anon 
Beteih bis nrmg% and farewell he is gonl” Chavcer. 

Ojr the more famed ejxclamation Heloise— 

, “ Not Caere’s em})resB would 1 deign to prove, 
iJ* No-—jn®c TOO mistress to the man I love”— 

witli the original, put into th« mouth of the same personage by 
Jean de Meun, in the Roman de la Rose—• 

“ Se I’Empereur qui est h Romme, 

Soubz qui doyvent estre tout bomraci 
Me daignoit'prendre pour sa femme, 

Rt me ihirc du monde dame, 

Si vouldroyc ores mieux, dist-ellc, 

Et I^u a tesmoing en appdlc, 

Estth ta putain appellqo, 

Qu’csittb Emperiere couronne6.” —Line 9232. 

Meeting such anticipations) as we may tenderly call them, is 
■ a. terrible shock to the esteem in which we held the favourites of 
our schoplboy-days. The taste feels a rc-action, and places its 
former lords somewhat below even their merited standard, thus 
taking revenge of what it justly deems a deception; and, like a 
thing that is impelled up one height by the impetus acquired in 
descending another, gives itself to the admiration of all that 
bears the stamp of antiquity, with an ardour indescribable to 
those who have never experieiioed it. 

Supreme felicity consists in zeal and excitement: if the ob¬ 
ject of pursuit be altogether ideal, and the pleasure all anticipa¬ 
tion, oppression of mind, or the dull realities of life, are ever apt 
to interfere, and dissipate the agreeable illusionthere is no¬ 
thing tangible, ho hold for the mind to cling to, in the hours of 
dulness and apathy, and thought’s * dead low-water.’ If the ob¬ 
ject be worldly and substantid, it is only calculated to fill the 
longing of the heavy and unexcited soul; to such it affords plea¬ 
sure, because it gives employment, and, by establishing a habit, 
relieves it from the fatigue of uncertainty and choice. But 
where the ideal and substantial are united-*-where there is room 
for the fancy to play, as well as the judgment to be satisfied—and 
where the pursuit is in that medium between the serious and the 
light, that it may be deemed cither an occupation or amuse¬ 
ment —then is the goal to be sought by, those possessed of wis¬ 
dom and leisure, and who have too iiroch warm blood in their 
Teias 0) re^lwontentejNrilJ^'tho sagi^ but unpoetical precept of 
* nit adnaHiri.’ * ' v “<• 

If i^i$ union is to be found if^iany occupation, it is in the 
study of diTliquit^ in w'hiii-sone^ faiay either dip or dive, be pro¬ 
found or trifling, be zealous^wMioilt being anxious—or, what is 
the most difficult of all, be vain without becoming unamiabic. 

Y. 
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A HOST of dramatic writers started up in the Inten^al between 
Jodellc, the inventor of the art, and Hardy, the c^tem^rary of Shak^ 
speare and Lopes de Vega. The principal were La Peruse, Grmia^ 
the younger Baif, the two La Tailles, aud Gamier, A considertlble 
improvement wag soon made upon the style and manner of Jod^lle. 
The dramatic career was grhatly enlarged—the whole of the Greek 
theatre, and the tragedlsg of Seneca were translated—some of the 
most memorable incidents, in ancient history, scriptural and profane, 
were dramatized. The romantic poets of modern Italy also began to 
furnish subjects and personages to the drama. The first piece worth 
notice is the ** A/ecfea” o! La Peruse^ closely imitated from Seneed, 
Every body is acquainted with the atory of Medea, and consequently 
with the fable of this play. The subjoined passage, in which this ter¬ 
rific heroine respires her vengeance in curses upon Uie faithless Jason, 
shews a great improvement already in the language. This merit, 
however, appears not to have wholly belonged,to the author. His 
play is said to have been retouched by a distinguished contemporary, 
Svevole da St, Martlaij the most accomplished scholar, the most 
leained magistrate, the most virtuous citizen of his time ; who, by his 
eloquence, public services, and patriotism, obtained, like Cicero, the 
precious title of father of his country. 

f DIeux qui avez le soin des lois du manage; 

Vous aussy qui brldcz des vans emeus la rage, 

Kt quaiid fibred vous plaist, les lascher sur ia incr; 

Faites hidcusemeut dots sur Hots ecumer! 

Dicu, vengeur des forfaicts, qiii royilemeiit desserres, 

Sur le chef des aieschans, tes celatans tomicrres ; 

Dicu, qui chassant la nuit, de tes rayons epars, 

Dcssus tout Tunivers, luisant de toutes parts; 

Dicu des profouds inanoirs, toy sa ch^re rapine, 

CoiqKihlc dc incs inaux, DeV-sse Proserpine; 

Vous, O Dieus, que jura le paijure Jason, 

Par nioy, xneschantc helas! seigneur de laToison: 

Je vous attesle tous, tous, tous, je vous appelc 
Au spectacle piteulx de xna juste querellc! 

Et vous, ombres d’Enfers, teinoins de mes secrets, 

Oyez ma triste voys, oyez lues durs regrests! 

Furies! accourez, ct dans vos mains sanglantcs, 

Horribletnent portez vos torches nolrcissantcs j 

« The Editor begs to remind his readers, that he docs not consider himself pledgeil 
to support all the various (pinions expressed by his contributors ou subjects of 
literatin-c. 

t Ye Gods who vindicRtc the marriage-veW^You, too, who bridle the wind's 
> and tempest's rage, or at your wRl loose them upon the waters, lot wave on wave 
^ foam hideously \ Thou God, av^piger of guilly^ dei'ds, who dost, relentless, dart thy 
lightning on the chief of the wicked-^i^Thou God, jgio with thy iliffused rays dost 
) dispel night from the universe—Thou God of the, cfiK deep regions, and'^thou, his 
'^dear rapt bride, Proserpine, cause ■pf’nqf calarrliities—Yon, O go^, invoked by 
\peijured Jason, whom 1, wicked oop, made lord of the Fleece : 1 attest, 1 invoke 
You all to the spectacle of my piteous'Wrongs 1 And you, shades of Hell, you who 
4re in the secret of my sorceries, hear' my sad voice, hear my hard repentance ! 
V Furies, hither \ and, in your blood-stxuacd hands, liear horribly your ghastly 
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V’^enez en tel ^tat, tel horreur, tel emoy, 

Que viustes iil’accord du Jason et dc inoy, 

Les yens etlucellans, la monstreuse criniere 
Sifllantc sur Ic dos d'une horrible nianicre, 

Mettez Ic deloyal cn sy grande fureur. 

Par VOS serjjeus cheveus, que vcn^eant son erreur, 

Luy-mesme, de scb mains^ hourr^lement meurdrisse, 

Lc filz, le Roy, sa fame, et que toujours ce vice ^ 

Becquette scs pulmons, sans qii’il puisse moiirir; 

Mais, par liens incoguus enragenieiU courir, 

Pauvre, banny, crainiif, odicux, miserable, 

Nc trouvaiit nomme scul qui lui soU favorable, &c. 

This speech would deserve the praise of tragic ))nwcv as well as 
expression, if the thoughts were not taken, both by the author and 
his original, Seneca, from the Greek Medea. 

Jacques Grevin, a physician, appears to have been the first 
who dramatized the death of Cxsar. Tiierc are resemblances be¬ 
tween his play and the tragedy of Shakspeare; but only such as arose 
.from their having drawn from the same historical sciurccs. It is a 
feeble performance, wriltcii in the author's youth.—The following re- 
fiectioii of the chorus on the death of Cirsar, is at lea^t pointed : 

* Ah ! la Nature cst plus inaratre 
Aux homines qu’autres aniriiaux j 
Et scmble, que pur travaux 
Nous payons asscz la raison. 

It concludes with Antony's display of Cs'sar's bloody mantle to the 
soldiers (not the people), in order to incite them to revenge his death. 

Jean de la Taillk, a lawyer, but w'ho abandoned jurisprudence 
for poetry, produced several pieces. The best is his Madness of Saul*' 
a tragedy taken from the Bible. He drew freely and judiciously 
upon the sacred text. His plot is tolerably constructed ; and in the 
character of Saul, there are, in the midst of horror aud extravagance, 
strong traits of terror, pathos, and elevation. Saul, just recovered 
from a paroxysm of frenzy, in which he had made dreadful bavoek upon 
the lives of those around him, by decapitation and torture, asks of 
God how he had brought the divine wrath upon his head. 

f Hdas! toujours Ic vent la grand mer nVsmeust, 

Toujour Phiver nc dure ct J*air toujour ne plcut; 


torches. Come clothed in horror and dismay, as when you witnessed tny yielding 
to Jason: your eyes flashing fire, aud your monstrous ringlets hissing hornl)ly 
adown your backs. Inspire the traitor with such fury, that, avenger of his own 
guilt, he shall, with his own hands, be murderous executioner of king, wife, child 
•^aud ever let this fury convulse Lis lungs, without power to die j but, wan¬ 
dering a maniac through unknown lands, let him live the exiled victim of want, 
fear, wretchedness, execration*~not finding one amongst the human race to look 
favourably upon him. 

* Ah ! Nature is more a stepmother to men than to other living creatures. It 
would seem tliat by our dc^ny to toil and suffering we dearly pay the privilege or 
reason. 

t A1 hs 1 the wind does not always vex the troubled sea; harsh winter doth noj 
last alna/s with cold and rain—every thii g hath a close. Alust then thy endurin^ 
wrath, oh, great God ! be on me ever, without end! Oh ! I am over-much hate^ 
of thee, and of men also. I have a thousand cares, and no one careth for me. 
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Tout prend finfaut-il done que ta longue cliolere, 

O grand Dieu! dessus moy sans cesse persevere ? 

Je suis hay de toy et des honime aussy; 

J*ay cent mille soucys, nul n’a dc moy souci. 

Mais dy i’occasion d’une sy grand haine ? 

Dy la raison pour quoy j’endurc telle peine ? 

helas! qu^ay*je fait? qu’ay-Je^ las 1 m^ritd 
Que tu dpives ainsy toujour eatre irritd? 

An attendant, taking'advantage of the lucid moment, tells him it was 
because he had spared the life of Agag. Saul replies: 

* Pour cstTc done huinain j*esprouve sa cholere, 

El pour estre rruel il m^cst done debonnaire ? 

He, sire, sire, las! faut-il done qu’un vainqueur 
Plutost que de pitie, use fier dc rigueur? 
lu que, sans regarder qu’uiie telle fortune 
Est aussy bien a luy qu’u scs vaincus commune, 

Egorge tant de gents r Vaut-il pas mieux avoir 
Esgara a quelqtie honiicur qu*a nostre grand pouvoir? 

But to do justice to this most tragic subject was reserved for the 
genius of ALFiEni. Jacques de la Taille, the brother of the 
aboveiucntioned, also wrote tragedies ; the most remarkable of which 
is ** The Death of Alexander'* This play abounds with two vices 
which are but too prevalent in Shakspeare—ringing changes upon 
words, and a disposition to the unnatural and gigantesqne. One of 
Ihe coiispirato^ having invited Alexander to Ihe feast at which he is 
to be poisoned; says, (aside). 

VaJ va ! O ficr tyrau, la here tyraniiie 
Sera par des gents fiers, bien ficrement puiiie.*' 

This set.s translation at defiance. 

The following speech, in which Alexander vents his agony under the 
eftccts of the poison, resembles the forcil)le but somewhat exaggerated 
speech of King John, in a similar situation, and, though still at a 
sober distance, the bombastic deliratioii of Lee's tragedy on tbe same 
subject:—■ 

*1' Melas 1 voyez que e’est qui mes poulmons cinpicrc, 

Qui englace moii sang et mes entraillcs serre ! 

Ah I quelle peste, helas! csl-ce nui, sans repos, 

Me tranche tout le cu?ur, m’ecarbouille Ics os? 

Sors, sors, quiconquc fais dans moy ta garnison. 

Viens avant, sans me prendrf^ cn telle trahison. 

Pourquoy assailles-tu mes membres en cachette ? 

Dy-moy quy t’a donn6 Pentree sy sccrette, 

tell the cause of this thy hate—tell why 1 am thus made to suffer. Alas ! what 
have 1 done, what guilt committed, that thou must he always thus in anger ? 

* For being piti&l, then, 1 suffer his anger i and had I been cruel, he would be 
kind to me. Oh, Lord, Lord! must then a conqueror bo harsh, not pitiful, and, 
without calling to mind that the vanquished lot might be his own, cut so many 
throats ? Is it not better to consult our Uumittiity than our great power? 

f Alas t HOC, what is it that attachs my lungs, thfit freezes my blood, and rack.s 
my vitals ? Ah! what plague is this that, ever without rest, cuts my heart all 
through,—^bums my bones to cinder ? Out! out! whoever thou bcest, that within 
me hast garrisoned thee. Confront me, and do not take me thus, like a coward- 
traitor. Why dost attack my limbs in auibiish thiii!i ? Tell me who hath given 
thee this so secret entrance within me, thou plague ? What Moorish ihore^ 

K 2 



124 


French (^nd English Tragedi/. 

O peste! tic mon corps f Dy quel rivage More, 

Quelle terre pontique et quelle Circe encore 
T*a protluit pour aompter Alexandre invincible? 

Est-cequelque couleuvrc, ou quelqueaspic horrible? 

I^s, dy-moy quy tu cs 1 qu’a tout le moms je saclie 
Qiiy cst inon enneiny, qui dedans inoy se cache, 

Pour me laire mourir. ('ertes qiuconque sois 
Main a main conire moy venir tu ii’oserais. 

The younger Baif was natural son of Lazare Bai f (already men¬ 
tioned), an ecclesiastic, by a Venetian lady, with whom he had an 
amour whilst on an embassy to that republic. This reverend ambas¬ 
sador of Francis the First appears to have represented with a curious 
fidelity the gallantry and love-letters which distinguished that ge¬ 
nerous and, for his time, accomplished and enlightened prince. Tlie 
son, like the father, chiefly applied himself to giving translations, 
greatly improved, from the Greek and Roman dramatists. He is, how¬ 
ever, chiefly remembered for two experiments tried by him upon the 
poetic language of his country—the introduction of blank verse, and 
the adoption of the dactylic and spondaic measure of the Greeks and 
Latins. The first project was not even noticc<l; the second, upon 
which he had set his heart, and tried to stamp his name in the title 
of Verst Baifius, was noticed for derision. Our own laureat's recent 
trial of the latter experiment upon the English language, presents an 
edifying coincidence. 

Between 15(50 and 1570, French tragedy w^as adWiccd a step by 
Rokert Gaknier, who united in himself, and with distinction, the 
several characters of a law’ycr, a judicial magistrate, a lieutenant- 
general, and a poet. He imitated the ancients with considerable 
taste, and derived from them a finer sense of the difference between 
rudeness and elegance of style, with improved skill in rendering his 
dialogue dramatic. Eight pieces by him have been preserved, viz. 

The Death of Portia,” founded on the <lefeat of Philippi^ and the 
death of Brutus; — The Death of Cornelia, (wife of Pompey)” 
founded on the tyranny of the triumvirate Marc Antony f — 

HippolyinSy^ imitated from Euripides;—“ The 7Voas,” from Se¬ 
neca;— Antigonef^ from Sophocles ;—** Sedecias, or the 
taken from Scripture; and ** Bradamante,^^ from the Orlando Furiosto. 
It is difficult to select a specimen which should give a precise esti¬ 
mate of tl]c talent, of Gamier. Uis most conspicuous beauties of 
thought arc scarcely his own, being imitated from the ancients. His 
finest speeches arc taken from Sophocles, Euripides, Seneca, 
Virgil, Lucan, and his best choruses from Pindar and Horace. 
No extract, for nearly the same reason, will give an idea of his 
manner. It varied with the original, which he imitated for the moment, 
whether tragic, epic, lyric, or even pastoral. The following lines 
from his Death of Portia'^ aflbrd an example of that beautiful 


what pontic Umd, or what Cuce hath produc ed thee, another monster, to vanquish 
Alexander the invincible ? Is it sonic serpent, or hoirid aspic ? alas! tell me what 
thou^ art, that at least 1 may know who is my enemy that lurks within me to lake 
my life. Certos, whoever thou bcest, thou darcst not meet me hand U> hand. 
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blending of the fanciful with the pathetic, which is so exquisitely 
touched hy Shakspeare and some of his contemporaries. A mes¬ 
senger announces to Portia that Antony had ordered the body of 
Brutus to be embalmed, and conveyed to her by sea, for the pur- 
j>ose of receiving the honours of Roman burial. Portia, after 
reproaching the gods with injustice and cruelty, in having allowed 
wrong to ])revail over right, and three tyrants to triumph over the 
virtue of Brutus, and the liberties of Rome, thus apostrophizes the 
sea, which bears back the body of her husband :— 


* Vous deloyalc iner, quy cuurbastes Ic dos 
Sous nos vaisseaux arni^^s, ct quy dessus vos flols 
Fistes voguer nion Brute, au lieu de me Ic rendre 
Vous inc rendez un cor])s pret de reduire eri cendre ! 
Vous ne I’cutes pas tel coiiuiils a vostre Toy ! 

Vous le pristez vLvant, \ivant rendcz-Ic moy! 

O folic que jc suy! O folic d'cslimer 
Que loyanlc sc Irouvc cn la parjuie mcr! 


The plot of ins “ Hippoh/tus'^ is, in some scenes, managed 
with more force than by Euripides or Racine. Phmdra, in llie 
fourih act, no longer able to controiil the fervour of her passion, 
tlirows her arms round the neck <>f Ilippoly tus. The young ]>rinee, 
Jired with iudiguation, draws bis sword to kill her. The unliappy 
ijuceri bares her bosom to the stroke; the sw'ord di'ops from his hand, 
and she retires, overwhelmed with sliamt. Theseus in the mean 
lime arrives, and insists, by menaces, upon knowing from the nurse, 
<he cause of the confuhiou and terror which he iliuU in his house. 
Pluedra hears wliat is passing, and dreading lest the nurse should 
disclose the trutli, rushes in with the sword dropped by Hippolytus, 
and presents it to Tlicseus, ns tliat which the violator of her person 
had left behind liiiii iu his flight, ha\ing drawn it against lior life. 
Theseus receives the sword, recognises it for that of his own son, 
inul claims from Neptune the pledged fullilracnt of his fatal prayer. 
PhaMira survives, and learns the dreadful death of the Prince ; 
weeps over his mangled body, vindicates his innocence, and confesses 
her own shame, in language full of pathos and remorse:— 


•f Hippolyte! llippolytc! liclas! je romps Ic cour.^ 
Par uuc ardcnlc amour de vos piidiqucs jours ! 
Pardoui'c/-moy, ma vie, ct sous la sepulture 
N’cijfcniiez indlgnd ccstc implacable injure. 


* Thou traitor sea, that didst bond thy vassal back houcath our armed ships, aud 
<Udst upon thy waves proudly bear my Brutus; instead of restoring him to me, you 
bring me a corpse ready for the tomb. It was not thus you received him com¬ 
mitted to vour faith. You I'eceived him iKdng—living irivo him back to me. 

« 

Oh ! fool that I lun. Oh \ fool to'tliink that any faith or pity existeth in the of(- 
[wijurod sea, 

+ Hippolytus Hippolytus \ 1 break the thread of thy pure life, by my burning 
passiou. Forgive me, and do not, oh thou beloved, bear indignant within the 
tomb, implacable revenge for this my erime. 1 have murdered thee, Ilippo- 
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I 

Je suis ^ostrc homicide^ Hippolyte! je suis 
Celle quy vous enfenne aux inf'eniales nuits ; 

Aluis de inon sang lascif je vay purger PofTence 
yue j^ay coniiiiise a tort coiUre vosire innocence. 

*«««««« 

Mon ccEur quc tremble-tu ? quelle soudaitic horreur. 

Quelle horreur frissonantc alcntist la furcur ? 

Quelle afTreuse Alegcre a mes yeux se prcbente ? 

Quels serpens encordes, quelle torche flambantc. 

Quelle rive escumeuse et quel fleuve groudant. 

Quelle rouge fournaisc horriblement ardent? 

All! ce sent Ics enfers, cc les sont, ils m’altendeul, 

Et pour me recevoir Jeurs cavemes ils fendent. 

Adieu! soleil luisant, liiisant soleil adieu !. 

Adieu, triste Thes^e! adieu funebre lieu! 

II cst tenjps de mourir: sus, que nion sang oiidoye 
Sur ce corps trespass^, ike. &c. 

In his tragedy of “ Comdia,' the widow of Poinpey relates Ihc 
following dream, diHusely, but eloquently, imitated from the appari¬ 
tion of liector iu the iEneid:— 

• ^Deja la iiuit mucite, ayant faiet long sejour, 

7’ournoit plus loin dii soir quc dc Piuibc (Iu jour, 

«««««« - 1 ^ 

Quand d’uii petit soniineil ^s’il faut ainsy nonimcr 
Un cstourdissement quy nous vient assoinincr) 

Coulc dedans mes yeux inusitds au somnic. 

Las et charg(5s des pleurs du deuil quy me consomme. 

Et voicy quc je vois i>r(?s de inon lict moiteux 
Le funebre Pomp^, d’un visage piteux, 

PAlc, et lout descharni^, non tel qu'il souloit cslrc 
Kn trioinphc purtt? parniilc peuple maistre, 

Et que dedans un throsne i1 voyoit a scs pieds 
Les Koys de gros cordcaux centre Ic dos lies, 

11 estoit triste, aliVeux, Ics yeux creux, et la face. 

La bail)e, et les cheveiix olius de sang et de crassc. 

lytus ! It is 1 who shut thee captive in the dungeon of infernal night. But 
Illy own unchaste blood shall wash out my crime against thy innocence, ***»*■ 
My heart, why trcmblest thou ? What sudden shuddering horror congeals thy 
rage ? Wiat horrid furv appears before, my eyes ? What coiled serpent, what 
fluuiing torch, what foaming wave, what roaring current, what red furnace bla^ing 
horribly! Ah ! it is Hell, it is, it is. Hell that opens to receive me in its caverns. 
Adieu, thou shining sun, bright sun adieu; farewell, sad llicscus—this mournful 
spot farewell. It is time to die. Come ! let my blood jRow upon this dear mangled 
corse, &c. &c. 

* Already silent night, having made a tedious stay, had passed the midway 

between evening and mondug.when a light sleep (if 1 may so call 

the numbness of thought which overcomes us) flows on my eyes unused to repose 
—^wearied and surcharged with tears for the sorrow which consumes me. And 
behold 1 sec by iny moistened pillow, the buried Pompey, hU visage piteous, sad, 
pale, and disfigured ; ah ! not such as he was wont to be, when carried in triumph 
amidst the sovereign people, or when, seated on a throne, he beheld at his feet 
Icings manacled with clumsy cords. He looked raournfi]], frightful, his eyes sunken. 
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Treuch and JinglishfjPragedt/. 

Un ]hiceul> tuul iiaigncux, h son dos s’csteudoit, 

Quy jusque aux talons deschird luy penduit. 

Ji desserra ses dents dc peaiix toutes couvertes; 

Puis ceste voix sortist, qtiand il les eust ouvertes: 

Vous donnez, Comclie, et vostre pere et nioy, &c. 

llif; 3Iarc~Antony though it possessed no other beauty, would 
deserve notiee^or the following single verse, which anticipates the 
stately and atfming grandeur of Corneille, when the iiobleness^and 
simplicity of that great poet are least impaired by declamation. 
Marc-Antony, vanquished at Actium, betrayed by Cleopatra, and 
abauduned by all the world, exclaims, 

“ Jc demeure tout seul, resle de ina fortune V* 

The image here is the more powerful from being but barely, indeed 
imjK'rfectly, sketched by the poet. The imagination of the reader 
coia])letes it heyoiKl (he utmost touching and colouring of language in 
detail. It presents Antony with all the moral attributes of his former 
greatness magnified by pity,—himself, sole surviving remnant of his 
w'l'ecked fortunes, cast naked upon the beach. ** Jiradamante" 
tliough the most elaborate, as well as the last of Garnier^s per¬ 
formances, more tlian counterbaiaiiced the improvement whicluhis 
preceding pieces had niaile in the drama. It was the first of that 
monstrous species called tragi-comedy, a thing so utterly absurd in its 
essence, as to carry a solecism of expression in its very title. ** Bra- 
damante^* as the name suggests, was taken from the Orlando 
Furioso. That bewitching poem, by its chivalrous sentiment, ro¬ 
mantic adventure, gorgeous magnificence—by its draughts of valour, 
beauty, glory, and love, mingled as in an enchanted cup, seems to 
have fascinated Gurnier's imagination, and extinguished his purer 
taste. Thus early di<i the romantic dame commence that dispute for 
empire with the classic Muse, which divides the literature of imagina¬ 
tion throughout Europe at the present day. The way once open, 
tragi-comedy, no longer an association of the grave and gay, but a 
mixture of horror w^ith libertinism and buffoonery, overspread the 
drama, until it reached its acme and its death in Francis Hardy, the 
contemporary of Shakspeare, and predecessor of Corneille. 

W. 


bis face, liearcl, and hair covered and clotted with miry gore. A sbroud, all 
bloody, torn, hung from his shoulders to his heels. He unclosed his teeth all 
covered with skin, and these words came forth, “ Thou slcepvst, Cornelia,” &c. 
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ADUUESS TO THE MUMMY AT BELZONl's EXUIBITION- 

And thou hast walk*d about (how strange a story 1) 

In Thebes’s streets three thousand years ago. 

When the Memnonium was in all its glory, 

And Time had not begun to overthrow 
Those tem|)les, palaces, and piles stupendous. 

Of which the very ruins are treiiLeiidous. 

Speak ! for thou long enough hast acted Dummy, 

Thou hast a tongue—come—let us hear its tune^ 

'ITiou’rt standing on thy legs, above-ground. Mummy t 
Revisiting the glimpses of the moon. 

Not like thin ghosts or disembodied creatures. 

But with thy hones and flesh, and limbs and features. 

Tell us—^for doubtless thou canst recollect. 

To whom should wc assign the Sphinx’s fame ; 

Was Cheops or Cephrenes architect 
Of cither l\rannd that bears his name? 

Is Pompey’s Pillar really a misnomer ? 

Had Thebes a hundred gates, as sung by Homer ? 

Perhaps thou wert a Mason, and forbidden 
By oath to tell the mysteries of thy trade,— 

Then say what secret melody was hidden 

In Meninon’s statue which at sun-rise play’d ? 

Perhaps thou wert a Priest—if so, iny struggles 
Are vuiii, for priestcraft never owns its juggles. 

-Perchance that very hand, now pinion’d flat. 

Has hnb-a-nob'd with Pharaoh, glass to glass ; 

Or dropp’d a halfpenny in Homer’s hat. 

Or dofi*’d thine own to let Queen Dido pass. 

Or licid, by Solomon’s own invitation, 

A torch at the great Temjde’s dedication. 

1 need not ask thee if that hand, when arm’d. 

Has any Roman soldier maul’d and knuckled. 

For thou wert dead, and buried, and embalm’d, 

Kre Romulus and Remus had been suckled :— 

Antiquity appears to have begun 
Liong after thy primeval race was run. 

Thou couldst devclopc, if that wither’d tongue 
Might tell us what those sightless orbs have seen. 

How the worl4 look’d when it was fresli and young. 

And the great Deluge still had left it green— 

Or was it then so old that History’s jiagcs 
Contain’d uo record of its early ages ? 

Still silent, inconiinunicative clf? 

Art sworn to secrecy ? then keep thy vows ; 

But prythee tell ns something of tnysclf. 

Reveal the secrets of thy prison-house j 
Since in the world of spirits thou hast slumber’d. 

What hast ihou seen—what strange adventures number’d? 

Since first itwforni was in this box extended, 

We have.'Sbove-groimd, seen some strange mutations 
The Roman empire has begun and ended. 

New worlds have risen — wc have lost old nations. 
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And countless kings have Into dust l)een humbled. 

While not a fragment of thy flesh has crumbled. 

Didst thou not hear the pother o’er thy head 
When the great Persian conqueror Cambyses 
March’d armies o’er thy tomb with thundenng tjead, 

O’erthrew Osiris, Onis, Apis, Isis, , 

And shook the Pyramids witri fear and wonder, 

When lihe gigantic Memnon fell asimder? 

If the tomb’s secrets may not be confess’d, 

The nature of thy private life unfold:— 

A heart has throbb’d beneath that leathern breast. 

And tears adown that dusty cheek have roll’d 
Have children climb’d those knees, and kiss’d that face ? 

What was thy name and station, age and race ? 

Statue of flesh—Immortal of the dead! 

Imperishable type of evanescence! 

Posthumous man, who (juit’st thy narrow bed. 

And standest undccayed witliin our presence. 

Thou wilt hear nothing till the Judgment morning. 

When the great Trump shall thrill thee with its warning. 

Why should this worthless tegument endure. 

If its undying guest be lost for ever ? 

O let us keep the soul embalm’d and pure 
In living virtue, that when both must sc\cr. 

Although corruption may our frame consume, 

Th* immortal spirit in the skies may bloom. 11 


SPECIMEN OV A PROSPECTIVE NEWSPAPER. 

The North American Larninarif, ]st Jult/, 479(). 

A CELEBRATED professor of chemisfry 1ms discovered a 
method of composing and decomposing the surrounding atmos¬ 
phere, so that any farmer can, with the greatest facility, and at 
a small expense, avert rain, or produce it in any quantity ne¬ 
cessary for the perfection of his crops. The professor recently 
dispelled the clouds over the city of New York and its suburbs 
for the space of a week, converting the cold, damp weather of 
our winter into a clear and comparatively warm season. By 
this useful contrivance, any mariner may allay the violence of a 
hurricane, or give the wind the direction and degree of force 
best suited to the objects of his voyage. 

The corporation of Baltimore have subscribed a sum for 
erecting one of the newly-invented telescopes. It is to be 
liberally appropriated to the use of all the citizens, so that the 
meanest mechanic may amuse himself in his leisure moments 
by viewing the different occupations of the igjiabitauts of the 
moon. The effect of this invention upon morals is beyond all 
calculation. The labouring classes now give up the enjoyment 
of spirituous liquors for the superior pleasure of contemplating 
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the wonders which this invention expofees to the human 
senses. 

The army of the northern states will take the field against 
that of the southern provinces early next spring. The principal 
jiorihern force will consikof 1,490,000 picked troops. General 
Congreve's new mechanical cannon w’as tried last week at the 
siege of Georgia. It discharged in one hour 1120 balls, each 
weighing five hundred weight. The distance of the objects 
fired at was eleven miles, and so perfect was the engine, that 
the whole of these balls were lodged in a space of twenty feet 
square. 

According to the census just taken by the order of govern¬ 
ment, the population of New York amounts to 4,892,568 souls, 
that of Philadelphia to 4,981,947, and the population of 
Washington, our capital, exceeds six millions and a half.. 


Our celebrated travellers Dr. Clarke and Baron llumbold 
have just arrived from their researches into two of the countries 
of ancient Phirope. By means of a new invention, Dr. Clarke 
crossed the Atlantic in seven days, lie sailed up the ancient 
river Thames, to a spot which our antiquaries are now agreed 
must be the site of the once renowned city of London, but not 
a vestige of human habitation remained. There existed the 
mutilated portion of a granite arch, which Dr, Clarke conceived 
might be the last remains of the once-celebrated bridge of 
Waterloo.* The Doctor proceeded further up the river, to an 
elevated situation on the left bank, which commanded a view of 
savage but delightful scenery. This our antiquary conjectured 
mighl, be the ancient Richmond Hill, but he could not procure 
a single coin, or discover any one object of antiquarian research. 
Our traveller was extremely desirous of ascending the river yet 
higher, in order to reach the ancient Windsor, once the proud 
abode of England’s monarchs, but he was so annoyed by the 
tribes of savages, that he found it impossible to proceed. Dr. 
Clarke intends next year to renew his travels in this once glo¬ 
rious and now almost forgotten island ; and he will take with 
him a body of five and twenty of the United States' troops, 
which will eflTectually repel any force that the savage inhabitants 
can bring against him. 

Our traveller Baron Hurabold directed his researches to 
France. He discovered the mouth of the ancient river Seine, 


* The origin of this name of Waterloo b now irrecoverably lost, unless it be a 
corruption of the terms water low, or low water, the bridge perhaps having been 
built at a spot of less depth than the contiguous parts of the river. 
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and attempted to ascend as far as the site of the once-famed 
city of Paris, but he found the river entirely choaked with weeds; 
and after he had proceeded about thirty miles, the stream be- 
(iame a mere muddy brook- The baron, however, found the 
inhabitants of the country so inoffensive and communicative, 
that he proceeded to his object by land, protected only by two 
servants and three American sailors. The people could give the 
baron no information whatever, but seemed by far more igno¬ 
rant than the savages of England; making up for this ignorance, 
however, by a cheerfulness of disposition at once admirable 
and ridiculous. These poor barbarians appeared fond to excess 
of decorating their heads and bodies with feathers and skins 
died in the most gaudy and varied colours. The baron ob¬ 
served numberless groups of these people using the most ridi 
culous grimaces, and twisting the body into a dozen ridiculous 
attitudes. They then began to dance, an exercise which they 
seeme€ so attached to, that it appeared to be their only recre¬ 
ation. The musical instrument to which these poor creatures 
Avere so fond of jumping and dancing, was about two feet long, 
and consisted of a hollow body, with a solid handle of about 
the same length, and curved at the extremity. It had four 
strings, extending from the extremity of the handle, beyond the 
middle of the instrument itself, and being held between the 
chin and the collar-bone by the left hand, Avas played on by the 
right with a bent stick, curved at the two ends, being draAvn 
together with horse-hair. This w'e have no doubt is some spe¬ 
cies or description of that instrument so celebrated amongst the 
Europeans between the sixteenth and nineteenth centuries under 
the name of fiddle or violin: for the Society of Antiquarians, in 
their last report, have given it as their decided opinion that 
the ancient fiddle, viola, violin, violincello, and bass-viol, were 
merely different kinds of the same instrument; and they very 
ably refute Dr. Camden^s conjecture that the violin of ancient 
'Europe was an instrument of parchment and bells, played upon 
by the knuckles ,—Vide Reports of the Antiquarian oocietu of 
New York, folio, vol, 1783, p, 860 * 

The late voyage of Professor Wanderhagen to the moon took 
up a space of nearly seven months, but the present expedition, 
it is expected, Aviil take up much less time. The body of the 
balloon will be filled with the new gas discovered by our chemist 


* The ancient fidcUe, with its coj^omen, or monosyUabic praefixture, was, we 
fancy, u low instrument, very f^cncndly played upon by the vulgar. Professor 
Von Helmont conceives it to have been not a stringed, but a wind in&trninent; but 
this IK little more than conjecture. 
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Dr. -SStherly, and which is 800 times lighter thau the lightest 

gas known to die ancient Europeans. The body of tlxis balloon 
will not be circular, but a polygon, of an infinity of angles, and 
at each angle a pair of wings, all of which are worked with the 
greatest precision and facility, by the most simple but beautiful 
machinery. These wings at once create a draft, and determine 
the direction of the air at the will of the aeronaut, whose balloon 
is easily steered by a newly-constructed air-rudder. The boat 
of tile balloon will contain twenty-five persons, and provisions 
for a twelvemonth. This boat has two immense self-acting 
wings, which, like a bird’s, condense the air underneath the 
boat so as to assist in supporting the machine. The boat itself 
will be covered with a paste made of the essence of cork, as a 
non-conductor of heat; and Professor Wandcrliagen, having 
sufiered so much from the cold in his previous voytige, will pro¬ 
vide himself with a store of the “ condensed essence of caloric,” 
a cubic inch of which will keep up a brilliant light aiiMin in¬ 
tense heat for four-and-twenty liours. 

The new mechanical steam-coach .left Philadelphia at eight 
in the evening of the 3d ultiino, and arrived at Parrysburg, 
Greenland, at noon on the 5th, a distance of 893 miles in ‘10 
hours. It carried eighteen in, and twenty-seven otitsido pas¬ 
sengers, besides a great quantity of luggage. 

By the method of instruction which has been followed for 
nearly two centuries by the j)rofessors of our various universities, 
a gentleman is made thoroughly acquainted witli literature, 
philosophy, and the sciences, in less thau two years; but ac¬ 
cording to the new plan proposed by Professor Swift, the same 
perfection of knowledge may be acquired in less than twelve 
months. 


Arlvcrtisemeiit ,—Shortly will be published, price two dollars. 
The Complete Farmer; shewing the art by which the eartli is 
made to produce four crops in tne year, and llic crops preserved 
from any possibility of injury by season or weather. 

In the press, and shortly will be jmblished, price one dollar, 
A Description of tlie Patent Safety Marine, by means of which 
Dr, Boreum descended through the crater of a volcano, and 
discovered the cause of volcanic eruptions. 

The present maturity of the medical science is beautifully 
displayed by the last report of our College of Physicians. By 
the assisUince of the optical glasses which enable us to perceive 
minutely all the most secret functions of the animal (economy. 
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and by the perfect state of the various sciences relating to medi¬ 
cine, the modem physician is not only able to recover the hu¬ 
man body from the various attacks of disease, but he is -able to 
anticipate its causes, and to prevent its apfproach to a degree of 
moral certainty. But more even than this can be effected by 
the magic of modem science. The physician can prolong life to 
treble that time which was formerly considered its natural period 
of duration, and can at once render the human body secure from 
disease and free from deformity. Those medicines which with 
infallible security either totally prevent, or if not applied in 
time for prevention, will rapidly cure the gout, stone, phthisis 
pulmonalis, and other disorders, are now known to all. But, 
does Nature make us feeble and diminut^e, the physician cal¬ 
culates the means by which he can effect the accretion of par¬ 
ticles to the various parts of our bodies, and thus render his 
patient perfect in symmetry. If our teeth are not to the model 
of perfection, they can be extracted without pain, and by taking 
tliose elements of which by analysis teeth are found to be com¬ 
posed, they may be regenerated, and during their growth they 
can be formed to the standard of ideal beauty. Is our vision 
imperfect, the medicines which are found to affect the size and 
colour of our eyes are applied, and in a w'eck those organs are 
both beautiful and of perfect operation. Thus are we brought 
to a state free from disease, a state of longevity, in which our 
Ibnn and features have no model but that formed by our ideas 
of perfection and beauty. 

The manner in which the munerous productions of the earth 
arc now exchanged between man and jnan, is beautiful from the 
simplicity of its cause, and from the effect it has upon human 
happiness. It was a plausible theoiy^ amongst the ancients, 
that a statesman of wisdom should sit in his closet as in a focus 
of knowledge, to which should be brought all the returns of 
custom-houses, with the various reports and data of commerce— 
that, weighing these in the balance of wisdom, he should be 
able to instruct corporate bodies as well as individuals, as to 
the various channels into which their capital and industry should 
flow. From hence had arisen commercial treaties, bounties, 
drawbacks, imposts, licenses, 8tc, until the simple principles 
of trade were lost in the most complex and absurd systems of 
commercial polity. But* the experience of ages has at leftgth 
proved what the speculations of ingenious men had previously 
advanced, and man is now very properly left to direct his capital 
and labour according to his own knowledge and discretion. Is 
it not the height of impertinence for a statesman to say to him 
who enters a commercial city for the purposes of trade, “ Sir, 
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YOU shall not employ your capital according to your own know¬ 
ledge and experience, but according to my conceptions of com¬ 
merce : you want to trade to the West; I think it better that 
trade should flow to the East, and I have therefore laid heavv 
duties, and even prohibitions upon western trade, whilst I wifi 
encourage eastern trade by drawbacks, bounties, and special 
immunities”? Thus every thing was forced out of its natural 
channel, and every country may be said to have been in a sort 
of peaceful siege. Now things are left to their own level. The 
common principles of demand and supply are now acknowledged 
to regulate markets much better than legislatorial calculations 
and interference. Human necessities and the common princi¬ 
ples of our nature are^bund to constitute the best barometers 
•of commercial policy, and individuals are permitted to trade 
with their wealth, according to their own knowledge and calcu¬ 
lations. Thus we have no circuitous channels of communica¬ 
tion—^no licensing^bonding—no unloading to load again, no 
entering one port as a passport into another, no waste of labour; 
man freely exchanges with man, and the bounties of Providence 
are diffused over the whole earth. 


Last year, no less than 734 vessels sailed from Alaska, and the 
western coast of America, through the channels separatiiig 
America from North Georgia and Greenland. It is curious to 
reflect that the very existence of such a passage was a problem 
of difficult solution to the Europeans from the 16th to the 19th 
centuries. This was then called the North-west passage, and 
was first discovered by .a navigator of great celebrity amongst 
the ancient English ; but whether his name was Parry or Croker 
it is now impossible to ascertain, from the imperfect state of our 
records at that period. 

The Honourable Mr. Northerly, we understand, intends to take 
his lady and their children in their yaclit tliis summer to traverse 
the North Pole. 


A chemist, deeply read in the sciences of the middle ages, 
(the 18th and 19th centuries of the Christian sera) assures us 
that the English men of science about the year 1800, plumed 
themselves much upon their discovert^ the means of making 
brilliant lights by reflectors, and the” different gases of oil and 
coal burnt in various descriptions of lamps. How these pigmies 
would have hid their diminished heads, could they have fore¬ 
seen our present perfection in lighting the atmosphere, by ex¬ 
citing attraction and motion among the constituent particles of 
light and heat. The aerometer of New York, at a trifling ex- 
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pense, produces alight in the atmosphere equal to the brightest 
moon-shine. So that darkness is unknown to the modems, and 
we experience only the gradations between the light of the moon 
and that of the sun. 


ENGLISH FBIDE. 

Here let u<) fix onr foot, hence take our view, 

And learu to try false Jierit by the true. Stilx.ivgfi.kst. 

Yes —the English are unquestionably an unsociable people. 

I had frequently heard the assertion, but my mind rebels against 
taking things for granted upon the faith of others ; and as I had 
not the means of deciding by comparisoi^ I kept the point open 
for future judgment, as my Lord Chancellor is apt to do when 
he does not know what to believe. A residence of some months 
abroad has helped me to a verdict much sooner, and at much 
less expense, than I could have obtained it A our courts of law, 
which IS iny only consolation in making the reluctant confession, 
that the charge is unquestionably true. The gods have made 
me ratiocinative (you will not, however, suspect me of being a 
Scotchman, Mr. Editor, when 1 inform you that I resided for 
some months in that country after arriving at years of discre¬ 
tion) ; and I had no sooner discovered the fact than I proceeded 
to explore the causes of this English antipathy to communica¬ 
tiveness and good fellowship; which, after tracing them through 
all their ramifications and disguises, 1 found invariably conver¬ 
ging in one little corner of the heart, inscribed with the word— 
Pride. Bruce was not satisfied when he bestrode the three 
streams whose union formed the Nile; he would still ascertain 
which was the highest and most abundant source from'which 
the waters were supplied : and in like manner I pursued my re¬ 
searches until 1 found that the great Pride fountain from which 
the bitter waters of English reserve pour their petrifying influ¬ 
ence, was the pride of Wealth. National pride—pride of birth 
—of rank—of talent—I had encountered in foreign countries;- 
but this master-folly, which in England swallows up all the rest, 
appears to be indigenous to the soil, sharing that honour with 
its congenial products the crab-apple and the thistle. To a cer¬ 
tain extent this feeline |uay have originated in the absolute ne¬ 
cessity for riches, in Country where no man can maintain an 
establishment, or even hiove in circles at all elevated above the 
mechanical classes, unless he possess an income which upon 
the Contipent would enable him to compete with half the nobi¬ 
lity. Without this infallible proof of his gentility, he must sub¬ 
side at once into those profane mnks of the vulgar, which 
Horace abominated—a degradation to which the perpetually 
rising tide of prices, during the last, war, condemned many an 
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unpensioned old maid and respectable annuitant. It is a pity, 
undoubtedly, that this distinctive income should necessarily be 
fixed at so nigh a rate ; but who will regret it when he reflects 
upon the accumulated glory of which our heavy taxation is 
BO good a virtual representative :—when he calls to mind, 
that, by the ^eat sacrifices we have made, we have been 
able to restore the Bourbons of France and Spain, and coun¬ 
tenance the dismemberment of Saxony and Finland; while 
we have been only unable to keep our promises to Genoa 
and Sicily, or prevent the unjust enslavement of Itaty ? 1^| 

is some comfort to the poor plebeian who cannot anord to 
be a gentleman, to throw the blame of his exclusion from 
polished society, and#)f our expensive modes of living, upon 
ministers ; but the paltry distinctions, the jealous hauteur, the 
“ meanness that soars, and pride that licks the dust,” the envy, 
hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness, embittering the system 
of that social interlburse into which he is unable to gain admit¬ 
tance, are the faults of the people themselves, and may well 
reconcile him to his exemption from their influence. Let king, 
lords, and commons retain their respective pales;—we speak not 
in any spirit of anarchy or levelling; but we would laugh to 
scorn those fantastical shades of difference, by which the mid¬ 
dling classes affect to regulate their intercourse, and which, 
however disguised, ultimately resolve themselves into that most 
contemptible of all jn idcs—the pride of purse. Talents, virtue, 

E owers of amusement, congeniality of disposition, all fade away 
efore the irresistible attraction of a certain stile in establlsh- 
meht; and who can wonder that parties constituted upon this 
principle are uniformly stiff, stupid, and ceremonious ? In as¬ 
semblages of this sort, it sometimes appears to be a received 
maxim, that talking spoils good society ; and its most distin¬ 
guished members are apt to resemble Baron Grimm’s friend, 
who possessed such a w'onderful talent for silence. 

There is scarcely a parish in England which is not divided 
into visiting classes, kept separate with almost as rigid an in¬ 
violability as the castes of the Hindoos. The squire, the retired 
manufacturer or merchant, who inhabits the great mansion, 
looks around him for all the similar establishments within the 
limits of a drive or ride, and confines the honour of his ac¬ 
quaintance to those vvhose merits are Attested by an unques¬ 
tionable quantity of brick and mortar. *ile visits the house, not 
its inmates; and his mode of estimating their value, is not a 
whit less preposterous than that of the pedant in Hierocles, 
who, having a house to sell, used to carry about a brick in his 
pocket as a specimen. Next comes the class who, without 
arriving at the dignity of a park or a domain, have been fortunate 
enough to lay u[) a store of gout and ill health, by keeping 



137 


Etiglish Pride. 


their own carriages. They remember the proud exclamation of 
ibe Spaniard who fell in crossing his garden—“ this comes of 
walking upon earth/^—and carefully abstain from noticing all 
such terrestrial animals. They compose friendships as Sir 
Richard Blackmore did his poems, to the rumbling of their car¬ 
riage-wheels, and entertain a vague notion ofipamon and Py¬ 
thias, Pylades and Orestes, iBneas and Achates, as gentlemen 
in easy circumstances, who duly went to call on one another in 
their own chariots, aud scrupulously left cards if either hap¬ 
pened to be out- In the third class are those petty dignitaries, 
who, as a line must be dmwn somewhere, openly maintain tlie 
double resolution of only visiting where a man-servant is kept, 
and a shop is not kept. The former is ,the grand desideratiun. 
It was once the fashion, says the autliOT of the Tale of a Tub, 
for all the world to wear shoulder-knots ? That fellow has no 
soul, exclaims one;—where is his shoulder-knot:” Exactly 
thus do their modern imitators doubt wh^er a man can pos¬ 
sibly possess a soul fit for their sublime notice, unless there be a 
tag, rag, and bobtail, flapping from his servant’s shoulder. 
That Desdemona should ** see the Moor’s complexion in his 
mind," and fall in love with a black, they condemn as unna¬ 
tural, at the very moment when they are perhaps attaching 
themselves to a blackguard, because they see a bit of gold lace 
upon his footman’s collar. Last of all come the oi polloi —the 
canaille —the rabble—the lower orders, as they are termed, 
whose social intercourse, if not so refined as that of their 
superiors, is probably more productive of enjoyment by its 
freedom, unreserve, and exemption from all heart-buniing and 
rivalry. Knowing that ‘‘ their miseries can never lay them 
lower,” they exemplify the meeting of extremes, and prove 
that the only classes who taste the true comforts of fellowship, 
are the few who are above jealousy, and the many who are 
beneath it. 


Nor is this absurd arrogance by any means peculiar to the 
country: it exists in full force among the middling classes of 
London, particularly in the city, where, indeed, the virus of the 
disease might be expected to manifest itself with peculiar ma¬ 
lignity. Le Bovraeoh Gentilhomme is there daily enacted with 
' even more farcical pretension than Molifire would have ven¬ 
tured to delineate ; I have often seen substantial citizens, 
after laughing heartilpin the theatre at the representation of 
. High Life Below Stairs, return home to perform, in their own 
persons, the very follies which th^ had ridiculed in their 
inferiors. Some of your readers, Mr. Editor, may; perhaps recol- 
■ lect an awful and august conclave of saltatoiy civic magnificos, 
who ycleped themselves the Citjr assembly, and held their solemn 
festivities beneath the ^appropriate roof of Haberdashers’ Hall, 
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deep in the labyrinth of some lane within lanefe, whose name I 
have forgotten. It was the Salecttc e Vetcris, or rather the Selectee 
^ Profanis^ of Cheapside and Broad-street: to be a member was 
the summit of civic ambition, and happy was the mercantile 
aspirant who could even get a ticket for admission once in the 
season. Upon lM old principle, that to be sociable you must 
be exclusive, brokers and persons standing behind a counter 
were, by the rules of the establishment, declared inadmissible, 
and many a long debate do I remember among these ** potent, 
grave, and reverend signiors,” on the important points, whether 
certain merchant-brokers of indisputable w'ealth came within 
the first exception; and whether bankers, though avowedly 
within the letter, were ^embraced by the spirit of the second. 
As Tyre, Sidon, Palmyra., and Carthage, have been swept avray, 
we cannot so much wonder that the City assembly, with nil its 
plums, diamonds, lord-mayors, aldermen, gorgeousness, vul¬ 
garity, and ])ride of (J^rnghill aristocracy has ceased to exist; or 
that its equally dull and narrow-minded rival, the London, has 
shared its fate. But their spirit survives;—“ even in their 
ashes live their wonted fires,^’ and the prostration of mind with 
which their worthy descendants fall down before any golden 
calf, would have done honour to the worshippers of Baal- 
Walking lately with one of these gentry in the City, I was 
astonished at finding myself suddenly thrust out into the kennel, 
that we might give tlie wall to a pompous little porais, whom 
my companion saluted with a profound respect. ** That,"' said 
he, drawing himself up with a proud consciousness of the 
honour he had received in teing noticed, '' that is Alderman 
Calypash; he is worth at least ten thousand a-year.”—“ I urn 
glad of it,” 1 replied, “ as but for that circumstance, he would 
not be worth any thing whatever.” But who shall describe the 
anxious reverence with which he approached, or the cringing 
and crawling with which he attempted to win the eye of some 
high-priest of Mammon, some Croesus. 6f the synagogue, as we 
elbowed our way through Jews and Gentiles, to get a peep of 
him upon ^Change. He is w'orth a million,” said my infor¬ 
mant, as soon as his feelings allowed him to give utterance to 
the tremendous word. “ Be satisfied,” I replied ; ** you are still 
richer, for you can afford a clean shirt.” Among women, 
where wealtn admits of more obvious manifestation by ex- 
. tenial signs, it attracts a deference equally unqualified, and I 
have often amused myself with following an expensively dressed 
female, and marking the effect of her magnificence upon those 
whom she encountered. On the faces of the more amiable of 
her own sex, I have read unaffected admiration of the display, 
mixed with some shadowings of regret that they could not, by 
an equally costly style of dress, participate in the happiness 
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which they conceive to be its inevitable concomitant; but it 
must be confessed that the greater number of countenances 
exi)ressed an angry scrutiny, that seemed to measure the value, 
per yard, of every lace and satin, while in the eagerness to de¬ 
preciate that which they could not hope to rjyal, I have more 
than once caught mutterings of—“ the veil is only a net-lace 
after all;” or the trimming of the pelllsse is nothing but 
cotton velvet.” 

One would have thought it hard enough that the insatiable 
demands of government should consume so much of our sub- 
Itance, and drink up the very life-springs of our hospitality ; and 
certainly we might as well have had popery at once as the 
national debt, for it condemns us to as many fast-days without 
afFordiug us any chance of absolution. It is a mill-stone around 
the neck of our social system; it compels us, like Dutch male¬ 
factors, to pump ourselves to death, that we may keep our 
heads above water; it has destroyed more* good dinners than 
the worst cook in Christendom ; it squats itself in the middle of 
our kitchen-grate, like a huge night-mare, and with one hand 
stops the smoko-jack, while with the other it rakes out the fire; 
—it compels us to shut the door in the faces of our friends, that 
we may <men them to the tax-gatherer. And yet, as if the 
bounds or joviality and companionship were not sufficiently 
circumscribed by this voracious monster, we must voluntarily 
narrow them still further, by acknowledging the supremacy of a 
new fiend—the daemon of Luxury. Enjoyment of our friends^ 
society was formerly considered the rational object of a dinner¬ 
party; but you now invite them that you may exhibit your 
superior magnificence, and, by exciting tlieir envy or anger, do 
your best towards converting them into enemies. Sir Balaam’s 
frugal but substantial meals have been long explodetl, and the 
reign of alterimte fasts and feasts has been substituted :—ser¬ 
vants and horses are half-starved, and friends wholly excluded 
for a month, that the doofs may be thrown open for one day of 
emulous ostentation. I never sit beside a silver plateau, (too 
often a compound of meanness and vanity—a showy, but sorry 
substitute for solid fare) without fancying that I hear the 
grumbling of the numerous stomachs at whose expense it has 
been purchased ; nor can I be easily brouglit to acknowledge 
the wusdom of either giving or receiving one grand dinner where 
there were formerly five pleasant oues. Here, again, is another 
pervading cause of the sullenness and unsociability of which 
we are accused ;—conviviality is exchanged for competition— 
hospitality, unless it mean to finish its career in tne King’s 
Bench, must be frequently niggardly, that it may be occasionally 
gorgeous;—and the apple of discord is thrown down upon every 
tabic long before the appearance of the dessert. Tomkins re- 
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fuses to visit Simkins, because the latter gives French wines, 
which he cannot afford to retaliate ^ and Huggins withholds the 
light of his countenance from Briggs, because he never gives 
him a second course, although he always provided one forthe said 
Briggs at his own house- Nay, so minute are these balancings 
and calculations, that they even take cognizance of fractional 
parts. Excessively shabby of Mrs. Brown,'^ I once heard a 
lady exclaim, “ to give us a dinner of five and seven, when sh6» 
had two courses of seven and nine at my house, and her party 
more numerous than mine too.^’ Upon inquiry, I learnt thaM 
these accurate numbers had reference to the dishes with whiclwl 
the table was covered. All the infinite combinations of the 
kaleidoscope are produced by the same few materials ; and on 
peeping into the heart of an Englishman, it will be found that 
all the disguises, changes, and varieties, of which we have been 
endeavouring to afford a partial glimpse, are but new modifica¬ 
tions of the old element—pride. 

Misfortunes never come single. Taxation and luxury had no 
sooner laid their benumbing hands on our social system, than 
fashion introduced late dinner-hours; and these, as if to give 
the death-blow to all that remained of genuine unsophisticated 
sociability, exploded suppers. Suppers,—those unpretending, 
economical parties which could be often afforded, and yet never 
seemed to be sufficiently frequent,—those only meals to which 
women, by their continued presence, imparted a thousand 
charms, substituting the Muses and the Graces for the worship 
of Bacchus, uniting decorum with hilarity, compelling their 
male associates to forego the eternal discussion of politics and 
business, and condescend, for once, to be unanimous in the 
determination to be vivacious and happy. Then was it that the 
song went round, and the hastily-prepared dance, doubly de- 
liglitful because unpremeditated, afforded sufficient gratification 
to the most resolute votaries of Terpsichore, and yet allowed 
them to seek their beds in sober time, without injuring their 
health or encroaching upon the next day’s duties. 1 am old 
enough to remember when these truly festive entertainments 
were common as the flowers in May; and vulgar enough to 
regret the temperate bowl of punch which in many families was 
duly administered, when the party was not sufficiently numerous 
to justify more vigorous demonstrations of enjoyment. Routs, 
ices, and sour are miserable substitutes for these noctes 

canieque Deum. Tney have passed away, and with them has 
fied the soul of all gallant and hilarious sociality. 

Even in our domestic circles we resemble the asymptotical 
lines, which perpetually approach without ever effecting a com¬ 
plete union. We have little family cordiality after we become 
old enough to set up a pride of our own. Sons will not marry 
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until they can maintain a separate establishment; they would 
hold it a degradation to bring their wives under the paternal 
roof; and as they cannot afford to gratify their anti-social feel¬ 
ings without a considerable independence, many, of course, 
remain unmarried. Hence the number of profligate young men, 
and disappointed and unhappy young women inevitably destined 
to become old maids. In France, the married sons and daugh- 
^rs are frequently collected together in the large old family 
mansion; and in those patriarchal establishments I have often 
'|bund a harmony and domestic happiness for which I have 
looked in vain in the disunited union by which the different 
branches of an English family are flimsily held together. By 
the arrangement that prevails abroad, the venerable parents of 
the society ensure solace and protection until they die, in the 
midst of their descendants ; while in England their offspring 
fly from them one by one, until they are left in the utmost social 
need of their old age, lonely and desolate. Aftection in the one 
country seems to be centripetal; while with us it is centrifugal. 
Pride, churlishness, and haute nr, are equally perceptible in our de¬ 
meanour towards inferiors and domestics, as compared with the 
frank benignity and condescension which they invariably experi- 
enceuponthe Continent.—‘‘Surely,” exclaims some starch perso- 
■nificatioii of cold pride and ignorant prejudice, “surely you would 
not recommend familiarity with servants.” Familiarity, thou 
most rigid formalist, is a comparative term. My old school¬ 
master used often to tell metliat there were many degrees of in¬ 
termediate solidity between a Westphalia ham and a whip-syl¬ 
labub ; so are there between the familiarity that breeds con¬ 
tempt and that which generates an unreserved but respectful 
attachment. How often have I seen Italians shrug up their 
shoulders, and utter exclamations of surprise, when an English 
barouche passed them, with its broad-shouldered owner lolling 
at his ease inside, while the lady's maid was tanning in the sun, 
or biding the pelting of the storm in the dickey outside. 
Their respect for the sex knows not these paltry distinctions of 
rank; theirs is the genuine gallantry of feeling; ours is the 
spurious one of manners and externals. Proofs crowed upon 
me : but I have occupied enough of your pages, and I feel that 
I have established my assertion. 1 have weighed thee, John 
Bull, in the scale of nations; I have tried thee by a foreign 
test, and of pride and unsociableness thou art finally convicted. 

H, 
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Some of the pleasantest moments in life are those which in¬ 
tervene between the arrival of the post and the opening a letter. 
It is the prettiest flurry—the happiest mixture of gratification 
and suspense. We love to toy with our own impatience, and 
prolong our uncertainty by the very means which we take to 
end it. To look at the date on the franked cover—(a franked 
letter is the best because the longest)—to find that that tells us 
nothing, for, no disrespect to noble lords and honourable geng 
tlemen, they are often sufficiently unintelligible ; then to turq 
to the seal, and learn from the aristocratic coat of arms, the 
finely cut head, or the pretty womanly device, which of our 
correspondents is to charm us by kindness, or amuse us by wit; 
and then to cut carefully round the seal, or tear it hastily open, 
according as the writer is more or less dear. All this is de¬ 
lightful. The very adjuncts come in for a share in our love. 
Seals, for instance, are always interesting. Many of the an¬ 
tique heads have a grace and beauty quite inimitable; a letter 
sealed with such a one conveys a valuable present; and some 
of the moderns are almost equally lovely. Milton’s fine face 
makes as fine a seal; so does Raphael’s. I wonder whether any 
one has ever adopted the beautiful head of Cardinal Benti- 
voglio, with the name for a motto—“ Ben’ ti voglio the con¬ 
ceit seems too obvious to have escaped notice. Of the count¬ 
less hieroglyphics which ladies use, that which pleases me best 
is the heart’s-ease, a simple little flower, easy to imitate and 
difficult to mistake, whose rounded and shapely blossom con¬ 
trasts well with the slender truncated leaves, and which is so 
fertife in pleasant associations as to require no motto, Heart’s- 
ease, pensee, viola tricolor, love in idleness—no flower is so 
rich in pretty names. Such a seal is fit for all ages, occasions, 
and conditions, partaking of the nature of the charming little 
plant, which flourishes alike in field or garden, and continues 
in bloom half the year round. Hand-writings are more inte¬ 
resting still, even those on the outside of letters. What infinite 
variety! what shades of difterenco! what family likenesses! 
what striking contrasts! The best and the worst that 1 ever 
saw were those of two of our greatest scholars,' the late Pro¬ 
fessor Person and Dr. P. The Professor’s was clear, delicate, 
and beautiful; as fine, I sujipose, as the Greek character for 
which he was so celebrated: the Doctor’s is utterly indescrib¬ 
able. The specimen, with a sight of which I was favoured, was 
a letter to a friend, which did not, to my eyes at least, afibrd 
the slightest clue as to the language in Which it was written : I 
rather think it was English; indeed there were tw o short 
scratches near the top, which being interpreted might mean 
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Dear Sir; as to-the rest of the epistle it might have been called 
Arabic with perfect impunity, nobody could have proved that 
the character belonged to any other tongue; I question whe¬ 
ther the learned Doctor himself could have decyphered it two 
days after Sate- Lawyers generally write a good deal alike, so 
do young ladies under twenty. But what a contrast between 
the short, stiffs compact, upright characters of the one class, and 
tlie fine, free, flowing lines—the absolute copp&-plate of the 
other: “ As light and slender as her jasmines grow." The sub 
|jects on which they write are not more different. 

Next to receiving a letter from a favourite correspondent is 
the pleasure of writing one—a pleasure which, in every sense 
of the w^ord, does the heart good. How delightful it is to sit 
down and prattle to a dear friend just as carelessly as if we were 
seated in real talk, with our feet on the fender, by that glim 
inering fire-light when talk comes freest; sure that every half 
word will be understood, that every trifle will interest, and 
every story amuse ; feeling, as it were, an echo in the mind 
which tells what will be tlie answer; seeing, as in a camera 
lucida, the reflection produced. How delightful it is to pour 
out all one’s thoughts and fancies with such a certainty of in¬ 
dulgence and sympathy; and with what a glow of affection does 
one think of that indulgent and sympathizing correspondent. 
Even in addressing a common acquaintance there is a kindlier 
feeling, a courtesy which tends to endear and to familiarize; and 
to a friend—oh! one never loves any of one’s friends half so 
well as when writing to them I Every act of kindness, every 
amiable quality rushes on the memory and the imagination, soft¬ 
ened by the real absence, and heightened by the ideal presence. 
This constant sense of the presence of her corre^ondent is the 
greatest charm of that queen of letter-writers, Madame de Se- 
vign6. We feel, throughout, that every thought, every word, is 
addressed to one individual, and to one only—the daughter, the 
idolized daughter, who filled that warm heart. The exquisitely 
humorous and entertaining letters of Madame de Sevigiie’s ardent 
admirer, Horace Walpole, want this attraction; but they have ano¬ 
ther which almost compensates forits absence—thatofgiving,quite 
unconsciously, the finest possible portrait of his own peculiari¬ 
ties. A small collection of Voltaire’s letters is called “ Volttiire 
peint par lui-mfimethis title would exactly suit the corre¬ 
spondence of Horace Walpole. There he stands with all his 
tastes, natural and artificial, his love of lilacs and of old china, 
of stained glass and of Charles the Second’s beauties, his 
schemes for flattering court-ladies, and his old bachelor ways; 
his delicious vanity, his amusing stinginess, his good-humour 
and his bad. We are as perfectly acquainted with Strawberry 
Hill and its master, from reading his letters, as if we had lived 
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there with him all our lives, especially from the letters to Mr. 
Cole, where he lets himself out more completely than any where 
else, lays aside his civility with his court-dress, and puts on 
superciliousness with his night-gown and slippers- 

One of the most entertaining collections of nobl^ epistles is 
that of Lord Shaftesbury to Mr. Molesworth. His Lordship had 
been advised to marry, and had fixed his attention on a cousin 
of his correspondent's, whom he employed as his plenipotentiary 
in the affair. Nothing can be more diverting than the way in 
which this grave philosopher, politician, and valetudinarian setsj 
about making the best of himself in the eyes of a fair lady—his 
profound gravity; his awkward gallantry; his fits of shyness; 
the manner in which he contrives to convince every body that 
lie is not in love, merely by dint of repeating that he is; and, 
above all, the high gusto with which he falls into politics or 
morality, the return to the natural and the true, from that which 
was with him purely factitious and artificial;—all this makes 
Lord Shaftesbury’s love-affair almost as diverting as that of Don 
Quixote. The Dulcinea*? in question was a young heiress, and 
her father would have nothing to say to a lover, whose strong 
mind was probably as much a disadvantage as his infirm body, 
lie himself seems sensible that the report of his bookishness,’^ 
as he calls it, was very little in his favour, and endeavours to 
erase the impression, by declaring that he has left off* study and 
taken to lady’s games. To prove that his offer was disinterested, 
as soon as his first courtship was fairly over, he made his ad¬ 
dresses to a lady of small fortune, by whom he was accepted. 
He was too lucky in getting any wife; he deserved to have died 
an ol^ bachelor, if only for saying a short time after his wed¬ 
ding, by way of compliment to the state, that he was almost as 
comfortable after marriage as* before, at which he seems tolera¬ 
bly astonished. The best thing in Lord Shaftesbury’s letters is 
his theory of letter-writing. lie says to Mr. Molesworth, “ It 
is really a solemn law which I impose on myself, in respect of 
my near friends, never to write but with the freedom, hastiness, 
and incorrectness of common talk, that they may have all as it 
comes uppermost; and for this 1 can appeal to my late letters 
and all that I have writ you on ray love-subject, for I am con¬ 
fident I never so much as read over one that I wrote you on 
that head.” If ever this theory was completely carried into 
practise it was by Obwper, in those letters which throw open so 
charmingly his most charming character, and which have all the 
peculiar merits of his poetry, with a tenderness and sweetness, 
a spirit of indulgence and of love to his kind, which his poetry 
has not. That love returns with interest upon its author. No 
one can read his happier letters without feeling almost a per¬ 
sonal afiection fur the man who wrote them, whilst those in 
which his bright spirit was clouded excite a [^nful pity, an 
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overwhelming foreboding of his fate which strikes cold to the 
very heart. 1 know no tragedy, not even Lear^ so pathetic as 
the real history of Cowper. 

I believe there is no regular collection of Hume^s letters.* 
They are found sometimes scattered in different books, vigorous, 
lively, and healthy as self-sown flowers. One pf in Du- 
gald Stewart's Life of Adam Smith is singularly delightful. 
Mr. Hume wrote to inform his friend of the sudhess of the 


^Theory of Moral Sentiments; and the manner in which he dal- 
with the good news, the pretty trifling, the sportive tossing 
roout, are as graceful and good-humoured as the frolics of a 
child at play with a cowslip-ball. One can conceive nothing 
more gratifying to literary ambition than to be tol(f of such a 
triumph by such a correspondent. Gray's letters are very 
clever, very poetical, very picturesque, but they want the good¬ 
nature, the constitutional kindliness: respect and admire him 
we must, and we do; but to love a man dead or alive it is ne- 
cessa^ that he should know how to love too. In this point of 
view Hr. Johnson’s are admirable. Their«tyle is, to be sure, any 
thing rather than epistolary, but they seem always written either 
to do good or to give pleasure, and the kindness and conde¬ 
scension of some of them—that in a large round hand to Mr. 
Boswell’s little girl for example, can never be sufficiently praised. 

Richardson's correspondence has been called disappointing. 
What did his readers expect? What did they desire ? Surely 
more news of their old acquaintance; of Lovelace and Clarissa, 
of Clementina and Sir Charles. Richardson is himself so com¬ 
pletely identified with his personages, that one has scarcely any 
other idea ol‘ him than as a sort of male grandmamma Shirley, 
nor of his flower-garden of young ladies, than as so many Lficy 
and Nancy Selby’s, and Patty and Jviti^ Holles’s in real life. 
We expect them to talk all Clarissa and Sir Charles Grandison, 
varied with a little touch of Pamela. They do so, and we 
ought to like them the better for it. I don't suppose they 
would talk half so well on any other subject. Then there is the 
delightful flirtation with Lady Bradshaigh ! The wffiole range 
of English comedy does not contain a more ridiculous situation 
than that of poor Richardson fretting and fuming in the Park, 
whilst his treacherous Incognita is surveying him snugly at her 
leisure- And his doleful complaint! and her coquettish apo¬ 
logy ! and the quarrel! and the reconciliation ! Oh ! there is 
nothing better in Congreve. Four letters from Mrs. Klopstock 
in this collection are indescribably sweet and touching; her 
character, her situation, her early death, have an interest much 
heightened by ber pretty foreign idiom. I doubt whether any 


• Out Correspondent is mistaken. An interesting volume of Hume'u private 
Correspondence was ^bliisbed lust year. 
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Englishwotiian cortld write English so beautifully^—she would 
want the charming imperfection; and I am afraid, in spite of 
the gallant compliments so often lavished on female letter¬ 
writing, that we Englishwomen are as inferior to men in episto¬ 
lary c6mpositiph, as we confessedly are in most other things. 
England has no Madame de Sevign^. Strong feeling has some 
times struck out flashes of womanly tenderness, or of a bold and 
noble spirit; such as the affecting note of Lady Russell to her 
husband, or the manly and indignant letter of Anne Countess 
of Dorset, Pembroke, and Montgomery; but these are 
flashes. We have no Madame de Sevigne. We have, to vq 
sure. Lady M. W/Montagu, whose letters may vie with Pope 
and his whole galaxy for wit, and surpass them for ease ; and 
her namesake, Mrs. Montague, almost as witty till she un¬ 
luckily became wise; and Mrs. Carter, Miss Talbot, Mrs. 
Hamilton, and Miss Smith, all so remarkable for unaftected- 
ness and sound good sense ; and Mrs. Wolstonecraft with her 
dangerous eloquence; and Mrs. Grant of Laggan, with her 
vivid picturesqueness, and her fine feeling of the beautiful and 
the fine. These we have, and for these we are grateful: but 
we have no Madame de Sevigne. M. 


GERMAN POPULAR AND TRADITIONARY LITERATURE. 

NO. I. 

There exists, at present, a very large and increasing class of 
readers, for whom tite scattered fragments of olden time, as preserved 
in popular and traditionary tales, possess a powerful attraction. The 
taste for this species of literature lias particularly manifested itself of 
late; the stories which had gone out of fashion during the prevalence 
of the prudery and artificial taste of the last century, began, at its 
close, to re-assert every where their ancient empire over the mind. 
Our literati had fancied themselves^ and persuaded the world to think 
itself, too wise for such amusements—they considered themselves as 
conic to man's estate, and determined, on a sudden, to put away 
childish things. The curious mementos of simple and primitive 
society, the precious glimmerings of historic light, which these invalu- 
fiblc relics have preserved, were rejected as beneath the dignity to 
which thesc«pbi1osophers aspired ; and even children began to be fed 
with a stronger diet. 

A better taste, s^y the patrons of these blossoms of nature and 
faiK'^, is now' springing up. Our scholars busy themselves in tracing 
out the genealogy and mythological connexions of Tom Thumb and 
.Tack the Giant Killer; and surely if the grave and learned embark in 
these speculations, we are justified in expecting to be able to welcome 
the acra when our children shall be allowed once more to regale them¬ 
selves with that mild food which will enliven their iiuaginations, and 
tempt them on through the thorny paths of education;—when the gay 
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dreainv of fairy innocence shaii again liover around them, and scientihe 
coni|iendiums, lisjiing botanies, and leading-string mechanics, shall 
be postponed to the Delights of Valentine and Orson, the beautiful 
Magalona, or Fair Rosamond. 

We are, we confess, very much of the same way of thinkigg; and 
little as such pursuits may serve to square with the fastidious and 
artificial appetites of metropolitan taste, we cannot deny that have 
an eager relish for the popular tales of antiquity, for the green spots 
which they present in the waste behind us, for those '^unassuming 
legends whicli speak the language of simplicity, and evince the first 
efforts of free and sportive imagination. 

No countries in Europe are so rich as the Teutonic tribes of Ger¬ 
many in characteristic records of the various stages of society and 
literature, from the first putting-forth of the bud of promise, to the 
lull developcment of the luxuriant flower. 

Ill England, the repeated changes in population and dynasties— 
the irruptions of conquering tribes, and the consequent adoption or 
amalgamation of foreign languages, traditions, and customs, have 
broken much of the continuity of its literature, and rendered its stores 
very incomplete, except in romance, which unfortunately was in ail 
countries compounded of very similar materials, and is, therefore, 
little distinctive or characteristic of national peculiarities. 

Spain, with all the beauty and dignity of her ancient poetry and 
romance, can boast of little variety. Her population is combined of 
so many discordant materials ; and wc need net observe, that with 
the change of country, traditions quickly become vague and indistiuct. 
The mountain and the river must have Us god or its wizard ; the rock 
itself must wear the impress of the devifs hoof or the giant's leap, 
if the legend is to be perpetuated ; and the gossipping chronicler will 
make little improssiou on the gaping circle around him, unless he can 
localize and illustrate his story by natural landmarks. The oldest 
Spanish literature consists, therefore, merely of demi-historic romance, 
founded on tales of contemporary martial eiiterpvizo. Their love-notes 
arc rather those of luxury and artificial society, than of native sim¬ 
plicity ; and the ornamental features of their poetry bear the niauifcst 
characters of Arabian polish. 

France has still less variety and interest in her ancient liloraturc. 
She has, indeed, always appeared to despise it. Litf'c, scarcely an>, 
trace remains of the original Franks. The genuine Norman tribes 
arc as little known by any record which they ha\e left behind them ; 
and the gay stories of tU * Trouveurs, and the lays of their more 
frivolous and metaphysic brethren, the Troubadours, (institute all 
that possesses any kind of interest till wc reach the xra of genuine 
romance. * 

But the Teutonic nations have been much more fortunate iu pre¬ 
serving their infant treasures, as well as the brighter ornaments of llicir 
youthful sera of fancy and imagination. 

Their oldest relics are those which belong to Pagan mythology, 
and record the glories of Argard and Valhalla—and from them wc 
have a gradual introduction and progress of the milder s}urit of 
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Christianity, till at length the new religion is firmly seated in the 
Gothic temples, to the entire exclusion of the ancient objects of 
adoration. 

Then come the Legendary Romances, or Chronicles of the exploits 
of the Franks, the Longobards, the Burgundians, and the Huns— 
the venerable traditions embodied in the Heldenburt and the Niebe- 
lingen Lied, which are echoed in the Scandinavian Sagas, and had 
probably been current, or at least orally familiar, for centuries before 
the actual date to which we can with certainty refer any of the works 
now extant. For ourselves, we have no hesitation in believing that 
we see in them the subjects, at least many of the songs, commemo¬ 
rated by '{acitus, and the ** barbara et antiquissima Carmina, quibus 
veterum regum actus et bella canebantur,” which Eginbart mentions 
Charlemagne to have carefully collected and recorded. Uufortunately 
the bigotry of his son and successor, Lewis, was powerfully exer¬ 
cised in the destruction of these precious relics, and what is left owes 
not its preservation to the patronage of kings and emperors. The 
people, moreover, retained their love for their native tongue; they 
sung of woods and wilds, of heroes, and war, and conquest, so that. 

Yet fragments of the lofty strain 
Float down the stream of years. 

As buoyant on the stormy main 
A parted wreck appears. 

The church was more politic than Lewis, and endeavoured to turn 
the taste for song to pious uses, by enlisting it in the service of the 
Christian faith. With this design Ottfried founded the new' school of 
Rhyming Legends and Contes Devots. 

Among the most venerable remains of ancient Teutonic literature, 
we should rank the abundant stores of popular legends and traditions, 
which often preserve must curious illustrations of heathen mytbo- 
logy, and still more frequently exhibit it in a most incongruous com¬ 
bination with the Christian faith. 

Under this last head we may also notice the beautiful collection of 
Nursery Literature (chiefly consisting of Fairy Tales) which has lately 
been edited with so much care by Messrs. Grimm. These, too, have 
attracted great attention: though we have long left our nurseries, we 
retain our best relish fur these tales, and hardly know whether to 
admire most their interest as works of fiction, or their literary value 
as bearing on ancient mythos and superstition. 

The Gernnyaijs are by no means deficient in the genuine class of Chi- 
valric Romances, which has nearly the same general features in every 
country- Those, however, which are of purely Teutonic origin, are 
not the least interesting; and the style in which they are written, and 
the character of their incidents and machinery, will often perplex the 
theories of the various controversialists on the rival systems concern¬ 
ing the sources of romantic fiction and embellishment. 

The Troubadour age of German poetry, the reign of the Frau 
Minne" [Lady Love] is usually associated with the last period, al¬ 
though iu fact its predecessor. Every feature which is admired as 
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characteristically beautiful in tlie Southern Minstrels^ is to be recog¬ 
nized in the productions of their northern imitations, during the 12tb, 
13th, and part of the 14th centuries. The exercise of poetic talent 
^vas now in some measure diverted from the exploits of savage heroes 
and warriors to the cultivation of the domestic affections. Such sub¬ 
jects had interest every where; the poet accordingly became the 
favourite of all ranks, 

And tuned to please a peasant’s ear, ^ 

The harp a king had deign’d to hear. 

This may truly he styled the splendid age of Teutonic poetry, 
blending the narrative interest of the Trouveurs with the more abstract 
and devotional gallantry of the Spanish and French Troubadours. If 
the Red Rose of Provence has been cherished and unceasingly culti¬ 
vated, equal care might and ought to be bestowed on the White Rose 
of Germany ; and we shall with pleasure embrace an opportunity of 
introducing the Minne-Lieders(of whose productions we have amused 
ourselves in translating a large store) to take their station by the side 
of the worthies from the south, whose productions we noticed in a 
late number. 

Thus is exhibited a complete cyclus of ancient indigenous litera¬ 
ture, singularly various and characteristic of the progress of a 
people through all its stages of civilization, and marking most of 
the impressions which the events and institutions of the middle ages 
successively imparted. 

To all this succeeded (with the accession of the house of Haps- 
hurgh) a long period -of indolence or perverted industry, which may, 
however, have had its use in preserving many of the remains of higher 
antiquity, to which a more modern and popular literature would pro¬ 
bably have become a dangerous rival. 

We must, however, Itasten to recur to the subject with which we 
opened these remarks, and in which we intended principally to bear 
our testimony in favour of the popular legends or “ volks sagen,” of 
which the store is (thanks to the industry of our German friends) now 
so abundant. None rank higher in our estimation than those which 
have been handed down from the remotest antiquity among the inha¬ 
bitants of the mountainous wilds of the Hartz Forest. Wq need hardly 
observe how peculiarly these picturesque regions are adapted to the 
growth of those aii-y fabrics of the fancy.. Such spots have always 
been the fairy-land of the imagination. Where Nature assumes her 
wildest and sublimest features, there also has the genius of man ever 
expanded its boldest conceptions. Even his superstitious bear an 
elevated character, and the phantoms of his brain are of noble port, 

Like ghaist of Fian brim 
That stride frae craig to cleugh, hung round 
Wi’ gloainin vapors dim.” . 

These tales have been collected and illustrated by more than one 
careful hand, but more particularly by Otman; and we shall make no 
apology for presenting to the notice of our readers one of these wild- 
flowers, which Geoffrey Crayon has with merciless hand taken from 
its native soil, and transplanted witliout acknowledgment into the 
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more cultivated pai*terre of his skctch-buok» under the title of Rip 
van Winkle/' 

THE GOATHERn. 

Peter Claus, a goatherd of Sittenburg, who tended his flock on 
the Kyffhaus mountain, used to drive it every evening to a wild spot, 
surrounded by a ruined wall, where he nuinberc<I his charge and left 
it to rest for the night. 

For some days he had observed that one of his prettiest kids 
vanished soon after she arrived at this place, and appeared last of all 
the herd in the morning. He watched her more closely, and saw that 
she escaped through a cleft in the wall. He followed her into a 
cavern, aitd found her busily engaged in picking up and eating the 
oat-kernels which fell in continual showers from tlie roof. He looked 
upw^ards, the corn rattled almut his head, but with all his curiosity 
the darkness prevented his discovering any thing more. He listened, 
ami at length heard the neighing and stamping of a high-bred horse, 
from whose msinger he now guessed that the oats fell- 

The goatherd stood fixed in astouishinent. Whence could this 
horse have found its way through the almost trackless mountains that 
surrounded him? Presently appeared a dwarf who made signs to him 
to follow. Peter entered the cave, and passed first into a court sur¬ 
rounded by high walls, and thence to a valley embosomed in lofty 
ridges of rock, and overshadowed by thick foliage, through which only 
a scanty twilight made its way. Here on the cool plat of turf were 
twelve knights of grave deportment, who interchanged not a single 
word, but busied themselves in playing at nine pins. Peter w^as 
ordered by signs to employ himself in fetching the bowl. 

At first his heart quaked, and his knees trembled as he stole a side¬ 
long glance at the long beards and slashed doublets of the venerable 
knights. By degrees he became bolder, lie snatched hasty glances 
around him, and at length became hardy enough to drink from a can 
that stood near him, whence arose the fragrant perfume of generous 
w'ine. New life seemed to inspire his frame, and as often as fatigue 
appeared inclined to return, he drew fresh vigour from the ever-flow¬ 
ing can. Sleep at last overcame him. 

At his aj^kening he found himself once more on the wild spot, 
surrounded by the ruined wall, where his flock was wont to rest. He 
rubbed bis eyes, but neither dog nor goat could he discover, and 
over him hung shrubs and trees which he had never remarked till this 
day. He shook his head, and pursued his way over hills and dales 
where his goats were used to wsindcr during the day, but no where 
was there any trace of them. Below him lay Sittendorf, and at last 
he rushed with hasty steps down the hill to inquire after his flock. 

The people who met him on the way to the village seemed to be 
all strangers; they were differently clad, and did not speak as his old 
neighbours dia. They stared at him too when he asked after his 
goats and stroked their chins. At last he involuntarily did the 
same, and found to his astonishment that his beard was at least a good 
foot long. He now began to think himself and all the world around 
him bewitched; and yet be was sure that tlie mountain he was de- 
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scending was the Kyflfhaus, and all the cottages wUb the gardens and 
grass-plats were qnitc fauiiUar to him. Some children too, ip answer 
to the question of a traveller riding by, called the viUage Sittendorf. 

Again he shook his head, and made his wajr through the village to 
his own hut. It looked sorely decayed; and before it lay a strange 
child in a ragged frock, by the side of a half-starved hound, who 
snarled between his teeth while his old master called him by his name. 
He went through the opening, which a door had once closed, jnto the 
hut, and found all there so desolate and ruinous that he reeled like a 
drunken man ^jiut at the back-door, and called for his wife and children, 
but no one heard him, and no voice answered. 

A crowd of women and children soon collected to look at the strange 
man with the long iron-grey beard, and all beset him with the ques¬ 
tion, " Whom did he want?'* To have to ask others for his own house 
and wife and children, and perhaps fur himself too, seemed so strange, 
that to get rid of their enquiries he named the ^st person that oc¬ 
curred to him,—Kurt Steffew!’* said he. Most held .their tongues 
and stared at him, but at last an aged woman said, ilc has lived 
for these twelve years beyond Saxonberg; you will not reach him to¬ 
day.”’ “ Velteii Meier, then!”—“ God bless him said ah old grand¬ 
mother on crutches, ** he has been bed-ridden and never left the house 
these fifteen vears.” 

Claus began now to recognise some of his old neighbours, though 
they appeared to have aged very suddenly, but his appetite for asking 
any mure questions was gone. And now a young woman, who seemed 
the image of his wife, made her way, bustling through the gaping 
crowd, with a child in her arms. “ What is your name said he, 
starting. “ Mary.”-—And your father's?”—“ God bless him, Peter 
Claus! It is now twenty years ago since we sought him day and 
night on the Kyffhaiis mountain. His fiock came back without him. 
I was then seven years old.” 

The Goatherd could contain himself no longer. ** I am Peter 
Claus,” said he, “ and no other!” as he seized the child from his 
daughters arm, and kissed it. All stood petrified with astonishment, 
till first one voice, and then another, cried “Yes, it is Peter Claus! 
Welcome neighbour, welcome home, after t^venty years absence!” 


The originality and simplicity of these tales recommend them 
strongly to our notice, but we are inclined to go further, and to assign 
to many of them a higher literary value, as almost the only records of 
ancient manners and opinions, and as furnishing very often important 
historic information. Many of them strongly and accurately charae- 
terize a period when religion was Just assuming her empire over bar¬ 
baric tribes ; when despotism, as far as 4t could extend its rule, was 
pitiless, and curbed by no checks except those it received from a 
proud spirit of lawless independence, which drove individuals to defy 
attack in the impregnable fortifications of rocks and precipices. 
They afford frequent and valuable glimpses of truth to the enquirer 
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after the remains of the mythology of our heathen ancestors; and 
can see no reason why the Thracian or Italian traditions which Homer 
or Livy occasionally embody, should be valued and, as it were* con¬ 
secrated in classic memoryj while these relics of a corresponding aera 
of expiring barbarism should be neglected or despised. 

It is usually said, that the Teutonic and Scandinavian Sagas arc pe¬ 
culiarly sombre—that they tell only 
¥ 

Of forests and enchantments drear/’ 

Their colouring is certainly deep, but wc doubt whether there is 
any thing more in this than always belongs to such a stage of society, 
and whether the same features have not characterized the traditions 
of all countries and ages similarly circumstanced. 

In regions overspread with dark and gloomy forests, scarcely pene¬ 
trable by the light of heaven—wlicre yawning precipices and towering 
crags are filled with the eaves of wild beasts and freebooters—can 
society, [(so far as it exists) its institutions^ or literature, be expected 
to be of a different cast ? 

Where, on the contrary, the face of heaven smiles, and cultivation 
teems ; where splendid cities rise, and the heart of man is light aiid 
secure from danger, the character of popular literature is widely dif¬ 
ferent ; but this state is one of progression, arrived at only by long 
and painful steps. 

It is not Germany, Scandinavia, Scotland, or Ireland alone, where 
woods and mountains have been peopled w ith goblins and plunderers, 
with mischievous dwarfs and lordly giants. Greece and Italy had 
their day too of dai^kness, and were once the scenes of terror and 
lawless aggression on the part of the strong, and these gave birth to 
such legends as those of the Minotaur, Fauns, Giants,Centaurs, Medea, 
Pelops, and Circe, of the thief-taking Hercules, of Harpies, of Pan, 
Cacus, and a hundred other worthies of very similar propensities to 
those which cliaracierizc the spirits of the Hartz forest. The bears, 
the wolves, and the banditti, have> however, long since vanished from 
iheVilds of the North, and this alteration in the face of nature and 
society, soon prodoced the same effect as similar revolutions in the 
South. When the rays of the sun began to penetrate their mountain 
shades, a^uder spirit soon illumined the productions of their imagi¬ 
nation, and in the tales of this advanced period, the Goatherd drives 
his flock in security, he roams in freedom over his native mountains, 
with only now and then a special interposition of satanic or goblin in-. 
fluence to disturb his pursuits, or bewilder his imagination. 


T. 
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POETS OF EURAL LIFE.*—COWPER* 

luEEE is scarcely a poet of any note in the annals of litera 
tiive who has not expressed his enthusiastic admiration for the 
rural life. Yet a very small proportion of our bards have 
resided in the country, and, with few exceptions, we can 
scarcely name a set of men less apparently satisfied, with seclu¬ 
sion, or whose practice ha6 appeared more decidedly at variance 
with profession. We do not find fault w^ith them for their con¬ 
formity to their real notions of enjoyment; on the contrary, we 
think the world has gained much by it. But there ivS no occa¬ 
sion for any deception in the matter, and jiccordingly we find it 
IS daily becoming a more simple and natural tiling, if we may 
so speak, to be a poet. With all our admiration for departed 
genius, and, in individual instances, for its vast attainments, we 
cannot be insensible to this great charm of our modetti poetry. 
We have done with poetical priestcraft. We see in our bards a 
race of men, not sot apart, like Druids, for holy and solemn 
purposes, but mingling in our avocations, giving and collecting 
sweets from the social as well as from the solitary scene ; men 
vyho feel keenly, and imagine promptly; men whom we are 
little inclined to take for our guides, “ spiritual or temporal,” 
but who nevertheless do sometimes quicken both body and soul: 
and while Ave think ourselvfes indebted to them for much that 
makes the rugged prospect of life look beautiful, we hold that 
the advantages of our communion are strictly mutual. Now 
and then a poetical Pope, or, if it })leascs our readers better, a 
literary arch-druid, will start up, and plead for the almost- 
forgotten supremacy of the bard; but we, meanwhile, like not 
such extorted homage, and are better pleased with those whole¬ 
some, SAveet, and life-cheering strains, which are evidently the 
product of minds kept in exercise by constant communion with 
their fellows, than with the lonely and mystical mu^gs ofthe^ 
solitary dreainer. The retired poet is not, generally speaking, 
an agreeable character. We have no sympathy with a being 
who, while pretending to a more tlxan ordinary rehsh for na¬ 
tural, seems to haA^e little perception of social, beauty. Give us 
the bard who can bring to our fire-sides the light and warmth of 
his genius; who can place in new and- beautiful colours the 
circumstances of our daily lives; whose heart seems to be 
touched with human kindness. With all this, reason and ex-, 
pcrience tell us, may be joined a most exuberant imagination 
and a refined taste. Indeed, it is remarkable, that poetical 
genius has generally thriven much better in society than in 
solitude. Even our best descriptive poets have seldom been 
secluded men. Nothing, it will readily be acknowledged, can 
be more exquisite than some of Shakspeare's descriptions : 
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yet he did not spend his days and years in musing on the world 
of natural beauty. < In accordance with this, we may observe 
that all his sweet and refreshing descriptions come in, in the 
way of digression : he pauses amid the hurry and business of 
action, to rest us with Lorenzo and Jessica in " the sweet moon¬ 
light and even while leading us along in the rapid career of 
ambition, he brings before our eyes, in lovely contrast, a view 
of the peaceful beautias of nature. None but a quick observer 
cbuld have done this : but a habit of ready observation is chiefly 
to be acquired in active life; and hence it is, we think, that 
social habits are favourable to the improvement of the poetical 
character. It has been said, however, that retirement is de¬ 
sirable, not only or chiefly as it acquaints the poet with nature, 
but as it acquaints him with himself. This is very true; and we 
perfectly agree with Mr. Wordsworth;— 

“ Whose mind is but the mind of his own eyes, 

He is a slave, the meanest we can meet."* 

However, the poet who trusts to meditation upon his own 
mind alone for improvement, will, we fear, find himself in the 
predicament of the religionist, who relies, for his spiritual pro¬ 
gress, on solitariness and self-watching. Both disdain the 
aliment upon which mind and heart are fed, and both are in 
imminent danger of starvation. Both also are liable to fall into 
that great error, the darling child of solitude, an overweening 
sense of self-importance, and a contempt of their brethren of 
mankind. In the little poem from which we have above quoted, 
we find much to censure. The man who can thus deliberately 
set at nought the advantages of communion with his fellows, 
wh||£an remark upon the scandalous, trifling, and unprofitable 
disburse of some, leaving us to infer that such, and no better, 
is to be met with in the world, may find hearers to whom he can 
descant, 

Of personal themes, and such as he loves best, 

Matters wherein right voluble he is;” 

< 

but can hardly expect to find listening ears, admiring eyes, and 
applauding toftgues in every circle. We are apt to reckon the 
religious bigotry of Cowper the worst blemish of the Task. 
That bigotry, however, had in it nothing personal j and we can 
far better tolerate the timid Christian, when we see him shrink¬ 
ing from a world, whose practices he has learnt to conceive as 
evil, than we can bear with the man whose assumed superiority 
is that of intellect, not of principle. But of all people, the poet, 

* Wordsworth’s Poems, rol. ii. I am not one,*’ &c. 
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perhaps, has the least excuse for being a dogmatist. " To him 
all that is interesting or amiable in human character, all that 
excites or engages our benevolent affections; all the truths 
which make the heart feel better and more happy—all these sup^ 
ply materials out of which he forms and peoples a world of his 
own, where no inconveniencies damp our enjoyments, where no 
shades darken our prospects.”* His object is, to catch the 
fleeting ideas of grandeur and of beauty, from whatever sources 
derived, by whatever objects suggested; to fix them, and eih- 
body them for himself, for us, and for ages to come. Perish 
the criticism that would damp the ardour of his research! and 
perish the odious spirit of sectarianism, that would throw a 
shade over the glories of poetical liberty! ' 

We have thus prefaced the few remarks we intend to make 
upon the poems of Cowjier, in order to preclude the idea that 
our partialites are, generally, in favour of retirement as the nurse 
of poetical talent,—an idea to which our fervent admiration for 
the Bard of Weston might possibly lead. We think tire case of 
Cowper, however, a peculiar one. From the constitution of his 
mind it appears that his life must either have been that which it 
really was, or a scene of excessive misery. All speculations, 
therefore, upon what he might have been under different cir¬ 
cumstances, are cruelly misplaced. We regard him as one 
whose lot was cast for him without revoke; and we think of 
him as a poet who had nothing to do with systems, whose pe¬ 
culiarities were those of his own mind, and who wrote simply as 
he felt or imagined. Every one must allow that in spirit he 
was far from a dogmatist. His gentle and affectionate heart 
taught him the value of those social pleasures from which he felt 
himself for ever excluded:—Whence there is not the smjjj^st 
particle of the leaven of selfishness in his censures of the vices 
of society; not one word from w'hence we can reasonably infer 
that the poet was retaliating upon the w'orld the w^gs which 
he had received. The character of Cowper’s mind, though acute'" 
and penetrating, was not, doubtless, very enlarged. He was too 
timid a Christian io be a good metaphysician, and has written 
nothing which it requires any stretch of the faculties fully to 
comprehend. In this respect, indeed, he differs widely from 
Mr. Wordsworth, who, though often too mystical for the com¬ 
mon run of poetical readers, is far better acquainted with the 
human mind. Mr. Wordsworth, however, when he stoops from 
his highest and most successful flights, is sure io affront com¬ 
mon readers by being over trite and obvious. Not so Cowper. 


* Dugald Slewwl. 
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Natural and easy as he is, he is never babyish. ‘The man, the 
scholar, and the poet, never are forgotten. We should be at a 
loss to point out any author throughout whose volumes we 
could discern the presence of such perfect and entire simplicity 
—yet only in one or two instances does it seem to have led him 
into details inconsistent with the dignity of poetiy. 

A great deal has been said upon a question which we would 
fain avoid, if remarks upon Cowper could be written without 
touching upon it. It has been thought improper to blend de¬ 
votional addresses to the S'upreme Being with appeals to the 
imagination; and poets who have done this are considered by 
many as having infringed on the province of fancy, and sinned 
against good taste. We perfectly agree with those who only 
mean to protest against our implicitly adopting thfe poet’s creed; 
but, loving and respecting religion ourselves, we cannot see 
any thing objectionable in giving her cause all the advantage 
which good taste and good scholarship can bring to it. A great 
many people, doubtless, will admire such a poet as Cowper for 
his piety, who know little about poetry—^but where is the harm 
of this '! Such people, if they are not gifted by nature or edu¬ 
cation with an understanding capable of appreciating the highest 
kinds of poetical merit, are alive to the perception of beauty of 
some sort, and seeing religious and moral truths presented 
before them in an amiable and striking point of view, they 
catch a degree of refinement to which they would otherwise 
have been strangers. It is no slight merit to have raised and 
purified the devotional feelings of numbers, as Cowper has done. 

But the Poems of Cowper have often been accounted melan- 
scholy, and melancholy they are to us, who read them with the 
lii^jjlP recollection of the poet’s life before us. Yet it is not the 
fasmon of our day to complain of our bards for indulging in 
depressing contemplations—many are allowed to mourn like 
Cowper, vtho know but little of the hope that, in his darkest 
hours, kept its station near hi^ ready to comfort and cheer 
every moment which the black|||nd of melancholy deigned to 
spare to her victim. It has ch^ed us, many a time, to think 
that over so dark a life such gleams of comfort came; that 
such awful visitations of evil should be interspersed with such 
exquisite perceptions of good; that the miseries of this life 
should be so often relieved Iw clear and decisive anticipations 
of that which is to come. Religion and nature are infinitely 
endeared to jjs while we observe their beneficial influence on 
the poet’s mind. 

In conclusion—to wish Cowper other than he was, except 
with regard to his indescribable sufferings, is almost impossible. 
But we do not wish for other Cowpers. That depression which 
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unftlted him for the world, kept him from the desire of literary 
dictation. He stood alone—but his loneliness was not the 
effect of pride. For most poets a very different lot is desirable. 

E. T. 


LETTKRS FROM SPAIN. 

DY DON LEUCADIO DORLADO. 

LETTER IV. 

Dear Madam, Sevilh -, 

My friend’s narrative, in relation to ** the formation of inleU 
Icctual and moral character of a S]>anis>h Clergyman,”^ is continued 
as follows:— L. l>. 

The order of events would here require an account of the system 
of Spanish ediication, and its tirst effects upon my mind ; but, since I 
speak of myself only to shew the state of my countiy, 1 shall proceed 
with the moral influence, that, without intci*ru))tioii, I may present 
the facts, relating severally to the heart and intellect, in as large 
masses as the subject permits. 

The Jesuits, till the abolition of that Order, bad an almost un¬ 
rivalled influence over tlie better classes of Spaniards. They bad 
nearly nionopcdixed tlie instniclioii of the Spanish }outh, at which 
they toiled without pecuniary reward; and were equally zealous in 
promoting devotional feelings both among their pupils ami the people 
at large. It is well know'ii that the most accurate division of labour 
was observed in the allotment of their various employments. Their 
candidates, who, by a reflnenient of ecclesiastical policy, after an 
unusually long probation, were bouud by vows which, depriving them 
of liberty, yet left a discretionary power of ejection in the Onler, 
were incessantly watched by the penetrating eye of the master of 
novices; a minute description of their character and peculiar turn v^s 
forwarded to the superiors, and at the end of the noviciate, tl:^ were 
employed to the advantage of the cornmuiiity, without ever tnlHLrliiig 
the natural bent of the individual, or diverting bis natural powers by a 
multiplicity of employments. Wherever, as in France and Italy, 
literature was in high estimation, the Jesuits spared no trouble to raise 
among themselves men of ctiMKDce in that department. In Spain, 
their chief aim was to providtgpneir houses with popular preachers, 
and zealous, yet prudent and gentle, confessors. Psiscal, and the 
Jansenist party of which he was the organ, accused them of systema¬ 
tic laxity in their moral doctrines; but the charge, I believe, though 
plausible in theory, was perfectly groundless in practice. If, indeed, 
ascetic virtue could ever be divested of its connatural evil tendency— 
if a system of moral perfection that has for its basis, however dis¬ 
avowed and disguised, the Manichscan doctrine ofjtlie two principles, 
could be applied with any partial advantage as a rule of conduct, it 


* See page 
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was so ill the hands of the Jesuits. The strict^ unbending maxims of 
the Janseiiists, by urging persons of all characters and tempers on Co 
an imaginary goal of perifection, bring quickly their whole system to 
the decision of experience. They are like those enthusiasts who, 
venturing upon the practice of some Gospel sayings, in the literal 
sense, have made the absurdity of that interpretation as clear as noon¬ 
day light. A greater knowledge of mankind made the JeSuit| more 
cautious in the culture of devotional feelings. They wdl knew that 
but few can prudently engage in open hostility with what in ascetic 
language is called the w'orld. They now and then trained up a 
sturdy champion, who, like their founder Loyola, might provoke the 
enemy to single combat with honour to his leaders; but the crowd of 
mystic combatants were made to stand upon a kind of jealous truce, 
whicli, in spite of all care, often produced some jovial meetings of the 
advanced parties on both sides. The good fathers came forward, re¬ 
buked their soldiers hack into the camp; and filled up the place of 
deserters by their indefatigable industry in engaging recruits. 

** The influence of the Jesuits on Spanish morak, from every thing 
I have learned, was undoubtedly favourable. Tbeirkindness attracted 
the youth from their schools to their company: and, though it must 
be acknowledged that many arts were practised to decoy the cleverest 
and the wealthiest into the order, they also greatly contributed to the 
preservation of virtue in that slippery age, both by the ties of affection, 
and the gentle check of example. Their churches were crowded every 
Sunday with regular attendants who came to confess and receive the 
sacrament. The practice of choosing a certain priest, not only to be 
the occasional confessor, but director of the conscience^ was greatly 
encouraged by the Jesuits. The ultimate effects of this surrender of 
the judgment are, indeed, dangerous and degrading; but, in a coun¬ 
try where the darkest superstition is constantly impelling the mind into 
the opposite extremes of religious melancholy and profligacy, weak 
persons are sometimes preserved from either by the friendly assistance 
dent directory and the Jesuits were generally well qualified for 
that Their conduct was correct, and their manners refined. 

They kept up a dignified intercourse with the middling and higher 
classes, and were always ready to help and instruct the poor, without 
descending to their level. Since the expulsion of the Jesuits, the 
better closes, for the most part, the company of monks and 

friars, e^^pt in an ofScial capaci jCU^ hile the lower ranks, from 
which these professional saints are^mrally taken, and where they 
ve-appear, raised, indeed, into comparative importance, but grown 
bolder in grossness and vice, suffer mure from their influence than 
they would by being left without any religious ministers.* 


* “ The profligacy now prevalent among the fnars, contrasted with the conduct 
of the Jesuits, as dewrihed by the most credible living witnesses, is excessively 
Striking. Whatever we may think of the political delinquencies of their leader^, 
their bitterest enemies have never ventured to charge the Order of Jesuits with 
moral irregularities. The internal policy of that body precluded the possibility of 
gross misconduct. No Jesuit could step out of doors without calling on the supe¬ 
rior for leave and <*i companion, In the choice of whom great care was taken to 
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Since the abolilioa of the Jesuits, their devotional sysieni has 
been kept up, though upcfti a much narrower scale, by the congrega¬ 
tions of Scant PAi/zp iVeri (^rOratoire, in France), an Italian of the 
siaieenth csentury, who established voluntary associations of secu¬ 
lar clergymen, living together under an easy rule, but without 
monastic vows, in order to devote themselves to the support of piety. 
The n^ber, however, of these associated priests is so small, that, 
notwitnstanding their zeal and their studied imitation^of the Jesuits, 
they are but a faint shadow of that surprising institution. Yet these > 
priests alone have inherited the skill of Loyola's followers in the 
management of the ascetic contrivance, which, invented by that ar¬ 
dent fanatic, is still called, from his Cbristian-name, l^erciscs of 
Saint IgnaUus. As it would be impossible to sketch tlie history of 
my mind and heart without noticing the influence of that powerful 
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vary the couplcH. Never were they allowed to pass a single night out of the con¬ 
vent, except when attj^nding a dying person; and, even then, they were under the 
strictest injunctions to return at whatever hour the soul departed. Nothing, how¬ 
ever, can give a more striking view of the dis<dprmc and internal government of 
the Jesuits than a case well known in my family, which 1 shall here insert as not 
devoid of interest. A Jesuit of good connexions, and more thnii^ommun abilities, 
had, during a long residence at Granada, become a general favourite, and espe¬ 
cially in a family of distinction where there were some young ladies. On one of 
the three days properly named the Carnival, he happened to call at that house, and 
found the whole family indulging with a few intimate friends in the usual mirth of 
the season; but all in a private domestic manner. With the freedom iind vivacity 
peculiar to Spanish females, the young ladies formed a conspiracy to make their 
favourite Jesuit stand up and dance with th^m. Resistance was in vain: they 
teased and cajoled the poor man, till he, in good-natured condescension, got up, 
moved in the dance for a few minutes, and retired again to his scat. Years 
elapsed ; he ivas removed from Granada, and probably forgot the transient gaiety 
into which he had been betrayed. It is well known that the general of the Jesuits, 
who mtidc Rome hia constant residence, appointed from tiicnee to every office in 
the Order, all over the world. But so little caprice influenced those nominations 
that the friends of the unfortunate dancer were daily expecting to see him el^cd 
provincial governor of the Jesuits in Andalusia. To their great surprise,^^w4|i!r, 
the election fell upon a much inferior man. As llie elections were triu||k], the 
strongest interest Avas made for the next turn. Rressecl on all tides, wi^cncral 
desired his secretary to return a written answer, it was conceived in these words ; 
* It cannot be : he danced at Granada.’—I liaA^e seen (Capuchin friars—the most 
austere Order of Franciscans, Vnttling on a guitar, and singing Boleros before a 
mixed company in the open fleldS|^^d 1 haA'e heard of a friar, who being called 
to watch over a deatb-bed, in i«M|t but poor family, bad the ai||illKity to take 
gross liberties with a female in room where the sick man lay speechless. 

He recovered, however, strength enough to communicate this horrid insult to his 
son, from whom 1 have the fact. Tlie convent to which this friar belonged, is 
notorioQs, among the lower classes, for profligacy.” 

1 shall take the liberty of adding a little trait to this note of the reverend gentle¬ 
man, illustrative of Spanish manners. A friar in high glee is commonly reminded 
of his profession, in a jeering tone, by the wags of the company. Cries of, Cauamoy 
Padrey (hemp, my father!) are heard from all sides, alluding to the scourge used 
for the ^scipline, which is made of that substance, and recommending it as aproper 
cure for rebellious spirits. These two words will cut a fryir to the heart. And 
here Iqt me express my regret that the present Spanish Cortes, who, allured by tbc 
wealth of the Mo7iastir Orders, have ventured ou the suppression of most of their 
houses, where there still remained some leamirg and decorum, allow tlieir country 
to be infested with that mischievous and disgusting vermin—the yriorj. 
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engine, 1 have hitherto prepared, and will now enter upon, a descrip¬ 
tion of the establishment kept by the Pkilippians at Sevillc-^tbe 
most complete of its kind that probably has ever existed. 

“ The Exercises of Saint Jgnatins are a series of meditations on 
various religious subjects, so artificially disposed, that the mind being 
at first thrown into distressing^ horror, may be gradumly raised to 
hope, and finally soothed, not into a certainty of Divine iavoi& but'a 
timid consciousness of pardon. Ten consecutive days are pXsed.in 
, perfect abstraeflon from all worldly pursuits. The persons who sub¬ 
mit to this spiritual discipline, leave their homes for rooms allotted to 
them in the religious house where the Exercises are to be perfonased, 
and yield themselves up to the direction of the president. The priest, 
who for neatly thirty years has been acting in that capacity^t Seville, 
enjoys such influence over the wealthy part of the town, that» 
not satisfied with the temporary accommodation which His convent 
afforded to the pious guests, he can now lodge the l^erdtants in a 
separate building, with a chapel annexed, and every requisite for com¬ 
plete abstraction, during the days of their retireiqcnt. Six or eight 
times in the year the Exercises are performed by different sets of fifty 
persons each. ^ The utmost precision and regularity arc observed in 
the distributi^^f their time. Roused by a large bell at ^ve in the 
morning, they immediately assemble in the chapel to begin the medita¬ 
tion appointed for thC day. At their meals they observe a deep silence; 
and no intercourse, even among each other, is permitted, except 
during one hour in the evening. The settled gloom of the house, the 
almost incessant reading and meditation upon subjects which, from 
their vagueness and infinitude, harass and bewilder the fancy; and 
that powerful sympathetic influence, which affects assemblies where all 
are intent on the same object and bent on similar feelings, renders 
this house a modern cave of Truphonius, within whose dark cells 
cheerfulness is often extinguished f6r ever. 
y Unskilful, indeed, must be the hand that, possessed of this engine, 
to subdue the stoutest mind in which there lurks a particle of 
si^r^tious fear. Rut Father Vega is one of those men wher are born 
to col^and a large portipn of their fellow creatures, either by the 
usual means, or some contrivance of their own. The expulsion of the 
Jesuits during bis probationship in that Ort|er, denied him the ample 
field on which his early views had been fixed. After a course of 
theologici^'^ studies at ike Universitiij^j|b became a member of the 
Oratoire/ ind' soon attracted the ri^ln^of the whole town by his 
preaching. His active and bold mind combines qualities i^idom 
found in the same individual. Clear-headed, resolute, and ambitious, 
the superstitious feelings which melt him into tears whenever be per¬ 
forms the Mass, have not in the least impaired the mental daringuess 
he originally owes to nature. Though seldom mixing in society^ he is 
a perfect man of the world. Far from compromising his lofty claims 
to respect, he flatters the proudest nobles of his spiritual train by well- 
timed bursts of aflected rudeness, which, being a mere display of 
spiritual authority, perfectly cansistent with a full acknowledgment 
of their worldly rank and dignity, give them, in the eyes of the more 
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h,unible bystanders, the ^ditional merit of Christian condescension. 
As ah instance of this, I recollect his ordering the Marquis del P——, 
One of the haughtiest men in this town, to fetch up-staics from the 
chapel, a heavy gold frame set with jewels, yi which the Host is 
exhibited, for the inspection of the company during the hour of recrea¬ 
tion allowed in the Exercises. No ihan ever showed such assurance 
and cq|sdousness of Heaven’s delegated authority as Father Vega, in 
the ComessionaL He reads the heart of his penitenU-impresses tbie , 
midd with the uselessness of disguise, and relieves shame by a strong 
feeling that he has anticipated disclosure. In preaching, his vehe¬ 
mence. rivets the mind of the hearers; a wild luxuriance of style en¬ 
gages thegi with perpetual variety; expectation is kept alive by the 
remembered flashes of liis wit; while the homely, and even coarse, ex¬ 
pressions he allows himself, when he feels the whole audience already 
in his power, give him that air of sup,eriority which seems to set no 

bounds to the freedom of manner. 

• • • ^ 

It is, however, in his private chapel that Father Vega has pre¬ 
pared the grand scene of his triumphs over the heart of his audience. 
Twice every day, during the Exercises^ he kneels for the space of one 
hour, surrounded by his congregation. Daylight is qfeluded, and a 
candle is so disposed in a shade that, without breakiri^^^e gloom of 
the chapel, it shines on a full-length sculpture of Christ nailed to the 
Cross, ^'ho, with a countenance where exquisite suffering is blended 
with the most lovely patience, seems to be on the point of moving his 
lips to say —** Father, forgive them !’* The mind is at first allowed to 
dwell, in the deepest silence, on the images and sentiments with 
which previouk reading has furnished it, till the Director, warmed 
with meditation, breaks forth in an impressive voice, not, however, 
addressing himself to his hearers, from whom he appears completely 
abstracted, but pouring out his heart in the presence of the Deity. 
Silence ensues after a few sentences, and not many minutes elapse 
without a fresh ejaculation. But the fire gradually kindles int^m 
flame. The addresses grow longer and more impassioned ; his 
choked with sobs and tears, struggles painfully for utterance, the 
stoutest hearts arc forced to yield to the impression, and the chapel 
resounds with sighs and groans. 

** 1 cannot but shudder at the recollection that my mind was made 
to undergo such an ordeal cit^he age of sixteen; for it is ^custom 
of the diocese of Seville to pijBfee the candioates for orders by the 
Exercises of Saint Ignatius ; amnven those who are to be incorporated 
with thi; clergy by the ceremony of the First Tonsure, are not easily 
spared this trial. 1 was grown up a timid, docile, yet ardent boy. 
My so^l had been early made to taste the bitterness of remorse,* 
and I now eagerly embraced the offer of those expiatory rites which, 
as I fondly thought, were to restore lost innocence, and keep me for 
ever in the straight path of virtue. The shock, however, which my 
spirits felt might have unnerved me for life, and reduced my facul- 


* See first part of Letter 111. page 32. 
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ties to a state Utile short of imbecility, had I not received from aa- 
tare, probably as a compensatiou for a too soft aud yielding heart, 
an understanding which was born a rebel. Yet, I cannot tell whether 
it was my heart or my head that, in spite of a frighted fancy, endued 
me with resolution to batBe the blind zeal of my confessor, when, find-* 
ing, during these Exercises, that I knew the existence of a prohibited 
book in the possession of a student of divinity, who, out of mefe good¬ 
nature, assisted my early studies, he commanded me to accuse my 
friend before the Inquisition. Often have I been betrayed into a wrong 
course of thiukiug, by a desire to assimilate myself to those I loved, 
and thus enjoy that interchange of sentiment which forms the Itfxury 
of friendship. But even the chains of love, the strong^t I know 
within the range of nature, were burst the moment I conceived that 
error had bound them. This, however, brings me to the history of 
iny mindr* 

‘‘An innate love of truth, which showed itself on the first develope- 
m jnt of my reason, and a consequent perseverance in the pursuit of 
it to the extent of my knowledge, that has attended me through life, 
saved me from sinking into the dregs of Aristotelic philosophy, which, 
though discowtenaucecniy the Spanish government, are still collected 
in a few fiUlp^ools, fed by the constant exertions of the Dominicans. 
Unfortunately for me these monks have a richly endowed college at 
Seville, where they give lectures on Aristotle and Thomas Aquinas, 
to a few young men whom they recniit at the expense of flattering 
their parents. My father's confessor was a Dominican, and he marked 
me for a divine of his own school. My mother, whose heart was 
with the Jesuits, would fain have sent me to the University, where 
the last remnant of their pupils still held the principal chairs. But 
she was informed by the wily monk, that iieresy had begun to creep 
among the new professors of philosophy—heresy of such a horrible 
tendency, that it nearly amounted to polytheism. The evidence on 

« ^ch this charge was grounded seemed, indeed, irresistible ; for you 
id only to open the second volume of one Alticri, a Neapolitan 
friar, whose Elements of Philosophy are still used as a class-book at 
the University of Seville, and you would find, in the first pages, that 
he makes space uncreated, infinite, and imperishable. From such 
premises the consequence was evident,^the new philosophers were 
clearly setting up a rival deity. 

“ With the usual preparation of aIRttle Latin, but in absolute want 
of all elementary instruction, 1 was sent to begin a course of logic at 
the Dominican college. My desire of learning was great indeed ; but 
the Categories ad tnentem Divi Thomw Aquinatis, in a large quarto 
volume, were unsavory food for my mind, and, after a few vain effoits 
to conquer my aversion, 1 ended in never opening the dismal book. 
Yet, untrained as I was to reading, books were necessary to my hap¬ 
piness. In any other country I should have met with a variety of 
works which, furnishing my mind with facts and observations, might 
have led me into some useful or agreeable pursuit. But in Spain, the 
chance of happening on a good book is so remote that 1 must reckon 
my acquaintance with one that could open my mind among the fortu- 
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nate events of my life. A near relation of mine, a lady whose edu¬ 
cation had been superior^ to that commonly bestowed on Spanish 
females, possessed a small collection of Spanish and French books. 
Among these were the works of Don Fray Benito Feyjoo, a Bene¬ 
dictine monk, who, rising above the intellectual level of his country, 
about the beginning of the present (18th) century, had the boldness 
to atta|k every established error, which w'as not under the imme¬ 
diate patronage of religion. His mind was endowed with extraordi¬ 
nary clearness and acuteness; and having, by an extensive reading of 
Latin and French works, acquired a great mass of information on 
physical and historical subjects, he displayed it, with peculiar felicity 
of expression, in a long scries of discourses and letters, forming a 
work of fourteen large closely printed volumes*”* 

** It was not without difficulty that I obtained leave to try whether 
my mind, which had hitherto lain a perfect waste, was stroi% enough 
to understand and relish Fcyjoo. But it came like the spring showers 
upon a thirsty soil. A man’s opinion of the first work he read wBen 
a boy, cannot safely be trusted ; but, to judge from the avidity with 
which at the age of fifteen I devoured fourteen volumes on miscella¬ 
neous subjects, and the surprising impuls^ they ga^ to my yet 
unfolded faculties, Feyjoo must be a writer who deserwHtporc notice 
than he has ever obtained from his countrymen. If I can trust my 
recollection, he had deeply imbibed the spirit of Lord Bacon's works, 
together with his utter contempt of the absurd philosophy which has 
been universally taught in Spain, till the last third of the eighteenth 
century. From Baylc, Fcyjoo had learned caution in weighing histo¬ 
rical evidence, and an habitual suspicion of the numberless opinions 
which, in countries unpurified by the wholesome gales of free con¬ 
tending thought, arc allowed to range unmolested, for ages, with the 
same claim to the rights of prescription as frogs and insects have 
to their stagnant pools. In a pleasing and popular style, Feyjoo 
acquainted his Countrymen with whatever discoveries in experiment 
philosophy had been made by Boyle at that time. He declared opV 
war against quackery of all kinds. Miracles and visions which had 
not received the sanction of the Church of Rome did not escape the 
scrutinizing eye of the bold Benedictine. Such, in fact, was the alarm 
produced by his works on the all-believing race for whom he wrote, 
that nothing but the patronage of Ferdinand VI. prevented bis being 
silenced with the ultima ratio dISpanish divines—^the Inquisition, 

Had the power of Aladdins lamp placed me within the richest 
subterraneous palace described in the Arabian Nights, it could not 
have produced the raptures I experienced from the intellectual trea¬ 
sure of which I now imagined myself the master. Physical strength 
developes itself so gradually, that few, I am inclined to think, derive 
pleasure from a sudden start of bodily vigour. But my mind, like a 
young bird in the nest, had lived unconscious of its wings, till this 
unexpected leader bad, by his boldness, allured it into flight. From 
a state of mere animal life, 1 found myself at once possessed of the 


* Feyloo died in 1765. Several of bis Essays were published in English by John 
Brett, Esq. 1780. 
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faculW of thinking; and 1 can scarcely conceive, that the soul, emerg¬ 
ing after death into a higher rank of existence, shall feel and try its 
new powers with a keener delight. Mv knowledge, it is true, w^as 
confined to a few physical and historical facts; but I had, all at once, 
learned to reason, to argue, to doubt. To the surprise and alarm of 
my good relatives, I had been changed, within a few weeks, into a 
sceptic who, without questioning religious subjects, would not allow 
any one of the settled notions to pass for its current value. My mother, 
with her usual penetration, perceived the new tendency of my mind, 
and thanked Heaven, in my presence, that Spain was my native coun¬ 
try : * else,’ she said, ' he would soon quit the pale of the church.’ 

“ The main advantage, however, I owed to my new powers, was a 
speedy emancipation from the Aristotelic school of the Dominicans. I 
had, sonmtimes, dipped into the second volume of their Elements of 
Philosof^, and had found, to my utter dismay, that they denied the 
existence of a vacuum —one of my then favourite doctrines, and at¬ 
tributed the ascent of liquids by suction, to the horror of nature at 
being wounded and torn. Now, it so happened that Feyjoo had given 
me the clearest notions^on the theory of the sucking-pump, and the 
relative gravity of air and water. Nothing, therefore, could equal my 
contempt of those monks, who could still contend for the old system 
of sympathies and antipathies. A reprimand from the reverend Pro¬ 
fessor of Logic, for ray utter inattention to his lectures, sprung, at 
length, the mine which, charged with the first scraps of learning, and 
brimful of boyish conceit, had long been ready to explode. 

“ Had the Friar remonstrated with me in private, ray habitual 
timidity would have scaled up my lips. But he rated me before the 
whole class, and that fired up my indignation. Rising from my seat 
with a courage so new to roe that it seemed to be inspired, I boldly 
declared my determination not to burden and pervert my mind with 
the absurdities that were taught in their schools. Being asked, with 
a sarcastic smile, which were the doctrines that had thus incurred my 
disapprobation, I visibly surprised the Professor—no bright genius 
himself—with the theory of the sucking-pump, and actually n<m~plvMd 
him on the mighty question of vacuum. To be thus bearded by a 
stripling, was more than his professional humility could bear. He 
bade me thank my family for not being that moment turned out of the 
class; assuring me, however, that my father should be acquainted 
with my impertinence in the course of that day. Yet, I must do jus¬ 
tice to bis good-nature and moderation in checking the students, who 
wished to serve me, like Sancho, with a blanketing. 

“ Before the threatened message could reach my father, I had, with 
great rhetorical skill, engaged maternal pride and fear in my favour. 
In what colours the friar may have painted my imprudence, I neither 
learned nor cared ; for my mother, whose dislike of the Dominicans, 
as the enemies of the Jesuits, had been roused by the public repri¬ 
mand of the Professor, took the whole matter into her hands, and, 
before the end of the week, I heard, with rapture, that my name was 
to he entered at the University. 

** Having thus luckily obtained the object of iny wishes, I soon re- 
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tricved my character for industry, and received the public thanks of 
my new Professor. What might have been my progress under a 
better system than that of a Spanish university, vanity will probably 
not allow me to judge with fairness. I will, therefore, content myself 
with laying a sketch of that system before the reader.” 

(To be continued,) 


MOBERN FICTIONS. 

In the first search of the mind after knowledge, when its 
appetite is eager, history presents it with a crowd of facts, per¬ 
sonages, and adventures, which it greedily devours and indis¬ 
criminately enjoys. These possess at that period all tlS charms ’ 
of romance, superadded to those of reality, without the sem¬ 
blance of which, at least, we are not satisfied at first. And youth, 
in the freshness and abundance of feeling, can interest itself in 
any characters and events, however drily ^delineated or barrenly 
detailed. But there is nothing sooner learned than the insipi¬ 
dity of truth. The stock of active feeling becomes exhausted 
jiroportionably as the craving for it increases; and we turn from 
the survey of things as they arc, to the more flattering pictures 
of imagination and reverie. 

Tis strange,—but our opinions used to be exactly the reverse. 
Fiction seemed to be the fit amusement of infancy and youth,— 
history tlie solid nourishment of mature age. We have found 
it otherwise; and were we egotistical enough to argue from 
private experience, we would describe youth as the reign of 
matier^of-Jact —as a season spent in systematizing, and in form¬ 
ing common-place books and chronological tables^ and man¬ 
hood as a state, in which all we formerly called real and soful 
had lost its attraction—worn out its gilding as it were; and of 
which the only solace was in those imaginations and idealities, 
which youth did not know or need. 

Though the mode of education now prevalent introduces us 
first to fiction,—to Robinson Crusoe, to Ovid, to Virgil, and 
leaves us to find out the reality afterwards ourselves, the con¬ 
trary one should think, were more natural as well as more bene¬ 
ficial. We, who spring from the earth and journey toward the 
heaven, should proceed from the solid to the fanciful. We, 
who have to guide ourselves through the rude collisions of the 
world before we can aspire to a loftier, should learn the circum¬ 
stances, the habits, the rules of life, ere we launched into dreary 
speculation. We should be taught to build fabrics on earth, ere 
we learned to erect them in the air; and should assign to each 
season of life those occupations, which suit the different realms 
on which they border; 

“ A youth of action, an old age of dreams.” 
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In youth the indulgence of ideality undermines the heart and 
obliterates the feelings, absorbs the mind in selfish speculation 
and isolates it in itself. Amusement becomes business, hours 
of excitement are frenzy and irritation, the rest languor and 
irksomeness— 

/' Their breath is agitation, and their life 
A storm whereon they ride." 

But the musings of age are calm and its hopes not fallacious, 
while the melancholy feeling that accompanies its retrospection 
to the past, is sweeter and more soothing than the gorgeous 
promises of youth. 

But marvellously heroic—quite Zimmermannish, and 

why ? alpfco prove that gray hairs are as dignified over Ariosto or 
the Thousand and One Nights, as they are over Locke or Adam 
Smith. Tis a selfish warmth, good Reader; for our ears yet 
tingle, and our liver swells (tumet jecur) with a severe objurga¬ 
tion we lately received, when “caught slipshod over the last 
new novel .”—man revenom. 

An ideal world is necessary to the mind : all nations, whether 
rude or civilized, have possessed one, and stocked it with 
scenes, personages, and occupations suitable to their respective 
notions of happiness. Man is not satisfied with the objects 
around him, and from his store of hope and prophetic feeling, 
builds himself a mental paradise to repose or revel in, while 
terror and superstition often lend their pernicious aid, intruding 
“ gorgons, hydras, and chimsDras dire,” This becomes the 
presence-^chaniheF of the soul, where the perceptions are re¬ 
ceived and ranik^d. All thoughts and objects become tinged 
with the prevailing air of the place, and decked either in the gay 
attire of fancy, or dull livery of woe. We vie^he world re¬ 
flected in it as in a speculum, and in no othelpight can we 
view it; for to reason against feeling is impossible. This, 
whether produced by the ascendant genius of a few, by climate, 
or by divine inspiration, is the pervading spirit of each nation 
and age. It is this, which originates and characterizes all opi¬ 
nion and all habit; and to this, as to an all-actuating cause, 
the philosophic historian can trace every fact he narrates. 

'Tis strange, that in these days we, with our attested creed 
and well-founded hopes of futurity, should place our ideal re¬ 
gion so little removed from that in which we dwell—should 
never contemplate beings other than ourselves—should be so 
nailed to earth, and entangled in the thread of tale, adventure, 
and character, as to forget that proud privilege given us by 
the poet, 

“ Os subh'mem dedit, coelumque tueri.” 

While the rude and early nations, who were surrounded with 
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ignorance and doubt, were ever in the world of spirits, gods, and 
demigods j treading the sta^ floor of Heaven, or ranging earth 
in the midst of invisible deities—the beautiful children of their 
fancy. Those were sublime delights, but there were terrors to 
balance them: if we have lost the one we have escaped the 
other; and though we may know more of spiritual things than 
our classic predecessors, we certainly feel less. 

With the people of Greece and Rome progressive civilization 
had .not that full effect in undermining the prevalence of indh- 
gination which it has had with us. The polite sceptic, who 
ceased to acknowledge the influence of Jupiter and Apollo, was 
still warmed by the visionary speculations of the Platonic phi¬ 
losophy, while the grandeur of statue and temple, 'flieil^ntinual 
observance of old and venerable rites, and the yet TOshaken 
superstitions of the vulgar, did not allow him altogether to 
forget the gods of Olympus, To this mild and compromising 
spirit succeeded the furious idealism of legend, vision, and mar¬ 
tyrdom, restrained at first by the politiced struggles of the em¬ 
pire, and afterwards softened by mingling with the lofty, and, 
according to our ideas, more elegant institutions of the northern 
invaders. The different light and esteem in which the female 
sex was held by these barbarians, as they were termed, and the 
subsequent heightening of that esteem into tomantic devotion, 
forms the great difference between the ideal world of the an¬ 
cients and that of the modems. 

And here we have discovered the reason why we, in our 
visionary and fictitious tales, are contented, with earth and 
earthly scenes, and why they despised such ai insipid, unless 
when seasoned with deities and excursions to the Heavens. 
We possess the delights of love, of feeling and refined passion, 
of which tliejj j^ ad not an idea:—woman, such as we know her, 
was never in their imaginations or their pages. With our ele¬ 
gant ideal of the sex, we can well dispense with all the affable 
celestials, that haunted bower and stream, that blest Anchises 
or Endymion; and wc would not exchange the Rebecca of 
Ivanhoe for all the pulpy goddesses that thronged the imperial 
synod of Jove. 

’Tis said, that the old knights wd dames of chivalry were no 
better than they should be—perhaps sp; but their theory was 
fine, their beau ideal of character poptically noble, and their 
materiel of imagination most ample, uniting the gorgeousness 
of the Orientals with the gloomy grandeur of the North. The 
peculiar and exquisite style of sentiment which they originated, 
we have inherited from them with much less variation than is 
supposed. The externals—the habits and institutions, have 

f assed away ; the subtle spirit of thought still exists the same, 
n rude and unthinking times this could not have been sup- 
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S orted, unless typified and inculcated by the ceremony and the 
anner—by " pomp, pride, and circumstancebut in these 
comparatively quiet times it is kept alive in the musings of the 
conteniplatist, and is unconsciously imbibed by the noble and 
high-born in silence, , ..." 

UiinoisM by the rude breath of fame/ 

The loquacity of,tlie world consists of niimeaning and narrow 
pdlitics/ petty scandal, and ooinmpn-place criticism ; to wander 
beyond matier-of-iact, .pr the news of llie day» would be against 
all the rules of good-breedmg; and' that portion of romantic 
feeling, *which is at present in the world, is reserved for the 
pilldw*;|||Utbe clojspt,.mid comes forth in the Unassuming page 
of the plPnjL and '^€1 noveL » ^ 

In a civilized ag6 this spirit can exist without the aid of mar¬ 
vel and enchantment, ^nd may be embodied in the scenes of real 
life ;—^in a rude age it could not be so. All the early attempts at 
simple fiction are compelled to make up in licentiousness what 
they want in the marvellous : su(di,ie the case with the fabliaux, 
which succeeded the early romances, and much tended to cor¬ 
rupt the purer strain of ^ntiment breathed by the latter. 

As zeal subsided ]t)Oth in imaginative, writers and their audi¬ 
tors, (the early romances having been intended to be spoken or, 
sung), the demand was fo,r prOse, and translations were greedily 
devoured by those who would, not undertake the fatigue of read¬ 
ing the works in their ipetricil state. “ It is a whimsical fact,” 
says Ellis, “ that.,the sapie fables, which were discredited when 
in verse, were again o4, jheir trapsfusion into prose received 
without suspicion. Ijt should seem that falsehood is generally 
safe from detection when concealed under a sutl^ent cloak of 
dullness.” This is rathe^ splenetic on the part.apthe critic— 
falsehood and are,cp^rse and unjust syno^nes for fable 

and prose. v, . 

But proportionably ^^,.real^haiai^er is altered by the pro¬ 
gress,, of society, the-idfeal^is also. The French courtier and 
intriguante ceased to be interested with the heroes and heroines 
of om romance; thej^ought a more tranquil and less stately 
fiction, and iioyelty„was welcomed with unusual popularity. 
Amyot’s translation %f Jbe Giteek romance of Theagenes and 
Chariclek, which appegi^ in >1547, went through ten editions 
before the end of tlie ^teenth peatury. 

When the war arfd ^gitaUem occasioned by the ambition of 
th^ Guises had ceased, the establishment of the gallant Henry 
ou his throne gave the appear^ce of a golden age to a nation 
just ^breathing from dissension and slaughter. This prepared 
the national taste for the bergeries—Xho pictures of rural and . 
tranquil life, Avhich soon becaUie fashionable. They were 
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seemingly imported frpm Spain during the close coijypexion of 
the league with that country, where the Diana of Montemayor, 
and the Galatea of Cervantes, were at the height of popularity. 
In imitation of these, D’Urfe, a French nobleman, composed 
his ** Astrea,” where, under the guise of shepherds and shepher¬ 
desses, all the court scandals and amours are related; It is a ' 
curious mixture of intrigue and^ innocence, of pastoral and 
heroic. Nevertheless it was a step to - improvement,—it gave 
a new form to romance,’* according to Fontenell% *'and re¬ 
called the decorum and Sentiment which appeared to have been 
banished altogether,” It was^published in, and subsequent to 
1610: a whole host of imitators followed it; and S6|i|aiB says, 
that till his time all the Pieces de Theatre were takflIRom the . 
Astrea. * / ^ 

But we are going 6ver a ground often traced by more able 
pens, and know not how we got into the track, having indulged 
at first in a f(Sw generalities, W way of introduction to a review 
of the novels of Madame La Fayette. But as the heroic romance 
is the link between the bergeries and the compositions of that 
lady, it may be as well to touch upon them now, and defer our 
remarks upon Madame La Fayette to a future time. From the 
various character of the bergeries^ critics have been much 
puzzled to assign the sources whence they arose, being com¬ 
pounded of classic, Moorish, and romantic fiction; but their 
moral causes are acutely detailed by Fontenelle. 

'*The French had just emer^d from the troubles ofthe JFrondc 
—a war, to say the least of it, ridiculous, commenced and perse¬ 
vered in without object or plan, and terminated by transactions 
equally disgraceful to both parties. All Paris had reen engaged 
in it, and all ranks of people, from the highest to the lowest, 
found themsHljbs, to their astonishment, with sword in hand. 
Skirmishes j^med daily—every one was busied recounting and. 
exaggerating his exploits—there was nothing else spokeh of^ 
men, women, and even infants, were seized with the universal 
enthusiasm. These circumstances had not a little contributed 
to elevate people’s thoughts above their level; a tinge of war¬ 
like heroism was spread over society, which was not likely to 
be dissipated in the midst of the brilliant 'triumphs of a young 
and victorious court; and gallantry, ever attached to the steps 
of glory, was not left behind by its cOSipamon. This general 
disposition of taste gave rise to th4 romances, and en¬ 

sured their success, while D’tJrf6 for somh time fell into total 

Of the long-winded story and style here spoken of, the 
English reader has seen sufficient in its offspring—the dramatic 


* Court de Belles Lottres, torn. 5v. p. 207. 
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producticps of Charles the Second and William^s reign—of 
Dryden and Lee, unless he has had the hardihood to wade 
through the Parthenissa of Lord Oirery, the only English 
^man dc la loti^e haleine. These compositions, as well as 
their predecessor in popularity—the Astrea, owed most of that 
popularity tb the covert delineations of distinguished living 
characters, and supplied, for a while, the place.of the Memoirs 
and Anas, in which the French nation abounded. The rules of 
valour andnourtesy, chastity and hauteur, so simply inculcated 
in the old romances, were, in the heroic, refined and wire-drawn 
to the most subtle distinctions i the love-dialogue of the latter 
answer^d|^e tournament of the former, and skill in argument 
with thlKiiowledge of all the niceties of feeling, seem more 
necessary to the heroic hero than even a stout arm and irresistible 
spear. This spirit was kept up by the tone that pervaded the 
fashionable society of the Hotel de Hambouillet; but those 
male and female has blens soon passed away, and yielded the 
ascendancy of social life (then, and in that nation, of the greatest 
importance) to a more rational assembly, — Huet, Segrais, 
Callieres, La Fontaine, Madame de Sevignt, Le Due de Roche- 
foucault, and Madame La Fayette : all of whom had been 
previously more or less intimate with the coterie of Madame de 
ilambouillet. From this society may be said to spring the 
modern novel, as though the Princesse de Cleves, &c, are at¬ 
tributed to one name, there is no doubt that the very work of 
composition was a divided task; and the sentiment prevalent 
throughout them seems to be but their conversation embodied. 
I’he very mention of Rocliefoucault, as one of the members, is 
sufficient to account for their discarding the sentiment and style 
ampoule, and letting themselves down to a parallel witli common 
sense. Y. 


ON PALINDROMES. 

Among the fopperies, the Nugte diffieiles, which in the dark ages 
supplied the place of learning and taste, there were none more 
remarkable, none on which more labour was wasted to less useful 
purpose, than the Ptdindrunicsi, or Canorine, or recurrent verses, as 
they were c^led, from th^ir reading the same, letter by letter, back¬ 
wards and forwards. 

The difficulty, howeyer, of this species of composition was an effec¬ 
tual barrier to the generality of its study, and the number of its 
examples. Indeed, whoever attempts to compose a Palindrome line, 
will be surprised that there should be so many on record. 

•We have thought it might amuse our readers, to see the specimens 
of this fanciful species of verse winch we have been able to collect. 
We have, therefore, classed them under their different languages, and 
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ivill give the precedence, as in duty bound, to the ancient Greek. 
One only in this language is generally known, md this, owbg to the 
length of one of its words, would possess as much merit as the sur¬ 
mounting of difficulty can bestow, were it not spoiled by a violation of 
grammar which is equally inexcusable and incurable. It was in¬ 
scribed on a marble Benitier in the church of Notre Dame at Paris, 
and runs as follows :— 

mWS ANOMHMATA, MH MOKAN OtlN. 

Wash your sins, not your countenance alone. 

The classical reader will see tliat the rules of grammar are broken, 
by the substitution of the adjective monan for the adverb monon. 

Latin, being the language in which the composition of^|h|Se lines 
is the most easy (from its containing both so many wordslffich spell 
the same backwards an<l forwards, and so many which bear one sense 
when read forwards and another backwards) is that in which they are 
generally recognized to abound most copiously. It is also the lan¬ 
guage in which they first appeared, having been invented by Sotades, 
a Roman poet, who lived about 250 years before Christ. He having 
degraded liis muse by devoting her to obscenity, Sotadea Carmina 
became the general name for verse of that disgusting character. The 
few of his lines which are cited by Quintilian are well known:— 

Roma, tibi subito motibus iblt amor. 

Si bene te'tua Laus taxat, sua lautc tenebis. 

Sole uicdcrc pede, ede, perede melos. 

In the following lines each word is a Palindrome :— 

Odo tenet mulum, madidaiu inuluin tenet Odo, 

Anna tenet mappani, madidam mappam tenet Anna. 

The following recurrent lines were composed by Paschasias, as an 
epitaph on Henry IV.:— 

Ar^ serenum me gere regem, tnunere sacra, 

SoljM, areas, animos, omina sacra, inelos. 

But these two last specimens have too little sense to deserve much 
notice. 

For the most beautiful example we must turn to the annals of our 
own country, and to a woman. In the reign of Queen Elizabeth, 
when the education of women rendered them frequently superior to 
the other sex, a lady being banished the court from a suspicion of 
her being too familiar with a great lord in favour, gave this device. 
The moon covered by a cloud, and the following Palindrome for a 
motto:— 

Ablata at Alba. 

(Secluded but pure.) 

The merit of this kind of composition was never in any example of 
which we know so heightened by appropriateness and delicacy of 
sentiment. 

In English but one Palindrome line is known; at least, James 
Harris, who had deeply studied our language, could discover no 

N 2 
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more; and that one is only procured by a quaintn^ss of spelling in one 
word, and the substitution of a figure for another:— 

Lewd did I live, evil I did dweL 

Our own observation confirms the difficulty of composing them in 
our own language, which this rarity implies. We have frequently 
laboured at arrangements of words which would form an English 
Palindrome line, but always unsuccessfully, which surprised us, as we 
have in English so many Palindrome words. 

There is another species of Palindrome, verbal but not literal, of 
which, as it must be supposed to be less difficult, we are surprised to 
find no more than two examples. The first of these is the following 
eulogy of Hippocrates:— 

lirwox^Tiif riv fiBfoxwv^ xat t$vea Kawg 

Xcuiro, MOit vexuwv inv kv ai 2 ^. 

Rctroactuui. 

£iv 0(V8^ a^woivts i}v vixuuiv, xou fOvta \aci>v 
XwfTo, xa< fjiigoirtt)¥ tjv liFirtHgurric* 

But a much more ingenious verbal Palindrome is copied, in Mis- 
soti's Voyage to Italy, from the old cloister of Santa Marca Novella 
at Florence: — 

Sacrum pinguc dubo, non niacrum sacrlficabo. 

This hexameter line is a[»plied to the sacrifice of Abel; but, on being 
read backward, it becomes a pentameter applicable to that of Cain— 

Sacrificabo inacrum, non dabo pingue sacrum. 

Both are Leonine verses, as I^tin rhymes were called, from Leo, a 
writer of the twelfth century; though some suppose their invention to 
be of an earlier period. We cannot, however, in praising the double 
applicability of this line, forget that the sacrifice of Cain was not a 
living victim. 


But we have reserved for our climax the last and the most extraor¬ 
dinary effort ill the composition of Palindromes that has appeared in 
print. It is a poem of which we possess a copy, called 
Kagxmxh,* written in ancient Greek, by a modern Greek named Am- 
brosius, printed in Vienna in 1802, and dedicated to the Emperor 
Alexander. It contains 455 lines, every one of which is a literal 
Palindrome. The arrangement of the words is, of course, frequently 
forced, the allusions far-fetched, and the sense difficult to discover; 
but they are by no means what arc called nonsense verses ; for, by 
close attention, and the assistance of the notes, every one of them may 
be construed. We subjoin a few of the lines, which we have selected 
as the most easy to be construed:— 

^Slvet^ If 8, (diTO Tf Btes avw, 

Xu ri 2« ffy yfi So'uf, 


* This poem is slightly alluded to by Choiseul Gouffier, in bis “ Voyage Pitto- 
resque dc la 
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‘Kf y«3« Pwffwv, uf w^aiot 

'AIi» et^^ra x«^a xorraq^avia. 

Nf/uc vOi TJ a^a nct^otht^v i/usr~ 

*A /xadi)|uaT a^n 

Noi 8^ &KKa. froWa a di^\' 6 ^aX^c^SiOv. 

icMi 2? ri yq, 2l$ i Mou 0 i|y«riir iV iiroai. 
*'A(f ^ara Si; 10 ^^ cuf (£ra ^i7a 
Nf0(» (ieff'w c? ^*^*9 McSrav at/ 

'Kx<itxu;0’af ^fiag afA^ffagt cS xax^. 

Aaxtwwx), ff’i fliivtft Ttf Ji6ut9,ffl Mivto xa>^w. 

Aiy j c|>a 4 

'Eu ’EA.*(ra€sT, *AifKdt t* e^acriXcui 

‘'FAaCi ra icaxa, xai axaxa xaW^aA . 

'Afira w^ya^f cTi yfi wartfa 

iwfiart otp ^01 ^fve fo!; irayuaT^ 

8^ *11^(11^9 olo^ rJ>( C(>^r; ffj), 

Sat ffC Xacj; aXae? aXi/rMv. 

9)9ii ^atp TfVy aXij^^ 7yu<*. 

Su eVo cdvtf Ne7 tvdiof Sup 

Pwf cXf t/ 0 ^ Xv0’iTtXcf w^o). 

'^AXXa ri Iv ya; /6aX«, ?a^o)v *>/« t* ftX> t, 

0u C0O, w eXst ;^ti o( Iv^ £1]Toi« 

Si^v oSe (TofT^^a i8ia ^ilTiSf fSakOf 



WALKS IN THE OARULN. M). l\. 

My garden Ukes up half my daily care. 

And my Acid nskh the ininntes 1 can 8pAr(\ Hak i r 

1 1 ' was said of llurke, that no one could stand under the 
same gateway with him, during a shower of rain, without dis¬ 
covering thav'*? was an extraordinary man ; a very consolatory 
assertion to the inhabitants of London, who were not, perhaps, 
previously aware that ani/ discovery could he made, or pleasant 
association awakened during that most irksome period, when 
they are huddled with sti’ange companions undei the shelter of 
a low arch, gazing listlessly at the rushing arul wrangling ken¬ 
nel, or walking to the hack of the covered way to exchange 
weeping looks with the sky. In that ten minutes of London’s 
suspended animation, all is desolation and gloom ; the deserted 
street is a wide waste of bubbles and mud; from the unimbi¬ 
bing flag-stones the discoloured drops scramble into the gutter 
to flisembogue themselves into a feculent and stercoraceoiis re¬ 
ceptacle, whither the imagination refuses to follow them :—now 
and then the loud pattering on an umbrella announces the ap¬ 
proach of some sturdy jicdcstrian who hurries by, and the cheer¬ 
less prospect is again confined to mud and stones, until a hack¬ 
ney-coach rattles ))ast with its lame and dripping cattle, wliilc 
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the flap-hatted driver holds his head on one side to avoid the 
pelting of the storm, utterly indifferent to the upheld fingers 
of the shop-and-alley-imprisoned women, or the impatient calls 
of appointment-breaking men; signals to which, but half an 
hour before, he would have been all eye, all ear. No delectable 
associations, either natural or literary, spring up to alleviate the 
tedium of such a detention as we have been describing; for 
even the recollection of Swift’s imitative description of a city- 
shower will but aggravate the annoyances of our situation, by 
the fidelity with which he has pourtrayed the^scene. How dif¬ 
ferent the effect of a shower in the country ! We have already 
noticed the air of enjoyment with*which the trees droop down 
their brapcHes to be fed, and the silent satisfaction with which 
the thirsty earth drinks in the refreshing moisture ; but there is 
scarcely a drop of rain which we may not moralize into as many 
conceits as Jaques summoned up from the tears of the poor 
wounded stag. Are we in a puerile mood, we may forthwith 
realise that most palatable conception of Mother Bunch, by 
which our youthful imaginations have been so often raised to 
ecstasy, (is it not the Tale of Prince Florizel ?) wherein the dis¬ 
criminating fairy rewards her obedient children, by summoning 
from the air a shower of tarts and cheesecakes, a prodigy which 
we can thus easily accomplish with the wand of fancy. The 
limpid drops destined to feed the corn w'hence the flour is ob¬ 
tained, and expand the pulp of the currant, raspberry, or goose¬ 
berry, which IS to be enshrined in its paste, are clearly the 
primal though unconcocted elements of the feast which Mrs. 
Bunch, (away with the disrespectful term mother!) perfected 
amid the magical ovens of the sky, and showered down into 
the upturned mouths of her infantine worshippers. Every fall 
of rain is, in fact, a new supply from the great ante-natal in¬ 
finite of pastry. < 

Are we poetically inclined in our combinations, there is not a 
drop from which imagination may not extract beauty and me¬ 
lody, by pursuing it into the labyrinth of some “ bosky dell ” or 
dark umbrageous nook, only lighted up by the yellow eyes of 
the primrose; or we may convert it into a, little crystal bark, 
suffering our fancies to float upon it adown some guggling rivu¬ 
let, under a canopy of boughs, and between banks of flowers, 
nodding, like Narcissus, at tlieir own image in the water, and so 
sailing along in the moonlight to the accompaniment of its own 
music, we may realize Coleridge’s 

“ Hidden brook 
In die leafy month of June, 

That to die sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune.” 
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By patience md perseverance the leaf of the mulberry-tree 
becomes satin; the rain which we shake from our feet may be 
metamorphosed into that leaf^ and ultimately revisit them in the 
form of silk stockings. By anticipating the silent elaborations of 
Nature, and following up her processes, we may substantiate the 
dreams of those poets and Oriental writers *who tell of roses. Jon¬ 
quils, and violets fallipg from the sky, for almost every one of the 
globules of rain may be a future flower. Absorbed by the 
thirsty roots, it may be converted into sap, and working its way 
into tne flower-stalk, may, in process of time, assume the form 
of petals, turning their fragrant lips upwards to bless the sky, 
whence they originally descended. Or, are we disposed to 
contemplate the shower with a more exalted an^ipation, we 
have but to recollect that all flesli is grass, and ih ^inevitable 
converse of the proposition, that all grass is destined to become 
flesh, either animal or human, and struitway the rain becomes 
instinct with vitaUty,^nd we may follow each drop through its 
vegetable existence pasture into the ribs of some future prize 
ox; or into the sparkling eye of its proprietor, some unborn 
Mr. Coke or Lord Somerville standing proudly by its side; or 
into the heart of a Milton, the blood of a Hampden, or the 
brain of a Bacon. Thus in a passing shower may we uncon¬ 
sciously be pelted with the component parts of bulls and sheep, 
poets, patriots, and philosophers—a fantastical speculation 
perhaps, but it is better than shivering at the end of an alley in 
Holborii without thinking of any thing, or flattening one's nose 
against the pane of acoft’ee-liouse window in splenetic vacancy. 

Having mentioned the name of Bacon, let us not omit to re¬ 
cord his assertion, that when ages grow to civility and ele¬ 
gancy, men come to build stately, sooner than to garden finely ; 
as if gardening were the greater perfection a remark no less 
honourable to the noble science of horticulture, than historically 
accordant with fact Our own pre-eminence at the present 
moment may be adduced in confirmation; and it is no sligl^^jBvi- 
dcnce of advancing civilization in China, that they have become 
not less enthusiastic than expert in the cultivation of flowers. 
Scarce European plants command higher ])rices at Pekin than 
could be obtained lor any Chinese production in Loudon. But 
we have rambled and preluded till the shower is over, and 
we may now again venture out into the garden. This Fig-tree 
suggests the passing remark, that although the sexual system of 
plants owes its establishment chiefly to Linnaeus, the fact was 
well known to tlie ancients. The Date-palm, in all ages a 
primary object of cultivation, bears barren and fertile flowers 
upon separate trees; and the Greeks soon discovered, that to 
have abundant and well-flavoured fruit, it was expedient to 
plant both together. Without this arrangement dates have no 
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kernel, and are not ^od froit. In the Levant the eame process 
is practised on the Pistacia and fig. This gall which has fallen 
from our young oak, is a tumour or disease in the tree, and will 
ultimately become animated by nwriads df insects. Galls for 
making ink are the oak-apples of a Levant Quercusj different 
from any of ours. Yonder is the Holly, from whose bark the 
treacherous bird-lime is prepared. Poet# have bewailed the 
hard fate of the eagle, whose wing had furnished the plume of 
the arrow by which he was shot;—why have they not melodised 
in verse the perfidious treatment of linnets and robins, whose 
natural perch is thus converted into a snare to rob theih of their 
life and liberty ? In passing this Vine, so fertile in all pleasant 
and hilarious associations, we may record that Dr. Hales, by 
affixing tubes to the stump of one which he had cut off in April, 
found that the sap rose twenty-one feet high, whence we may 
form some notion of the moisture w-hich these plants absorb 
from the earth, and brew into wine, in thfir«ninute vessels, for 
the recreation and delight of man. The i|ilage-clock striking 
the hour of eleven, reminds me of one remarkabje circumstance 
which I might otherwise have omitted to notice—that it is a 
number totally unknown in botany, no plant, tree, shrub, or flower 
having yet been discovered in which the corolla has eleven males. 
The prevalence of the Polyandrian system among plants is at¬ 
tested by the singular fact, that out of 11,500 species of plants 
enumerated in the first thirteen classes ^of the Cambridge collec¬ 
tion, there is not one, bearing barren and fertile flowers, in which 
the females exceed the males. 

" In the royal ordering of gardens,” says Bacon, " there 
ought to be a garden for every month in the year,” by the adop¬ 
tion of which recommendation, even in private pleasure-grounds, 
we might secure to ourselves the enjoyment of a perpetual 
bloom, placing, ourselves, as it were, beneath the cornucopia of 
Flora to be crowned with a perennial garland. Even when the 
evei^eens in the depth of winter refute their own name, and 
present nothing to tne eye but waving tufts of snow, we may 
perpetuate the summer landscape by turning our glance inwardi, 
and recalling the floweryness and green overgrowth of the past 
season:—or in the midst of leafless shrubs and trees, whose 
fleshless bones are wrapped in snow, like skeletons in their 
winding-sheets, we may call around us all their verdant glories 
by anticipating the garniture of the following spring, in the 
manner of which Covvper has afforded so beautiful an example : 

••---These naked shoots. 

Barren as lances, ainuiig which the wind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes, 

Shall put their graceiul foliage on again, 

And more aspiring, and with ampler spread. 
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Shall boast new charms, and more than they have lost. 
Then each in its peculiar honours clad, 

Shall publish even to the distant eye 
Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich 
In streaming gold; syringa, ivory pure; 

Use scentless and the scented rose; this red, 

And of a humbler growth, the other tall. 

And throwing up into the darkest gloom 
Of ncighbouTJiigvcypress, or more sable yew. 

Her silver globes, light as the foamy surf 
That the wind severs from the broken wave :— 

The blue, various in array, now white. 

Now sanguine, and her beauteous head now set 

With purple spikes pyramidal, as if 

Studious of ornament, yet unresolved 

Which hue she must approved, she chose them all 

Copious of {lowers the woodbine, pale and wan. 

But well compensating her sickly looks 
With ncvcr-cloying o&urs, early and late;— 

Hypericum all bloom, so thick a swarm 
Of Howers, liketfli^ clothing her slender rods, 

Thai scarce a IflffapP ears;—mezerion too. 

Though leafless, well attired, and thick beset 
With blushing wreaths, investing every spray;— 

Althasd with tlic purple eye : the broom 
Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloyed 
Her blossoms; and luxuriant above all 
The jasmine, throwing wude her elegant sweets. 

The deep dark-green of whose uuvarnish’d leaf 

Makes more conspicuous, and illumines more 

The bright profusion gf her scatter'd stars.” 11. 


MUSIC OF POLITICS. 

Oi^afiov yaQ Kivouvrai piov<riHris dveu TloKirtKWV v^iuav rutf fieytalwU, 

Flaio lie Repub, 1. iv. 

Theue, Mr. Editor, “ I give you in throe,” to make a good 
(ranslatiou of this Greek. I’ve tried my hand on it in vain. 
The first version I made stood thus, “ A change of meomres is 
apt to breed revolutions in the state but exclusively of u 
natural dislike to the term measures (which is but a tailor-like 
sort of a word), the passage has too much the air of a truism : 
then, it savours something of the thick and thin ministerialist; 
and to tell you a secret, I have not as yet fomd »»/ place in the 
ranks of that class of politicians. There was nothing, therefore, 
to do, but to give a dash of the pen through the line, and begin 
again. My second attempt was as follows, “ When a minister 
takes a crotchet in his head, let him look that he does not en¬ 
danger the constitution.” Upon the whole, this renders tho 
sense of Hie original with sufficient spirit, and is not so much 
amiss; but then it is too radical for tbe ” New Monthly,” and 
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BO, iU omms ^usus labor. Neither was my third trial more for¬ 
tunate. ** When every whipper-snapper gives himself airs, and 
thinlcB to set the world to a new tune, then the Habeas Corpus 
i^ould be suspended, and the press vigorously restrained.” 
This is an evident begging of the question; and, as 1 am no 
beggar, 1 leave the matter to those that are. 

By the time I had gotten thus far, I was fully convinced that 

“ Chi ben coraincia ha il mezzo del opra 

and had already passed through most of those customary stages 
of mortified auuiorship, which find vent in such expressions as 
" the deuce take the Greek;” “ the devil’s in the Greek" 1 

wish Plato and his Republic were-&c. &c.; when in the 

moment of giving that energetic clench of the teeth which ac¬ 
companies the act of rending the paper into fifty stripes, it 
fortunately occurred to me that the motto would look very well 
as it is. A translation is of no use to the learned, and the un¬ 
learned may mistake the type for a groll^que vignette, or liken 
it to the text of a sermon, which, on the authority of Sterne, 
I pronounce to be indifferent to the commentary, and which, 
since the catechistical days of my grandmother, no one thinks 
the most important part of the discourse: so, with your permis¬ 
sion, Mr. Editor, we ’ll just let it stand by itself, and leave the 
interpretation to every man’s own conscience. 

“To each his taste allow, 

Well said the dame, I ween, who kiss’d her cow.” 


Without further preamble then, you must know that it was a 
whim among the ancient philosophers, that there exists a secret 
connexion between the music of a nation, the character of the 


people, and the nature of their government. For a long time, I 
must own, that notwithstanding a great respect I entertain for 
whatever the ancients ever said or did, good, bad, or indifferent, 
this notion appeared to me one of those absurdities, of which 
philosophers were long ago said to have a monopoly (there 
never having yet been nonsense too gross to find its way into 
their writings); but a closer observation, and a more attentive 
reflection on the subject, have led me to conclude with Papilion 
in the play, " Dat dere is more in dese tings den some men vill 
tink.” 


Not to dwell upon such w’orn-out thread-bare reiSarks, as 
that none but primitive nations have national melodies, or that 
the Irish music is a mere type and abstract of the Irish disposi¬ 
tion, it is sufficient to regard the common parlance of mankind 
—an index, by the by, which is rarely consulted without ad¬ 
vantage. Are not nations, when not engaged in open hostilities, 
(and only employed in undermining each other’s commerce, and 
spying into, thwarting, and undermining, each other’s cabinet 
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measures,) techmcally considered as living mihamo^l Are 
not all diplomatic wairs (notwi^standing t&e new-iangled 
terms of protocols aUiid flmsttlwB) carried on by means of wt«s 1 
Are not ambassadors' ^md plenipotentiaries bound to lay a ha/se 
(bass) for tbeir negotiations, and compelled to act according, to 
the tenor of their instructions 1 Do not the belligerent powef! 9 ,> 
when tired of squandering the wealth and blood of the people, 
begin to approach each other by means of overtures ? In con¬ 
formity with this last remark is the common observation, that 
the loss or gain of a great battle makes the high contracting 
parties change their tone. 

In the interior management of national affairs, we find the 
oppositionists eternally exclaiming that ministers have brought 
matters to a pretty pitch, and endeavouring to make them sing 
small; while all propositions receive their character and qualifi¬ 
cation by their relation to the motive, and it is a sufficient 
objection to the most valuable reforms, that they do fiot suit the 
time. ^ 

But in all such speculations as the present there is nothing 
like an appeal to facts. The old legitimate government of 
France was perfectly well defined “ un despotisme tempore par 
des chansons and the wisest ministers were the most aware of 
the necessity of watching the Parisian vaudevilles, those safety- 
valves for giving vent to a nation’s disquietudes. There is so 
much in this remark, that politicians of all classes are now 
pretty nearly agreed in assigning, as the chief cause of the revo¬ 
lution, that the monarchy was no longer worth an old song. 

But if any one is still disposed to doubt the influence of 
music upon government, 1 would humbly beseech him to reflect 
upon the Ranz des Vaches, and remember the extraordinary 
effects of “ qa ira”and the Marseillois hymn, which unsettled the 
strongest heads, and (like Dryden’s music) had almost “ un¬ 
tuned the spheres.” In England the powers of “ God save the 
King” and of “ Rule Britannia” are well known 5 and in Ireland 
" Patrick’s Day in the Morning,” and “ Croppies lie down,” are 
either of them enough to breed a rebellion. These matters 
being duly considered, a deep politician or a curious philoso- 

{ (her would find it difficult to determine whether, after dl, Engl¬ 
and is most indebted for her naval superiority to the HoweSj, 
the St. Vincents, and the Nelsons, or to poor Charles Dibdin, 
the Tyrtasus of Portsmouth. In Spain we have recently seep 
great consequences proceed from “ Gulp it down, dogand 
(to come back once more to France) “ Vive Henri quatre” fol¬ 
lowed so closely upon the battle of Waterloo, that a nice ob¬ 
server might be mistaken in determining which was cause or 
effect to the other. 

1 am not one of those unfair persons who would go to the 
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devil to Berve an hypothesis, and ride their hobbies tucked up 
to liieir very chins, with whips across their mouths, scouring 
tmd scampering it away, like so many little party-coloured 
devils astnde a mortgage.!’ I shall not, therefore, lay any stress 
upon the story of Ampnion, as taken in a literal sense, though 
something like an argument might be raised out of the walls of 
Jericho; out I conclude that, even as a metaphorical expres¬ 
sion, the former story is decidedly favourable to my opinion as 
illustrative of that proverbial truism—Concordia res parvse 
crescunt, discordia maximae dilabuntur. In the same spirit of 
candour, I am disposed to make a proper deduction for the 
Greek hero who said, that though he could not play upon the 
lyre, he could make a small state great; which seems, 1 allow, 
to indicate a less intimate connexion between the two arts 
than belongs to the present hypothesis. But I must at the 
same time be allowed to remark, that I do not see how-a little 
music could have done the gentleman any harm; and in my 
own private opinion there was “ something too rhuch” Charla- 
tanerie in the answer to do great credit to any opinion. Further, 
however, it must be admitted, in abatement of my theory, that 
INero, who was “ a good stick at a •scrape on the fiddle,” was a 
desperate bad king; and Faa'inelli himself, maugre his trills and 
his quavers, cut no great figure as minister to the king of S})ain, 
With all these deductions, which I am free to admit with a 
liberality for which I am disposed to take no small credit, I 
consider my case as abundantly established. The reflecting 
reader will at once see the importance of the fact; and the light 
it throws upon that often canvassed question of men or ineasures. 
Some of us are old enough to have seen many changes in the 
cabinet, while affairs have continued to be carried on to the same 
tune, a tune for which we have all been too deeply called upon 
io pay the piper; whereas if the measures had been changed (ici- 
vovvTai <ti rpoirat)^ the “ old poleetical post-horses” (as Sir Archy 
calls them) might have sei*ved well enough to drag us out of the 
mire—but this, I own, is mere matter of opinion. I shall now. 
Sir, proceed to make a very few miscellaneous remarks,which arise 
as corollaries from the first proposition ; remarks which, while 
they illustrate the science of politics, will amply confirm the 
validity of the " foregone conclusion.” And first we may ob¬ 
serve, that the harmony of a government, like that of a concert, 
may be disturbed in two ways. Either the music itself may be 
bad, as in anarchical or despotic states (where demagogues or 
tyrants follow each other with the unpleasant effect of consecu¬ 
tive fifths); or the music, being good, may be spoiled by bad 
performance : and this last may arise either from the incapacity 
of the minisler to keep in with his band, his missing his time^ 
being out in his county or stopping too sharp or too flat, and so 
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throwing all the performers wrong; or he be too fond of 
execution, indulging in tricks, and in long-winded capriccios 
and embroideries. For it is a fault common io ministers and 
musicians (which has the worst possible effect), to interlard with 
their own crude notions the works of their classical predecessors, 
which not only destroys unity, but alters in toto the character 
and expression of the original. 1 have thus heard my favourite 
authors in song and government so miserably transmogrified, 
that they were difficultly cognizable as the same. Thus a crude 
and undigested modulation may be palmed on the public for the 
works of a great master ; and the most radical changes effected 
under the notion of originality. 

Success, in both arts, depends in a great measure upon the 
proper choice of insiriiments. A minister, in selecting his wind- 
instruments for legislative assemblies, should take care that tliey 
have an agreeable quality of voice, are accurately set io the same 
pitch, and above all, are not too difficult to play upon. His 
trumpets should not have a braying cracked tone; his fiddles 
should be fresh from the universities, and his horns, the best the 
city can afford. Much likewise depends upon the management 
of the crescendo and diminuendo, letting a subject gently die 
away when it does not hit the humour of the times, and strain¬ 
ing the forte till it rivals that of the opera at Paris, when the 
house is willing to bear a chorus. 

In composition (ministerial and musical) discords should 
neither be too frequent nor too few. Introduced apropos they 
are very useful, and produce an excellent effect. They should, 
however, be well prepared, and easily resolved: otherwise they 
give rise to sudden changes of key that may amount to a perfect 
revolution. There is nothing also more important to a good 
performance, either in music or government, than that each in¬ 
dividual should be well adapted to the part he is to bear in the 
conduct of the piece, and should cidtivate with assiduity his 
particular department. A finance minister may be termed the 
organ-blower of the nation, and should perfectly understand 
how to raise the vnnd. A commander-in-chief should be a good 
leader of the band ; but he will obtain little credit by the prac¬ 
tice of fugues. A master of the ordnance, on the contrary, 
will be all the better for knowing something about canons. 
Foreign ministers must modulate into the most cramped and 
difficult keys with facility and grace. Lords of the admiralty 
should be ready to take any part that offers, and all should be 
able to follow in a round, with promptitude and facility. 

It is a part of excellent policy to be never unprovided with a 
certain number of voices “ inopes rerumnugequecanor&J* which, 
when the. subject lags, may fill a pause, and run an ex¬ 
tempore cantabile of any required length without breaking 
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down. Such instrnmentg do good service, and make as much 
for the benefit of a minister as for any other public exhibitor. 

I have much more to add in confirmation of this musical 
theory, but your readers will require a rest; it is full time for me 
to come to a pause ; and that this conviction prove a bar to any 
further extension of my subject. In order, therefore, that I 
may end coif ^irito, and not weaken my composition with a 
feeble coda, 

I hasten to subscribe myself. 

Yours, and your readers obedient servant, 

Thomas Crotchet. 


NAPOLEON. 

Napoleon has at length terminated his Prometheus-like existence. 
The vulture that preyed upon his vitals has done its work, and no¬ 
thing remains of him but an empty sound in the mouths of men. We 
are told that he died in his military garb, his field-nmrsliars uniform, 
and his boots, which he had ordered to be put on a short time previ¬ 
ous to his dissolution. There is something melancholy in these de¬ 
tails, which, even when considered apart from so great a man, irre¬ 
sistibly attracts our sympathy. We dwell with intense curiosity on 
all that relates to our passage from this state of being to that 
"bourn from whence no traveller.returns it is a subject that inti¬ 
mately and awfully concerns each one of us, and therefore every cir¬ 
cumstance that can indicate the state of feeling at the terrible parting 
is carefully noted and preserved, and becomes perhaps the most in¬ 
teresting portion of the histoiy of man. 

In the present instance, the interest is increased tenfold, on behold¬ 
ing a man, who had been so uplifted above his fellows, that we might 
almost have imagined him beyond the shafts of fate, bowed down to 
that humiliating condition to which human nature is subjected in its 
process of re-union with mother earth. With what painful delight wc 
contemplate the last flutterings of such a spirit, and watch the ex¬ 
piring efforts of poor mortality, still clinging to earth, still labouring 
for the breath of posterity, and exhausting itself in efforts to fall 
with gracefulness at the last.*’ This attempt to brave the horrors 
of death is not quite in the spirit of Christianity which puts on the 
armour of faith ; it is not in the meekness of resignation, but reminds 
U8 rather of the Roman part, and is, upon the whole, in unison with 
the life and .character of this extraordinaiy individual. Knowing the 
importance that is attached to this last hour of existence, the fond¬ 
ness with which we dwell upon all the minutiae connect^ with this 
event, it is not to be wondered at that men who have lived for fame 
should study so to com 2 >ort themselves at this crisis as to ensure the 
plaudits of posterity. 

_ 'Augustus Caesar chose to die in a standing position, and was care- 
in arranging his person and dress for that occasion; and Seward 
Ikui of Northumberland, when on the point of death, quitted his bed 
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and pat on his armour, saying, that it became not a maa to die Uke 
a beast.” A more remarkable instance is that of|ilaria Louisa of 
Austria, who, a short time before she breathed berlaat» having falkn 
into a sort of insensibility, and her eyes being closed, one of the ladies 
in attendance remarked that her majesty seemed to be asleep. No,’’ 
said she, ** 1 could sleep, if I would indulge repose, but I am sensible 
of the near approach of death, and I will not dlow myself to be sur¬ 
prised by him in my sleep; I. wish: to meet my dissolution awake.** 
The extinguishment of that spirit, whose ** sound went forth into ail 
lands,” must, no doubt, be considered as one of tl^ most important 
and interesting events of the day. ^But it is mortifying to human 
vanity to reflect with what indifference this intelligence has been re¬ 
ceived. The truth is, the few last years have teemed with events of 
appalling magnitude—with giant births—unheard-of monsters and 
prodigies. Revolutions, with all their sanguinary train of consequences, 
have succeeded each other with fearful rapidity ; and the caprices of 
jugglery, which fortune delights to play in private life, have been ex¬ 
hibited on the grand theatre of Europe. We have been glutting our 
eyes with the bloody business of the Circus, and the iale of individual 
misery can no longer work upon our sensibilities. 

We arc, perhaps, less impressed with the importance of this event, 
because Napoleon may be said to have terminated his political exist¬ 
ence when he abdicated the throne ; but he was still the lion in the 
toils^ whose destruction is only completed when the death-blast has 
sounded. It will be moreover contended by his admirers, that the 
years of his imprisonment, though replete with sufiering, and though 
flowing in darkness and sorrow, will be more honourable to him when 
history shall have taken her pen, and meted out his measure of praise, 
than his days of sunshine, when he trod, tike a winged Mercury, and 
waved the rod of the enchanter. To suffer well is thb highest praise 
that mau can earn ; to accommodate the fiery and restless spirit' to* 
the uncontrolable changes of fate, not notching his days of misery in 
passive helplessness, but wearing his manhood undauntedly about 
him, is the true test of greatness of soul, which shows most brilliant 
in surrounding darkness. It is said that 

** The evil that men do lives after them. 

The good is oft interred with their bones.** 

It is well if it be so: the good has carried with it its reward ; and the 
evil may perchance remain a usefulr^waraing to mankind. But, 
truth, neither are remembered when their immediate effects cease w 
be felt. Military renown is of all others, a^d very deservedly so, th^/ 
most brilliant and the most fading; it is a splendid meteor, which 
blazes and expires. Wolfe and Abercromby are no longer remembered 
as the benefactors of their country, and- name of Nelson is already 

strange in our ears. It is not, as some of our old writers apprehended, 
that we have fallen upon the latter days of the world, and that thes is 
not as yet time for the enjoyment of fame, or that we are not still 
to the tale of conquests (though the effect of this, as of every other 
twice-told tale, must lose somewhat of its charm as the world aOTancea 
in years), but really because nothing has been done that contributes 
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$ik any sk^ to the present happiness or well-being of mankind. We 
are about as sensible of the beneficial effects produced by the vicio- 
ries of a liowe, as of the defeat of the Spanish Armada. And, in 
general, our knowledge of these things is as circumscribed as that of 
Mr. Southey’s narrator of the battle of Blenheim, who could only say 
that ** ’twas a glorious victory.” 

We are told that thcT dissolution of this great man is an instructive 
lesson to the world, as affording a striking instance of the punishment 
that awaits upon perverted talents, and ill-directed ambition. But, 
after all, the wodd is little benefited by such lessons, and grows no¬ 
thing wiser &oni the experience of the past. Whatever may be said 
of the progressive improvement of which the, nature of man is 
capable, that glorious prerogative which is said to distinguish* him 
from the brute creation, society seems to be marked every where 
with the same follies, and the same vices. The same passions lead to 
t the commission of the same crimes. Revolution and bloodshed, 
havoc and ruin, have been ever abroad, and war has never furled its 
flag. For when did example, or the cold maxims of experience, ever 
repress the wiug.of young ambition, or quench the ardours of a rest¬ 
less spirit ? The disasters fmd unhappiness consequent upon the 
intemperance of youth, ieem to be useful monitors, only when indul¬ 
gence has blunted the edge of passion, or satiety has incapacitated 
us for enjoyment. So true it is (as Lord Bacon has remarked) that 
“ Nature is often hidden, sometimes overcome, seldom extinguished.” 
But, in point of fact, the fate of Napoleon seems no very salutary 
warning to th(|sc whose ^talents, combined with fitting time and op¬ 
portunity, may induce them to tread in his footsteps. 

Like the end of every other great man, it will serve ** to point a 
moral and adorn a talebift it is nothing more than the old lesson 
that has been read to us from King Solomon downwards. We shall 
6ud, upon investigation, that he was a more fortunate usurper than 
Cromwell. His triumphs were as brilliant, and his reign of longer 
duration than Julius Caesar’s; his country was not ungrateful to him 
m Scipio’s: his seclusion and banishment were as sacred and dignified 
as Dioclesian’s ; he encountered the approaches of dissolution with 
the calmness and philosophic* resolution, if not with the Christian 
spirit of Charles the Fifth; and if he did not, like Samson, crush his 
enemies in his fall, he died, at least, in the full strength and vigour of 
a spirit that still awed the world. Probably no triumph was more 
eomplefc, or more ^Icoiated to awell the heart of man, than the re- 
tttim of Napoleon from Elba. He came alcne^ unarmed, a wdflderer. 
The very elements seemed to aid him at his approach; armies rose up 
and flocikcd round him, like the bones before ihe prophet; and his 
entry into the capital was »uot in the car of triumph, and with the 
sound of trqmpets, but in the hearts of a mightyr people, and borne 
upon the universal shout of France. If Tureime was right, that the 
only two pleu^ures of an ambitious man w the gaining a prize at 
school, and the winning a battle, surely years were too little to pur- 
ebas^such a moment of exultation and life, too short to efface its 
intoxicating sweets. The “ Ten/, ttth, tict'" belongs more properly to 
bi^ than tu Ca;sar« 
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Of the events 'which immedlatelv preceded his downfnil, and wbieli 
are supposed to have tarnished his military .reputation, U is hardly 
possible to speak with precision or justice. It is a suLrj^ct upon 
which it is safer ** to say nothing that is false, than s3l that is true, as 
we tread upon fires that are not extinguished.’* * And ytt we may 
venture to affirm, that when party and faction sbalf die away, 
and the impartial voice of truth be beard, there will pe found many 
features of the memorable campaigns of roi4 and lofr>, that, in their 
display of inilitaiy genius, would not have disgraced the brightest 
days in the annals of Napoleon. ^ 

Wc have a lively and ingenious portrait of this great man from the 
hand of Madam^ de Stael, who knew hixn. in the full lustre of his 

{ ipwer, which, though probably somewhfbt distorted jn the outline, and 
leightened in the colouring, carries With it, upotf the whole, that 
genuine air of truth that makes us pronouace it to be a likeness, with¬ 
out a personal knowledge of the original. 1 could not ffind words 
to reply to him,” she observes, in relating her first interview, ** when 
he came to me to say that be had sought my father tft Coppet, and 
that he regretted having passed into Switzerland jvithotft having socn 
him. But when I was a little recovered from coufiision of ad-^ 
miration, a stiongly-uiarked sentiment of f«ar succeeded. Bonaparte 
at that time had no poA'ier; he was even believed to be not a little 
threatened by the captious suspicions of the Dirdbtory; so that the 
fear which he caused was inspired only by tbe singular effect of bis 
person on all who approached iuni. I bad seen meti highly worthy of 
esteem; 1 had likewise seen monslcrs of feroci^; there was nothing 
in the effect which Bonaparte produced on me, that could bring 
back to my reculLeciioii either the one >or the other. I soon per¬ 
ceived in the different opportunities I bud of meeting him during his 
stay at Paris, that his character could not be defined by the words 
which we commonly use: he was neither good, nor violent, nor gentle, 
nor cruel, after the mauuer of individuals of whom we ha\o any 
knowledge. Such a being had no feilOVr, and, tberefrlre, could neither 
f el nor excite sympathyhe was more or Ie|s than a man. Ills 
of character, his understauding, his lan^age, were stamped with the 
impress of an unknown nature. 1 examined the figure of nonapartc 
(she goes on to observe) with attentions but whenever he discovered 
that my looks were fixed upon him, he had the art of taking away dl 
expression from his eyes, as if they Iiad been turned into marble^ 
His countenance was then immovable^ aacept a vague smile, which 
Ids lips assumed at raadom, to mislead any one who might wish to 
observe the external signs of what was pasting within.” 

Mr. Ellis, who aftensards saw^diipu at St. Helena, saystthat his 
^ elocution was rapid, and fertile, and that both his manner 

" and language surpaasMvijs expedsb^iohs. The character of bis coun¬ 
tenance was Irather ii^l^dectual than commanding, and the chief pecu¬ 
liarity is iu mout^^ the upper lip apparently chaining in exmes- 
sion with tbe variety and succession of ideas. I was most strucit, he 
observes, with the unsubdued ease of his behaviour: he ctfUld not 
VOL, II. NO. viii. o 
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have bern freer from embarrAssment and depression in the zenith of 
his power at the Tuileries/' 

Some alio\Aance must be made for all this. On viewing the slu- 
pendous effects produced by high talents, aided by a fortuitous com¬ 
bination of circumstances, the judgment becomes lost in wonder and 
admiration. The mortal assumes the God—the most trivial actions 
are pregnant with fatality—the sports of childhood, and the freaks of 
youth, are found to have contained the latent seeds of future great¬ 
ness ; and biography becomes enveloped in fable and romance. The 
same may be said oif the external man—the outward mould-work of 
Nature: the tenement of clay is found to have been stamped with the 
sure marks of the profound mind that has displayed itself. We fancy 
we could h^ve discovered the great Napoleon in the lieutenant of 
engineers. It is probable that, in all ages, a certain conformation of 
face and person has been considered as the indication of intellectual 
Buperioiity. We naturally }icld at first to some such impression, 
though it may be afterwards altered, or even altogether effaced. But 
in the present age of scientific research we go much farther. We do 
not leave uuattempted those mysteries of Nature which seem denied 
to human investi|^tioD; wc would enter the temple where she works 
in secret, trace the unrevealed sympathies between soul and matter, 
and unravel the whole machinery of man. Idle and unprofitable as 
these researches may be, they are, at all events, not uninteresting or 
incurious; and it is perhaps consoling, in our utter hopelessness of 
arriving at any thing like a knowledge of the internal fabric of our 
species, to have observed sofnething of a conformity of appearance in 
all great men, and hence to have gone some way towards estabiishiiig 
certain external indications of the most prominent feaiiiies of tiic 
mind. The conclusions of physiologists upon this subject, if not to 
be received with perfect confidence, are at least too respectable to be 
treated with levity; and, judging of Napoleon Bonaparte according 
to the imaginary standard that has been laid down, he certainly ap-^ 
pears to have been cast in the mould of a hero. 

He was of the stamp of Caesar, of Alexander, of Mahomet, of 
CromwelK The beautiful head, the ample forehead, the muscular 
form, the bilious temperament—all indicated strength and loftiness of 
mind, daring ambition, and infiexibilify of purpose; and of him it may 
be said, in the words of Livy, as applied to Cato Major, In illo viro 
tantum robur et corporis et animi fiiit, ut qnocunque loco natus esset, 
fortunam sibi facturus videretUr.'’ 

Heroes, from first to last, seem to bare been compounded of nearly 
the same ingredients. The grand requisite, the main-spring of action, 
appears t^ be a consciousness of a superiority over other men, and a 
vehement desire to display that superiority* This display must be 
variously modified by time and opportunity, and in proportion as it 
is seconded by good fortune or opposed by difficuItieB; but under 
sitular circum^nces it is probable that it would produce neariy simi¬ 
lar effects. Cmsar^s expression, that he would rather be the first 
man in a village than the second man in Rome,'’ is in effect but an 
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«cho of the sentiment that is uttered by {Alton's Satan, when he ex¬ 
claims ; “ Better to reign in Heli than serve in Heaven/' So that the 
same spirit seems necessary to make a Caesar, or a Satan—the monarch 
of the Tuileries, or the demon of Pandemonium. 

It is the peculiar misfortune of society that we admire those exploits 
which are rather dazzling than useful, and that a nation should aim at 
being great and splendid rather than beiug bappy^. Creatures of 
education, we imbibe in early youth the spirit of romance and chivalry: 
that which is in fact a necessary evil, is presented under the imposing 
form of ** glorious circumstance Homer docs n^re than philosophy 
and Christianity can undo ; aud in line we roam about like mortals in 
the enclianted abode of the fairies, with uimnoinled eyes, mistaking 
for solid gold, for delicious dainties, that which, in reality, is but 
tinsel, aud frippery, and dirt. 

These conclusions are obvious in our closets, but they come too 
late to counteract the effects of education ; we seldom reduce them 
to practice, but move along through life in this, as in many other 
respects, with our conduct one way and our argument the other, 
Virgil’s trumpeter never wants a successor who is equally fortunate in 
his trade—“ Ore cicre vires, martenique accenderc cantu,"—of rous¬ 
ing fools and making slaughter. 

The writers of the day have been loud in Uieir invectives'against 
Napoleon, for the selfishness and the utter disregard of life which he 
manifested in common w ith all lovers of war. Without seeking to 
extenuate his faults or eulogize his merits, wc may observe, tHathe 
perhaps endeavoured to elevate himself above the rest of mankind by 
stifling all feelings wliich he partook in common with them. He af¬ 
fected to be a man apart from his feiiow-creaturcs, turning the pas¬ 
sions of men to the completion of his o^n purposes, but himself be¬ 
yond their controul. Accordingly we do not hear that he wept at the 
bloody field of Borodino, or>that be sympathised with the suflerers at 
Moscow. He looked upon these events with the cold eye of a political 
calculator, to whom the loss of an army was as an error in his arith¬ 
metical process. It would have been in better taste, no doubt, to 
have deplored the extinction of 300,000 fellow-beings in the horrible 
campaign in Russia, than to liave exclaimed, while nibbing his hands 
pver the fire on his w^ay homcAvards, ** this is pleasanter tliaii Mos¬ 
cow/' But Xerxes wept w hen, viewing his immense army, he reflected 
tliat not one of such a multitude would survive a hundred years. Aud 
yet we do not find that Xerxes desisted from his idle attempls to en¬ 
slave Greece. In fact, the kindlier feelings of humanity seem ineitoi- 
patible with such a calling- Where blood is to be poured out,as 
water, aud human life is as grass before the sickle, the ed^c of sensi- 
bility.must be blunted, and the b^st fedings of our nature are uptora. 

In turning over the pages of history, it will be difficult to assign 
any place to Napoleon amongst those who are gone, or to say to what 
class he properly belongs. Though very dissimilar i# many respects, 
eome strong features of resemblance may be traced between him and 
our own Cromwell. Both were of extreme vigour and reach of capa¬ 
city ; of the same bold and enterprising disposition which enabled 

o2 
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them to lake advantage of the eomiDotions and political disturbances of 
the limes* Both had the ** animus vastus/’ an ambition which knew 
no bounds—both grasped at that which fortune seemed to have placed 
far beyond their reach, and both were successful. In Napoleon wc 
discover something of the insolence of prosperity, the intoxication of 
success which led to the commission of political errors ; while Crom¬ 
well maintained, throughout his public life, a greateJ* equability of 
mind, a steadiness of purpose that was not to be diverted either by 
diihculties, or the security of triumph. If the former was immoderate 
in prosperity, the latter was less able to withstand the glooms of 
despondency. The one displayed a greater versatility of genius: he 
lived in times when the arts flourished, and he reigned over a lively 
aud ingenious peojde, who were as interested in the success of an 
opera as of a campaign ;—while Cromwell's was the iron age of Eng¬ 
land, he w'as nurtured in fanaticism, and lived amid strife and blood¬ 
shed. Their understanding of “ the religious’^ was certainly different, 
but both availed themselves of the prevailing spirit of the times ; it is 
probable that Napoleon would have whined his way into popularity 
in the d^ys of Charles the First, and that Cromwell would have been 
a Philosoplte in the days of Louis the Sixteenth- Neither of these 
ciifitraordinary personages exhibited in very early youth any signs of 
those high endowments which have given them to “ everlasting fame*;” 
nor did the genius of either seem fltted for tlie elegant occupations 
of literature, though Cromwell occasionally indulged himself in bar- 
bardls verses, and Napoleon was a reader of Ossian. They might 
have said wdth Themistocles, the Athenian, who, being desired to play 
upon a lute, replied, “ that he could not fiddle, but yet he could make 
a small town a great city.” The arts of address and conciliation, 
which were used with such success by Bonaparte, were not un¬ 
known to Cromwell. Hume says of him, that “ he knew how to find 
out and engage in his interests every man possessed of those talents 
which any particular employment demanded ; that the general be¬ 
haviour and deportment of this man, who had been raised from a very 
private station, was such as might befit the greatest monarch ; that 
he maintained a dignity wdtbout either affectation or ostentation ; 
and supported with ail strangers that high idea with which his great 
exploits and prodigious fortune had impressed them.” In both these 
men is discoverable that mixture of great and little, that spice of 
human frailty, with which Nature counterbalances her choicest gifts, 
an^ which happily serves to counteract the evils which might other¬ 
wise result to mankind from the perversion of superior talents—from 
thk wantonness of ambition, and the freaks of power. In tine, what 
Lord Clarendon has said of Cromwell may be justly applied to the 
individual who has been the subject of these remarks. “ He was one 
of those men—quos vituperare ne inimici quidem possunt, nisi ut 
simul iaudent; for he could never have done half that mischief with¬ 
out great parts''of courage, industry, and judgment. He must have 


• Cromwell's military talents were not displayed until he was forty-four years 
old. Bonaparte, before he was twenty-seven, besides shewing Ids skill at the siege 
of Toulon, had beaten the Parisian troops, and fought the battles of Montenotte, 
Millesimo, Dego, T^odi, T^nado, and rastiglione, with nn army in want of every 
UCi’Ossary, and against expfricHjpi cncmirs. 
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had a wonderful underatanding in the natures and humours of men, 
and as great a dexterity in applying them, who, from a private and 
obscure birth (though of good tamily) without interest or estate, alli¬ 
ance or friendship, could raise himself to such a height, and com¬ 
pound and knead such opposite and contradictory tempers, humours, 
and interests, into a consistence, that contributed to bis designs and 
their destruction; while himself grew insensibly powerful enough to 
cut otf those by whom he had climbed, in the instant that they pro^ 
jectcd to demolish their own building. What w'as said of Ciona may 
be justly said of him—ansum cum, quse nemo auderct bonus ; perfe- 
cissc qu8c a nullo nisi fortissimo perfici possent—he attempted those 
things which no good man durst have ventured on, and achieved 
those in wliicli none but a valiant and great man could have suc¬ 
ceeded." B. 

BinUOOaAlMIICAL KESEARCHES.* 

One of the most eloquent and impassioned of modern writers has 
said, that there is nothing so melancholy as travelling. “ 
qmi qu\m en 'piiisse dire^ vn dcs plus tristes pUdsirs dc la vie, . . . Cef 
cmpressemcRl^ cetle hate pour arrkcr Id ou personne ne vous attend^ cette 
agitation dont la curiosiieest la seulc cause, vous inspire j)€U (Testime pour 
vous mime” 

This observation, however, can never apply to those who are fortu- . 
nate enough to have that great requisite for human happiness, a de|ided 
object of pursuit; or, as some have sarcastically termed it, a ruling 
passion. With such persons life is perpetually busy, and consequently, 
when the object of their pursuits is an innocent one, it is, in general, 
happy: for our existence is made up of moments linked together by 
expectations; and he who can see clearly from one to another, is led on 
so delightfully by hope, {hat, ere he has time to regret being crossed 
now and then on his way by disappointment, he is again ready to start, 
his eyes once more earnestly fixed on the next imaginary goal of his 
wislies. To him every place he goes to has a decided interest, either 
us a means or an end ; even when he arrives “ oil personne ve vous at^ 
lend,” he is still not solitary. Success in his pursuit, whatever it may 
be, seems to await and welcome him; he carries his Lalage about with 
him, and may say with Horace, 

Pone me, pigris ubi nulla campis 

Arbor aestiva recrealur aura,” &c. 

Such are the feelings which Mr- Dibdin exhibits throughout his 
“ Bibliographical, Antiquarian, and Picturesque Tourand the pleiM* 
surc with which his book will be read, in comparison with the generality 
of insipid Tours and Sketches that are daily issuing from the press, is 
exactly proportioned to the difference betwixt travelling in company 
with persons of intelligence, whose natural habits of observation are 
sharpened by having a given object in view, or with** the weary ami 
wearisome fliers from themselves, who merely go abroad because they 
are tired of staying at home, and whose endless question of “ Where 


* Dibdin's Bibliographical, Antiquarian, and Picturesque Tour. Large Bro, J vols. 
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shall we go next ?" sufficiently betrays that tliey can go no where for 
any good puqwsc. It w’as a rule with Locke, by tlic observance of 
which he said he gained more knowledge than by all his study, always 
to talk witli persons on their respective professions, or objects of pur¬ 
suit ; wc shall follow, therefore, his example, and choosing to attend to 
Mr. Dibdin in his principal character ofa/ji6/io7»anza(:,notwilhstanding 
the triple-headed Pegasus he lias chosen for his hobby in this enter¬ 
taining tour, wc shall follow his steps chiefly through those remark¬ 
able cdiflccs where the lore, and poesy, and patient perseverance of the 
early ages arc fittest sojight—among windows whose storied glass 
sheds “ a dim religious light” among libraries where the illuminated 
pages commemorating saints and heroes, have retained tlicir brilliancy 
for centuries after tlic hands that traced them had been consigned to 
oblivion. 


Mr. Dibdin’s ecstasies at finding himself among the ImuKvlot du 
Lucs, Tnstans Lcutiiwis, Arturs L^saiiics, and Feats of the Table Ronf/r, 


the Bibles^ Rituals, Moralities, Hhtorif, PhUasophif, and Sciences, in the 
Koyal Library at Paris, may be pretty well imagined. Of all these 
treasures the Latin Bible of Charles thci Bald, the religioUvS manual of 
his brodier the Emperor Lotharius, the Brvxiury of the Duke of Bed¬ 
ford, and the Hoxjks of Ann3^ of Brittany, appear to have been 
viewed by him with the most enthusiasm. Of this last “ magical and 
matchless volume” he thus expresses himself. “‘Gently touch, ’tis 
faervart,' says the inspired imagination of every bibliographer of taste 
and^eling, on turning over the leaves of this enchanting Ritual. My 
friotid,'^^u are to know, in the first place, that of all the volumes in 
this most marvellous library, tlic present is deemed xiii: most precious. 
Not even tlic wishes and regulations of Royalty itself allow of its mi¬ 
grations beyond the w'alls of the public library. There it is kept; there 
it is opened, and shewn, and extolled beyond any limits fixed to the 
admiration oi the beholder.” I'lie eliief ornament of this invaluable 


MS. must be looked for in the portrait of Anne of Brittany herself: 
this lady, so fiimous in the page of history, whose beauty and whose 
singular fortunes cast over the annals of real lilc all the brilliancy and 
enthusiasm of romance, Js represented kneeling, with her hands clasped 
over a highly-ornamented missal, wliieli is upon a table covered with a 
dark crimson cloth. Her hair is brown ; licr necklace is composed of 
coloured jewels; her clu'ck has a fresh tint. Slie has with her two at¬ 


tendants, each crowned with a glory ; one is displaying a banner, the 
Oliver holds a cross in her hand. '1 o the leil of these attendants is an 
old woman, hooded, with her head encircled by a glory ; but, notwith- 
s^nclingthe sweetness and delicacy with which these figures are touched, 
Mr. Dibdin could only fix his eyes on the lovely Duchess herself; nor 
are we sui^rised at this, wlicn w'e look upon the exquisite copy from 
her portrait made by his highly-gifted graphic companion, Mr. Lewis, 
w^ho, lor twelve successive days, exercised all his patience and all his 
art on this transcript, in which “ not a hair, not a tint,” says Mr. 
Dibdin, “not a shadow, is faithlessly represented. All looks witli the 
same meekness—all strikes with the same beauty—all glows with the 
same warmth, as the oiiiciNAL.” Immediately after the portrait comes 
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the Calendar, in which the employments and characteristics of each 
mouth are duly pourtrayed. “ Then begins a series of die most 
beautiful ornaments of flowers, fruits, insects, &c. for which the illumi¬ 
nators of this period were often eminently distinguished. It is really 
impossible to describe many of them in terms of adequate praise; the 
downy jdum is almost bursting with ripeness; the butterfly’s wings 
seem to be in tremulous motion, while they dazzle you with their varied 
lustre: the hairy insect puts every muscle and fibre into action, as he 
insinuates himself within the curling of the crisped leaves; while those 
leaves arc sometimes glittering with dew, or coated with the finest 
down. The flowers and the vegetables arc equally admirable, and 
equally true to nature. 'Fo particularize would be endless — assuredly 
these efforts of art have no rival—of their kind.” These ornaments, it 
is proper to observe, are almost uniformly introduced in tlie fore- 
edges, or right-side margins of the leaves ; altliough occasionally, but 
rarely, they encircle the text. The Gospel of St. John follows the 
Calendar: itincludesthc figures tifthc four Evangelists, with suitable or¬ 
naments ; and after them come a number of the most popular subjects in 
Scripture. '^I'hc jltwiindalhit, thv Meeting of Man/ and FJhaheth^ the 
Crudfixion^ the Dcacenl of the Hot// Spirit, the Declaration of the Birth of 
Christ, the Shepherds warming tliemselvcs round a fire, w ith flowers iu 
the margin, most deliciously touched, and the Adoration of the Magi, 
with an illumination of the Ponmts de Paradis, which is beyond all 

S ’aise. “Such fruit is worthy of the place by which they arc called.” 

ext comes the Pn-Mtitation, and the Flight into Egi/pt ; after which 
we have a fine large illumination of Dadd choosing one of the ^jvUs : 
“ He is kneeling, while the angel holds three darts above his'bcad. It 
has great merit. The countenance of David is expressive, but rather 
too chubby : his flowered robe of gold, upon a blue ground, is admir¬ 
able. A glorious fruit-ilhimiiiatiou of ‘ rroaV * quickly folioW's, at 
the bottom of wdiich, in the right corner, arc two inonkies quarrelling, 

* done to the very life. The marginal flow ers which succeed, are, if 
possible, more beautiful than those before; the ears of green wheat, 
oats, &c. and yet more, the dandelion, have absolutely nothing to sur¬ 
pass them, either upon the canvass of Von Huysum, or Dc Ileem!” 
We cannot follow' Mr. Dibdin, as wo would wish, in liis animated de¬ 
scription of between thirty and forty more historical subjects and por¬ 
traits, with which this precious volume is ornamented, with all their 
tasteful accompaniments of fruit and flowers, and insects, and devices ; 
nor can w'c even tarry with the Knights of the Round Table, doubly 
interesting as are the subjects which ornament the records of their 
chivalric acts. We are, indeed, compelled to take French leave of them 
altogether, in order to introduce our readers to the great Greek femi- 
nary of Strasbourg, or rather of Germany, the Elder Sciiweighjf.user, 
to see whom Mr. Dibdin was induced to make a detour to Baden, 
where he was staying at that time for the benefit of the waters. “Iu 
this celebrated Greek scholar, and editor of the most difficult ancient 
Greek authors,” says Mr. Dibdin, “ I beheld a figure advanced in ycais. 
somewhere about seventy-three—tall, slim, but upright, and firm upon 
his legs; with a tliin, and, at first view’, severe countenance - but when 
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animated by conversation, and accompanied by a clear and melodious 
voice, agreeable, and inviting to discourse.” It is almost a matter of 
course Siat a person of great and varied acquirements should be utterly 
free from affectation. Accordingly Mr. Dibdin represents this vener¬ 
able scholar as uniting the utmost simplicity of manners with the pro- 
foundest information. He pointed out a private walk, within a long 
avenue of trees, branching from the public mall, where was a small 
fountain playing in the midst of a grove of elm and beech; and observed 
that he loved to retire there, in order to read Thomson. He quoted 
Pope, and declared his particular attachment to Young and Akenside. 
When asked what he thought of Shakspeare and Milton, he replied. 
They are, doubtless, very great, and superior to either ; but if I were 
to say I understood them as well, I should say what would be an un¬ 
truth ; and nothing is more disgusting than an affectation of knowing 
what you have comparatively very little knowledge of.” What a lesson 
for dabblers in criticism and readers of reviews! He said that he was 
first put upon collations of Greek MS^. by our Dr. Musgrave, for his 
edition of Euripides;” and that he dated from that circumstance 
his first and early love of classical research. This attachment had 
increased upon him as he became older; had “ grown with liis growth, 
and strengthened with his strength,” and had induced him to grapple 
with the unsettled, and in parts difficult texts of Oppian^ Epictetus^ 
and Athenrcm, He spoke with a modest confidence of his Herodotus, 
just published; said that he was even then meditating a second Latin 
version of it, and obsoriied, tliat for the more perfect execution of the 
one now before the public, he had prepared lumself by a diligent peru¬ 
sal of the purer Latin historians. The classical literature of our own 
country is, we believe, under recent obligations to thjs eminent scholar, 
for the assistance he has lent to the new Greek TJtvsaitrvSy publishing 
under the spirited direction of Mr. Valpy; a work, for the success of 
wliich the venerable Schwoigliaeuser, whilst he expressed his approba¬ 
tion of its execution, uttered his wishes w'ith an earnest zeal, that must 
surely be responded by all among our own countrymen, who are patri¬ 
otic enough to take a pride in such productions as the Thesaurus and 
tlic Delphin Classics, on a plan, the magnitude and expense of which 
no individual but one of the most extended views, and the utmost libe¬ 
rality of mind, - would have ventured upon, and which assuredly no 
otJicr country except our own would have been found willing or in- 
dowl able sufficiently to reward. Mr. Dibdin quitted Baden, or Baden- 
Baden as it is emphatically called, with many regrets; and strongly re¬ 
commends its varied attractions to both young and old, as capable of 
alfording equal pleasure to either. The dulness of Stuttgart appears 
duller from contrasting it with the animation and loveliness of the 
scenes so lately left; but in the public library all comparisons are for¬ 
gotten—our bibliographer once more riots among illuminated MSS. 
block-books, and J^etners, and sets all his energies to work, to ac¬ 
complish an exchange between Lord Spencer and liis Majesty of 
Wirtemberg, of certain curious Bibles, for two editions of Virgil in 
1471, which negotiation he finally settles in a manner highly creditable 
to his diplomatic abilities. 
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From the Monastery of St. Peter, at Salzburg, Mr. Dibdin was re¬ 
commended to visit Aat of Chremsminster, in the route to Lintz, 
through a country of mountains and lakes, on tlieliigh road to Vienna. 
The courteous manners, and information of the brethren of Chrems¬ 
minster, it is delightful even to read of. The conversation was all car¬ 
ried on in Latin; but urbanity is an excellent interpreter: none of 
the parties appears to have been in want of any other.—^The magnificent 
St. Florian, and the finely situated Monastery of Malk, were tlie next 
halting-places, both most interestingly described. At the latter place 
our author was strongly advised to take the Monastery of Gdttwic in his 
way to Vienna. He had never heard of it; but “ its library contains 
incujiabula of the most curious and scarce kind.” Behold him at its 
gates! But alas! the librarian, Odilo Klama, was from home; not a 
creature was to be found, and he was dejectedly pacing the cloisters, 
M'lien his servant announced to him that the vice-principal would re¬ 
ceive him, and conduct him to the head or president. 

“ The principal, whose name is^ltmann," says Mr. Dibditi, “ was 
attired in a sort of half-dignity dress; a gold chain and Cross hung 
u))on his breast, and a black silk cap covered his head. A gown, and 
what seemed to be a cassock, covered his body. He had the complete 
air of a gentleman, and might have turned liis fiftieth year. His coun¬ 
tenance bespoke equal intelligence and benevolence; but, alas! not a 
word of French could he speak, and Latin was therefore necessarily 
resorted to by all parties. I intreated him to forgive all defects of 
composition and of pronunciation, at which smiled graciously. 
The vice-principal then bowed to the abbot, and retreated; but not 
before I had observed them to whisper apart, and to make gesticula¬ 
tions, which I augurfd to portend something in the shape of providing 
refreshment, if not dinner. My suspicion w^as cpickly confirmed: for, 
on the vice-principal quitting the apartment, the abbot observed to me, 

‘ You will necessarily partake of our dinner, which is usually at one 
o’clock, but which T have postponed till ^//ree, in order that I may con¬ 
duct you over the monastery, and shew you what is worthy of observa¬ 
tion. You have made a long journey hither, and must not be disap¬ 
pointed.’ This courteous address was followed by an interesting con¬ 
versation on the situation of the monastery, and the vicissitudes to 
which it had been exposed. * Look on the prospect around you,’ said 
the abbot : *it is unbounded. On yon opposite wooded heights, on 
the other side of the Danube, wc all saw, from these very windows, 
the fire and smoke of the advanced guard of the French army, in con¬ 
test with the Austrians, upon Bonaparte’s first advance towards Vi^- 
na. The French emperor himself took possession .of this monaste^. 
He slept here, and we entertained him, Ae next day, with the best 
dejcyni A la fourckeite which we could afford. He seemed well satis¬ 
fied with his reception; but I own that I was glad when he left us. 
Strangers to arms, in this tranquil retreat, and visited only, as you 
may now visit us, for the purpose of peaceful hospitality, it agitated 
us extremely to come in contact with warriors and chieftains.—Ob¬ 
serve yonder,’ continued the abbot: * Do you notice an old castle in 
die distance, to the left, situated almost upon the very banks of the 
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Danube ? That castle, so tradition reports, once held your Richard the 
First, when he was detained a prisoner by Leopold, Marquis of Aus¬ 
tria, on his return from the Holy Land.* The more the abbot spoke, 
and the more I continued to gaze around, the more I fancied myself 
treading upon faery ground, and that the scene in which I was engaged 
partook of the illusion of romance.”—At the door of the library three 
or four Benedictines, for this famous convent is of the order of St. 
Benedict, “ were apparently waiting to receive us. They first saluted 
tlic ahbot very respectfully, and then myself, with a degree of cheer¬ 
fulness almost amounting to familiarity. In a remote and strange 
place, of such a character, nolliing is more encouraging than such a 
reception.** The library is probably the richest in hibliographiad lore 
in Austria, after that of Vienna; but we must, for tlic present, content 
ourselves witli what in such company may scarcely be considered less 
“ the feast of reason,** which is cxliibited to us in the dinner-saloon. 
“ It was a large, light, and lofty room. The ceiling was covered with 
paintings of allegorical subjects in fresco, descriptive of the advantages 

of piety and learning.We sat down at the high tabic, precisely as 

you may remember it in tlie halls at Oxford, to a plentiful and even 
elegant repast. The principal did me the honour of placing me at his 
right hand. Grace was no sooner said than Mr. Lewis made his ap¬ 
pearance, and seemed to eye the scene before him with mingled delight 
and astonishment. He had, in fact, just completed his sketch of the 
monastery, and seemed well satisfied at seeing me in such quarters, 
and so well occupied. nThe brethren were well pleased to receive him, 
but first begged to have a glance at the drawing, with w^hich they were 
highly gratified. 

“ My companion having joined the festive bof^rd, the conversation 
and the cups of Rhenish wine seemed equally to circulate without re¬ 
straint. We were cheerful even to loud mirth; and the smallness of 
tlic party compared with the size of the hall, caused the sounds of our 
voices to be reverberated IVom every quarter. Meantime the sun 
threw his radiant beams across a window' of noble dimensions, quite 
across the saloon, so as to keep us in shadow, and illuminate the other 
parts of the room. I'lius wc were cool, but the day without had be¬ 
gun to he sultry. Beliind me, or rather between the abbot and my¬ 
self, stood a grave, sedate, and inflexible-looking attendant, of large 
square dimensions, habited in a hhtck gowm, which scarcely reached 
tlie skirts of his coat. He spoke not; ho moved not, save w'henhe 
saw my glass emptied, wdiicli, without any previous notice or permission, 
he made a scrupulous point of filling even to the very brim, with the 
most highly-flavoured lliieiiish wine w'hich I had yet tasted in Germany. 
Our glasses being almost of the size of alc-glasscs, it behoved me to 
cast an attentive eye on this replenishing process; and I told the 
worthy master that wc should be quickly revelling in our cups. He 
assur(*d me that the wine, allhougli good, was weak, but begged that I 
would consider myself at liberty to act as I pleased. In due time the 
ejotli w as cleared, and a dessert, consisting chiefly of delicious peaches, 
succeeded. A new order of bottles was introduced; tall, square, and 
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capacious; which were said to contain wine of the same quality, but of 
a more delicate flavour. It proved indeed to be most exquisite. The 
past labours of the day, together with the growing heat, had given a 
relish to every thing which 1 tasted; and in the full flow of my spirits 
I proposed a sentiment, which I trusted would be considered as per¬ 
fectly ortliodox, *Long life and happy times to the present members, 
and increasing prosperity to the monastery of Gdttwic.' It was re¬ 
ceived and drunk with enthusiasm.I then requested that we might 

witlidraw, as the hours were flying away, and we proposed sleeping 
within one stage of Vienna, on that same evening. ‘ Your wishes shall 
he mine,’ answered the abbot. Whereupon he rose, with all the com- 
2 )any, and stcjjping some few paces backwards, jdaced his hands across 
his breast upon the gold cross, half closed his eyes, and said grace 
briefly and softly, in a manner the most impressive which I had ever 
witnessed,”—The whole party then 2 )rorceded forth to view the church 
and tlie state apartments, Tlic abbot, with a kindness and elegance of 
manner that added to the worth of the gift, pressed upon Mr. Dibdin’a 
acceptance a copy of the “Chronicon Gottwicenso,” a treasure to 
the antiquary, of which it is probable there are not four copies in 
this kingdom. “ The courtesy, the frankness, the downright hearti¬ 
ness of feeling with which all this was done, added to the vsdne of the 
present, rendered it one of the most delightful moments of my existence. 
I instinctively caught tlie abbot’s arm, pressed his hand with a cordial 
warmth between both of mine, and pausing one little moment, ex¬ 
claimed, ‘ Dies Me im77ind conifncnwraiioifc (iign9s.* 

“ On quitting the church and passing through the last court, or 
smaller quadrangle, wc came to the outer walls; and leaving tfiem, 
we discerned below? the horses, carriage, and valet, waiting to receive 
us. Our amiable host and his Benedictine bretlircn determined to walk 
a little way down the hill, to sec us fairly seated, and read}' to start. I 
intreated and remonstrated that this might not be, but in vain,. On 
reaching the carriage, wc all shook hands very cordially togetlier ; but 
certainly I pressed those of the abbot more earnestly than the rest- 
We then saluted by uncovering, and stepping into the carriage, I held 
aloft the first volume of the ‘ Gottwic Chronicle,' exclaiming ValeiCy 
ilotnini cruditissimi, dies hk co7nmemoratio?ic disnus ; to which the abbot 
replied, with peculiarly emphatic sonorousness of voice, ‘ Vale ; Devs fc^ 
0777 n€sqi(c tibi charmmos cowserref/ They then stopped for a moment, as 
the horses began to be put in motion-, and retracing their steps up the 
lull, towards the outer gate of the monastery, disappeared. I thought, 
but it might not be so, that I discerned the abbot, at the distance of 
some two hundred yards, yet lingering alone, with his right arm raided, 
and shaking it as the last and most affectionate token of farewell. And 
now I ask you, my dear friend, how is it possible for me ever to forget 
this ‘day of joyaunce’ spent at the Monastery of Gdttwic? *Nvtla 
dies mquantf' &c. 

And now wc, also, will say, Vakte dimvii crudUmimi! But we 
should be guilty of great injustice towards Mr. Lewis, did we close 
our roinurks without observing, that the volumes which have given rise 
to them owe half their attractioni to his nencil; which by a happy and 
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rare combination of talent brings everything that Mr. Dibdin describes 
as most interesting, immediately before the eye of the reader ; whether 
it pertain to the peculiarities of costume, the interest of portrait, the 
fidelity of facsimiles, die beauty of romantic landscape, or die im¬ 
posing characteristics of ancient architecture. 


chimm’s ohost. letter hi. 

The Annual Exhibition of tlic Royal A^j^demy of Artists, at Somer¬ 
set House, is just closed. So arc the Courts of Law at Westminster, 
to make way for the ceremony of the King’s Coronation ; but they will 
not long be re-opened before a curious subject of litigation will, in all 
probability, exercise the ingenuity of the gentlemen of the long robe. 
Let the defendant’s solicitor tell his own story. 

THE artists’ letter-box. 

Case, for the opinion of Mr. Serjeant Split-iiaih. 

The artists who exhibit their pictures annually at the Royal Academy 
at Somerset House, situate in tlie parish of Saint Mary-lc-Strand, in the 
county of Middlesex, arc, by a bye-law of die coiuinittee, entitled to 
receive letters upon professional business, whether by the general or 
twopenny post, free of postage. This privilege, in process of time, 
became the source of considerable abuse. Communications of the most 
trivial and unprofessional affairs were, through the medium of die 
Lombard-street office, opened between Somerset House and all parts of 
the united kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland. One-pound notes 
to miniature painters from sweethearts at Batli and Bristol; bills for 
turpentine and canvass from Manchester to gentlemen in the historical 
line ; liow-d’yc-do’s from aunts at Whitby ; and dunning scrawls from 
unpaid bathers at Margate and Brighton, wen?, like the ojieration of the 
poor-rates upon the landholders, gradually undermining the funds of 
die committee. 

To check this growing evil, the committee on the 1st of May, 1820, 
entered into the following resolution: 

“ Resolved—That, in order to diminish the late alarming, and as it 
is suspected, unnecessary increase in the charge of postage, all letters 
addressed to artists, at the Royal Exhibition in Somerset House, be 
opened by the secretary; that such letters as relate to private busi¬ 
ness be forwarded to the parties to whom they arc addressed, to be by 
them paid for ; and that such letters as relate to professional business 
be impounded by this committee, and kept in a box to be entided 
* The Artists* Letter-Box,’ where they may be severally and occasion¬ 
ally inspected by the painters for whom they are intended. But that 
the same be upon no account removed, except by this committee, or 
its agent or agents duly authorized.” 

According to invariable usage* all waste papers, consisting of covers 
of letters, cancelled tickets, paid checks, &c. &c. are delivered over as 
perquisites to die porter who w'aits in the hall near the gigantic statue 
of Hercules. That office is now, and has been for eighteen months, 
occupied by Tobias 'I rudge. 
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On tfie 18th of July, 1881, Tohias Tradgc brought to the shop of 
Messrs. Colburn and Co. in Conduit-street, a mahogany box, about two 
feet square, with an aperture at the top sufficient^ large to admit letters, 
with the words Artists' Letter-Box'' marked with white paint upon the 
lid. The porter stated that, according to custom, the box was delivered 
to him, by the chairman of the committee, the key being at that time in 
the lock, that he might take out and appropriate its contents, as waste- 
paper, Tobias Trudge further allcdged, that in crossing Catherine- 
street, in the parish aforesaid, in order to enter his lodgings, situate in 
Broad-court, Bow-street, also in the parish aforesaid, he was corpo¬ 
really encountered by a very tall new Haymarket comic actor; and 
that the jostle of the encounter caused the key of the box to fly from 
the lock, and to fall down the area of the Featlier-bed Warehouse at the 
corner of Catherine-street, whence, notwithstanding all his labour and 
pains, he had been unable to extricate it. The porter, therefore, 
brought the box, locked as it was, to the. aforesaid publishers, oflTering 
to sell to them its contents at a venture. The words used upon that 
occasion by the porter were as follows; “ Will you buy a pig in a 
poke ?” The porter w'as desired to call again on the morrow. In 
the mean time your opinion is requested, 

1. Whether JMessrs. Colburn and Co. can safely, legally, and 
equitably complete the bargain so as above-mentioned offered to be 
made with them ? 

2. Whether, by so doing, and subsequently publishing the contents 
of the box in the New Monthly, or any other Magazine, they will ren¬ 
der themselves liable to an action, of Trover, of debet et detinet, an 
action upon the case, a bill in equity, a bill for an injunction, an indict¬ 
ment, an ex-officio information at the suit of the Attorney General, 
or any and what other process, at the suit of the artists, the committee, 
the trustees of Somtjrsot House, the wTiters of the letters, the fre¬ 
quenters of the exhibition, the creditors of the porter, or any and which 
of them, or any and what other person or persons ? 

8. And, upon the whole, how would you advise Messrs, Colburn 
and Co. to act, in order to obtain the greatest possible profit at the 
least possible risk ? 

Upon this case Mr. Serjeant Split-iiatb, on the following day, gave 

the following opinion: 

1. This case is not without its difficulties, I am disposed to think 
that I am of opinion, that had the preferred article been bond fide a Pig 
in a Poke, no action would lie,—See Law dicta, caveat emptor, in pari 
delicto, and volenti non fit injuria. In the case of Pig in Poke, the 
laxity and elasticity of the latter, enables the purchaser of the former, 
by the aid of finger and diumb, to ascertain the limbs and liveliness, 
the gaiety and grunt, of the Pig, howsoever small See Bacon’s 
Abridgment, vol. 1. p. 42. But this is a case of mahogany; a more 
obdurate material, yet I am disposed to think that both buyer and 
carrier are ex necessitate bound to a knowledge of its contents,—See 
Wood's Conveyancing, vol. 2. p. 5G. Non constat but its contents may 
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be Maoious, viz. a threat to fire a bam.—See Burn's Justice, vol. S. p. 
7. Or treasonable, viz. an order to paint a king’s head in a charger* 
—See Rex v. Bradshaw, 1st Cromwell, p. 47. Or libellous, and 
therefore no windfall.—See Rex v. Woodfall, 1 Term Rep. 45. Or 
not worth powder and shot.—See Doge of Venice v. Elliston, 4 Theatr. 
Record, p. 79. The safety, therefore, of the transaction will depend 
upon its legality, and its legality upon the verdict of the jury. 

5. 1 do not think that publication will render Messrs. Colburn 
and Co. liable to an action at the suit of the artists, or of any one of 
them, provided due caution be used in concealing their names, or only 
denoting them by their initials: no jury could be led to believe that 
even in the event of detection, they could suffer any injury in their feel¬ 
ings or otherwise; although from the force of their brotherly love, the 
feelings of one might, be held to be lacerated by any ridicule cast 
upon another: in the which case it might be a question whether an 
action would not lie at the suit of painter A for a pasquinade upon 
painter B.—See Hoax's Credat Judaeus, vol. 1. p. 20. I think, as a 
measure Uf precaution, general releases, upon proper stamps, should be 
procured from the writers of the letters, the committee, the trustees of 
Somerset-house, and the frequenters of the exhiljition. Stamps may 
be procured under the same roof. Search should also be made at the 
Bankrupt-office, to ascertain whether any commission had issued against 
Tobias Trudge on the day of the proffer. 

S. If Messrs. Colburn and Co. wish to procure the greatest pos¬ 
sible profit, they will proceed with the publication. But, if at the 
least possible risk, and if, as I am led to believe, the letter-com¬ 
mittee be also the hanging committee, I should advise i^essrs. Colburn 
and Co., as a measure of precaution, to secure the state apartments in 
Newgi&e. 

Somnolent SrLiT-iiAin, 

i Brick Court, Temple, l^Jth July, 1821. 

hint at the close of the Serjeant's opinion has been disregarded. 
Out liave come the contents of the artist’s letter-box. And “ here they 
are,” as the children's story-books say. 

Mrs. Meadowceoft to Mr. O- 

1 wish, my dear sir, to communicate a fact to you, in confidence, 
which I have hitherto kept from my most intimate friends. I was forty 
on the fifteenth of last April. You start! and well you may- Who 
would take me for more than thirty-one ? Major Gorget, last Monday, 
at the United Service Club, betted a dozen of claret that I was only 
twenty-six. He told me of it on Tuesday morning. Thank heaven ! 
there is nothing dej;;eitM about me but my appearance. 1 think you 
need not make me look quite so young as the Major imagines me to be. 
Suppose we say twenty-eight: or twenty-nine at farthest. Sir T. h. 
turns out nothing older than twenty-three- But this, I think, is carrying 
things a little too Time’s progress may be checked a little, hut Sir 
T. positively knoi^‘him down on the king’s highway. Well! con¬ 
cluding that twityty-ninS is to be the age, all you will have to do is to 
transplant a little of my fat from my b^y to my face. Upon the ave- 
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rage, I am just fat enough ; hut it is a treacherous fluid, and is apt, at 
my age, to desert the visage and take refuge in the stomach* Be it 
your task, Mr. O. to counteract tliis. My new stays came home last 
night, and I assure you they have made me quite another being. So 
slender in the waist! When the fat quits the forehead and cheeks, it 
leaves the skin puckered. I '^had nearly said wrinkled, but it will be 
time to adopt that epithet twenty years hence. Arrow-root fattens, but 
too impartially: I wish for some drug which will produce that effect 
only on the face. Are you acquainted with any such medicine ? Not 
that it much signifies at mj^time of life. I am divided about the 
forehead. Suppose you paint it as smooth as ivory: or suppose you 
cover it with a^cluster of curls: I declare I hardly know which to de¬ 
cide upon. The ivory would give me more the air of Juno: the curla^ 
that of Hebe. I have preferred the latter to the former goddess ever 
since I read Telemachus, as translated by Smollett. Hebe then let it 
be. I set off to-morrow for Brighton; if^Iajor Gorget calls in New- 
nian-strcet, be sure not to tell him of my place of refuge. He is too 
pressing: poor Mr. Meadoweroft has not been dead more ‘^an live 
months : yes, he has: it is five moifthS and two days: bless me, how 
time flies ! Say nothing to the Major : but let him, by all means, sec 
my portrait. If you have finished the face, witli a suitable expression, 
that is to say, with a good-humoured severity, tempering dignity with 
humility, and acquiescence with denial, my eyes will articulate what 
follows. “ You are too abrupt: fie, Major, a soldier and afraid. Let me 
hear no more of this: Kind Sir, repeat tliat strain. Follow me not 
into Sussex^ as you value ray good opinion: I mean to keep my retreat 
at No. 2, Pavilion Parade, Brighton, a secret from all the world." 
Surely, Mr. O. an artist of your talents may tell all this upon c;^vass. 
Do it then, and spare a widow’s blushes. 1 can’t conceive wliiit‘ you 
mean in your hint about crape. 1 won’t have a rag of It in the picture. 
Do you imagine that I shall he always weeping, like one of Ovid’s river 
goddesses? Mr. M. was a very worthy man; but recollect what J^g 
Henry said when tidings came to him of the death of Percy of Nor¬ 
thumberland. * • * * * * * * 

Alderman Dowgate to 

Much obliged to you, Sii. Very much obliged to you. Made me 
quite another man : ^visli Camomile could do us much : he has soused 
me with slops till I am as lank as a weazle; but you have put me on 
my legs again. There’s cheeks! there’s a calf! there’so perpendicular 
(I think that’s the word) back, and a squeezed-in bread-basket. It 
reminds me very mitch of myself, when I walked up to Wwn in the year 
1786, only the dress is a little different; nd^^silk; stockings, velvet 
breeches, and powdered periwigs in those days. Talk of fluids, and 
washes, and paints, and auburn wigs! phoo! You are the boy for be¬ 
witching ’em. Should not wonder if you got me a second wife! And 
yeti shall behalf ashamed to present it to the Corporation: it’s so very 
young; I shall be quizzed; Iknowlshall. Weidon’t dioose 
to take it, they may leave it. I’ll give it to ihy soi^^4'om. It’s just 
his age, and may pass for him, when I am dead and gone. Tliat will 
save lum the expense of ritting for a hew one. 
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" Captain Hobekound to Sir W. B. 

To speak the truth, I don't quite like it. 1 hav-e no particular ob' 
jection to make; but it does not sufficiently blend the soldier and the 
gentleman. The former, indeed, is well enough designated by the 
scarlet jacket, and the L: H. V. u^n tjb.e^^rget; but there is asort of 
a ne scais quoi wanting to make it look'We latter. You tell me that 
** Portrait of a Gentleman” in the catalogue will set all that smooth. So 
It would, but 1 choose to have it printed Portrait of Candid Hore- 
hound, Esquire, a Captain in the Light Horse Volunteers.” The 
L, H, V. would be more technical; but some wag would be translating 
it Left-handed Volunteers, or s6in|^ such stupid joke; so Til have it 
printed “ Light Horse” at length. You liavc made thtkiefi side of the 
jsliirt-collar fall over the black stock. Pray correct this, and paint it 
bolt upright. This will give me a greater air of fasliion, and will 
partly cover the claret-mark on my chin. 1 don’t like having the good 
qualities of my leg and thigh enveloped in great thick russia duck 
Overalls. Psay daub them out, and dress me in* white elastic silk: 
nothing ko well shews tlie muscles. The shortest way will be to com¬ 
mence dc novo, as my uncle Hilary has it. Throw negligently over 
my capacious shoulders a most beautiful hussar cloak, with an immense 
quantity of suf^ar-loafhnttons, 1 wish I could hit upon a less pro¬ 
fessional adjective. Give me a pair of polished obdurate boots, reach¬ 
ing half way up the thigh. Place my right foot upon the head of a 
dead radical; my left upon the mouth of a cannon, which must be in 
the very act of explosion. Paint a drawn sword beautifully polislked 
in my right-hand, and a cocked pistol, marked “ Mortimer,” in my 
left. In the front of my helmet affix a death’s head tind cross bones, 
and by,al] means let the beauty of my countenance*be temj>ered by a 
valiant severity. I’ll havt^ the air red with conflagration. In part of 
die back-ground let the mob be flying iu disorder, clambering over the 
ra,il8 of Finsbiiry-squure, and making the best of their way towards 
P jfcUP Pg^te-strcet. In another part, let Major Cartwright be seen 
up the City-road towards St. Luke’s. My faithful negro in 
the rear must be reining-in a coal-black steed, snorting Are,* and toss¬ 
ing his mane and tail into die clouds. Let the horse be rearing in 
81 ^ a way as in his descent must caitee his left hoof infallibly to frac¬ 
ture my helmet, and, possibly, my skull. Let my negro appear 
alarmed at this, but do not let me appear, idarmed at all. I wish, or 
rather my father wishes, that die shop in Chiswell-street may be dis- 
tinedy visible, ^with the words Horehound and Son, Grocers and 
Tea-dcalcvs,’* panted ip gqld letters upon a blue ground over die 
door, l^ray mow in my poor wife in an agony of tears, at the nursery- 
window, with the 4[7azette in her hand, which directs my regiment to 
muster on the morning of the Coronation at three o’clock. But don’t 
let this appear to give me a moment’s uneasiness. 

Levi Lazarus to Mu. T. 

Make it poun4|Jhstead of guineas, and you shall have back the 
frame the momewOte ^pdiibition is over. 
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It is justly observed by Lady Morgan, that ** the character of feeling 
with which each great city in Italy is sought, must depend on the taste, 
the pursuit, or the views,' traveller who visits them. To one 

whose historical associations belong to the middle ages, Florence be¬ 
comes all tliat Rome is to the classic tourist, or Loretto to the devout 
pilgrim! ** It is owing to her own mind having been early imbued with 
a fondness for the illustrious names that mark the Florentine annals, 
that Lady Morgan's account of die city of Florence, of its society, and 
literature, is not only one of the most interesting, but likewise the most 
important parti^of her work. Tlic state of society in Florence is far 
more intellectual, more animated, and more refined than that of Rome; 
nor are we surprised at Lady Morgan’s leaving somewhat reluctantly 
the lovely vale of Arno, for the banks of the Tiber; for not all the 
classical recollections and philosophical reveries which the eternal city 
may be calculated to inspire in the heart of an enthusiasf, w^p makes 
the scenes before him subservient only to his vJca of tl)c past, can to a 
sober and feeling mind atone for the degrading effects which an arbi¬ 
trary government, and a church reviving all the superstitions and 
deceptions of the darkest ages, produce upon the character of those 
very people, whose only boast is that they are descended from a race 
of wdiose valour, patriotism, and independence, they exhibit the lowest 
reverse diat con fall to the lot of a civilized nation. Lost in sloth and 
indifference, tlie modern Romans are too passive to give any employ¬ 
ment to the spies who surround them on every side; and they submit, 
without effort fdr relief, to all the most arbitrary measures of the Papal * 
government, though few cun plead their belief in the infallibility of its 
head, as an excuse for their slavish obedience. The revival of miracles, 
and processions, and pilgrimages, under the influence of the House of 
Austria, seems, index'd, to carry with it few attractions, ekeept for 
who hope, by meairs of sucli instruments, to plunge the peopI(i|Plc 
more into that ignorance, which in tlic dark ages rendered thertt mike 
blind to the crimes of the church, and subservient to the tyranny of 
their rulers. But surely, in the present day, it must excite the laugh 
of undisguised contempt, were it mot repressed by indignation at the 
knavery of llic thing, to see the King of Sardinia replacing on the 
shrine of San Lorenzo in d^ioa, with the most solemn ceremonies, tlie 
“ Sagra Cativa,’' or emerald dish, upon which, according lip the con¬ 
venient tradition of ages, was ^rved the last supper of our Saviour. 
This emerald dish, unfortunately, wa$« proved by the sacrilegious touch 
of the French Institute to be only green glass; it was nevertheless 
most religiously restored, and still serves to swear by, as the veritable 
emerald dish, which Queen Sheba originally offered to King Solbmon. 
from whose temple it found its Way, by some miracle not explaiiipd, 
into the house of the Jewish Publican, whither our Saviour went with 
bis Apostles to celebrate tlieir last meal together, .^^ih the same re¬ 
gard to truth and rational belief, is exhibhiCtL atinl Holy House at 

___ ^ ^ __ 
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LorettOf to which eo many crowned heads, and brainless heads of botli 
sexes, have made pilgrimages within the last live or six years, tlie little 
earthen porringer, out of which, as the priest unblushingly informs the 
devout listener, the Mother of God used to f(*cd the infant Jesus ; the 
porringer itself happening to be of the modern delf of Faenza, may 
be regarded as fortunate, insomuch as the belief in its antiquity calls 
for an additional exertion of the saving virtue of faith, from this cir¬ 
cumstance, But we will pass over these, and a hundred other such 
disgusting and impious cheats, including that of the Holy Chair of St, 
Peter itself, with its Arabic inscription, signifying that “ There is but 
one God, and Mahomet is his prophet,” and attend to the effect of all 
the “ pride, pomp, and circumstance,” of the Catholic ^ceremonies, as 
they attract the eyes of our sight-loving countrymen and countrywomen, 
whose restless curiosity, and besoin of excitemetit, carry them wherever 
they have a chance of seeing a crowd as idle, and yet as restless as 
themselves. 

“ On Holy Thursday, the whole foreign population of Rome rolls 
on, in endless succession, to the Vatican. The portico, colonnades, 
vestibules, both of the church and palace, assume the air of tlio court 
of a military despot. Every epoch in the military costume is then* 
g&Hdily exhibited. Halberdiers in coats of mail, and slate-coloured 
pantaloons, which pass upon the faithful for polished steel armour; the 
Swiss in their anti({ue dresses of buff and scarlet, and lambcrkeens ; the 
regular troops in their modem uniforms ; the guardia nobtlc, the Popc^s 
voiligevrs, all feathers and feebleness, gold and glitter; generals of tin? 
British army, colonels and subalterns of every possible yeomanry, with 
captains and admirals of the navy, and an host of non-descripts, lay¬ 
men, and protestant clergymen, who ‘ for the nonce* take shelter 
under any thing resembling an uniform, that may serve as a pa/iSt-partout, 
where none arc courteously received but such as wear the livery of 
church or state militant—all move towards the portals of the Sistine 
which, with their double guards, resemble the mouth of a mili¬ 
tary pass, dangerous to approach, and difficult to storm. The ladies, 
(and the English ladies ever foremost) press with an imprudent imjje- 
tuosity upon the guards, who with bayonets fixed and elbows squared, 
repress them witli a resistance, such as none but female assailants 
would dare to encounter a second time. Thousands of tickets of ad¬ 
mission are shewn aloft by upraised hands, and seconded by high-raised 
voices; while the officer of the guard, who can jead and tear but one at 
a time, li»yes the task of repulsion to tlie Swm, who manfully second 
their ‘ aUez fous ert * with a physical force, that in one or two instances 
incapacitated the eager candidates for further application. A few 
English favoured by tlie minister, and all the princes and diplomatists 
resident at Rome, pioneered by their guards of honour, and attended 
by crowds of servile, crouching, cradling creatures, who in their long 
black robes, and short white rochets, look like the outcasts of either 
sex, make their way witliout let or molestation. One side of the space, 
separated from tte^hoir by a screen, is fitted up for them apart. The 
other is for tl^ whole, female congregation, who are crushed in, like 
sheep in a fold. The men, if in uniform or full court dresses, are ad- 
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mitted to a tribune within the choir; while the laferio)' crowd, left to 
shift for themselves, rush in with an impetuosity none can restrain; for 
though none arc admitted at all to the chapel without tickets^ yet the 
number of applicants (almost exclusively foreign) is much too great 
for the limited capacity of the place. A scene of indescribable confii* 
sion ensues. The guards get mingled with the multitude. English 
peers are overturned by Roman canons. Irish friars batter the old 
armour of the mailed halberdiers with lists more formidable than tlie 
iron they attack. Italian priests tumble over tight-laced dandies; 
and the ‘ Via via* of the Roman guard, and the ‘ Fous wr nstez pa.s 
issF of the Swiss, mingle with screams, supplications, reproofs, and the 
English * Godgdam,' long after the solemn service of the church has 
begun. The Vicegerent of God on earth in vain represents, the cross 
of peace in vain shines above the high altar; tranquillity is only re¬ 
stored when suffocation begins. 

“ The rites which all come to witness, but to which none attend, are 
at last finished. The procession of the sacrament to the Paoline 
Chapel succeeds; and then comes ‘ the tug of war.’ Some rush for¬ 
ward, to get in time to the adjoining cliapel; others stay to witness the 
procession (d*aillc'urs, the same as Uiat already described at the Qui- 
rinal). The Swiss sweep all before them to dear the passages for the 
ceremony, without consulting the wishes of any. Then the long file 
of priests, carrying lighted torches, moves forward, followed by the 
cardinals, with their hands meekly folded on breasts dazzling witli gold, 
while their wondering and inquiring eyes seem to say, * Is it only to 
see us that you are all here V The Pope, supported by prelates, his 
meek head imperially canopied, his . gorgeous train proudly borne, 
totters slowly after them, cliaunting from time to time some tremulous 
feeble notes, to which the rest re.s[»ond in deep-toned chorus, until the 
whole procession passes into tliat immense vestibule, vvliich serves as an 
anti-room to both chapels. The gates of the Paoline arc thrown open, 
and its dusky walls appear illuminated with thousands of tapers, twink¬ 
ling in tlic rays of the noon-day sun, througli an atmosphere of smoke. 
Few are able to enter the illuminated chapel, or to behold the deposi¬ 
tion of the sacrament; and many w'ho arc informed of the program of 
the day, by endeavouring to catch at all the ceremonies, scarcely attain 
to any. 

The desire of seeing the Pope wasli the pilgrims feet, with the cardi¬ 
nals waiting on them at dinner, and of beholding the Pope ®ve the be¬ 
nediction from the balcony, divide the attention and impe^t^c efforts 
of the distracted sight-sccr. A prelate in pontificalibus ascends a flight 
of stairs, guarded by soldiers: the whole tide of spectators flows after him; 
they are repulsed by the sentinels; and, in proportion as they are beaten 
back, the crowd from below increases. -Some one hints tliat an opposite 
door leads to the pilgrims foot-tubs, or to the scaffolding erected for 
seeing the Benediction. Instantly the torrent directs its course in^that 
channel, and is met by another crowd returning disappointed from the 
same direction, where cross doors have be€*n shut their faces, and 
guards have driven them back likewise. Then the efibrts to get up, 
and get down, to get in, and get out, produce consequences the most 
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unsuitable to the solemnity of the season, and of the place. Shoes are 
lost, veils arc tom, ancles are strained, shoulders dislocated, and ribs 
bruised; and those who escape uninjured to the silent solitary nave of 
St, Peter's, and neither see the Pope wash feet, nor the cardinals serve 
maccaroni to hungry beggars, are by far the best off. Here gradually 
assemble, and patiently wait, in tedious suspense for the arrival of car¬ 
riages, or in fretful anxiety for more venturous friends, three-fourths of 
the multitude, who come so far to see so much, and who return having 
very literally seen nothing, consoling themselves with the reflection, 
that though the pageantry of Holy Thursday is lost, Good Friday and 
Easter Sunday are yet to come. The first anxiety on this occasion is 
to get irii the next to get nrt; and, during the whole day, the congrega¬ 
tion are so occupied in taking care of their bodies, that, in spite of 
masses and processions, no one ever gives one thought to the care of 
his soul. 

“ On Good-Friday the turmoil is something less, because there are 
fewer sights to see. This day of gloom and sacrifice, of fasting and 
mortification, begins at the Vatican by a superb and sumptuous dinner, 
given to the conclave and the corps diplomatique, &c. 

“ Tlius prepared for the celebration of the Miserere, which follows 
the dessert, ns a sort of chrixse vdjfvj the guests proceed to their places 
in the Sistinc Chapel. The cardinals move processionally from the 
table to the altar, to ‘ mark, learn, and inwardly digestand with lips 
still moist with lacryraae Christi, chaunt the responses to the seven 
penitential psalms. When the last light is extinguished, and the last 
.strain of the Miserere dies away, every one gropes as he can from the 
Sistine, on his w'ay to St. Peter^s, The brilliant lighting of the colon¬ 
nades, porticos, and staircases, the guards, the; crowds of pretty women 
and well-dressed men, give to the splendid av<*nuos the air of a court 
theatre, and imitate, on a more magnificent scale, the Palace of the 
Tuilcrios. 

“ The Iit.uminated Cross of St, Peter’s, and the adoration of the 
Pope and cardinals, are the attractions of the evening. On this occa¬ 
sion, thousands of all ranks and countries pour into the church, where 
no tickets of admission are required; yet the mighty temple, made for 
the universe, still seems half empty. Many of the dim aisles aflbrd safe 
asylum for retiring piety, or clandestine love; and the vastness of the 
whole, con^mplatcd through a w'cll-managed obscurity, seems to extend 
beyond itt^i||^al limits, and to be lost in immeasurable distance. The hun¬ 
dred lampl^'which in their bright brazen sockets burn day and night round 
the sepulchre of St. Peter’s, are this day extinguished. A cross of flame 
suspended from the cupola, "before the baldachin of the high altar, 
alone lights the immediate space over which it hangs, and leaves all 
else in Ae ma]esty of darkness, here and there faintly dispersed by a 
twinkling lamp. That illuminated spot seemed like a magic circle. It 
is hermetically closed by three files of armed men, and tlie beams shed 
from the cross fall only on spears and bayonets. This space is kept 
clear, and untouched by vulgar and unblessed feet, that pontiffs, 
princes, and cardinals may, unmolested by plebeian penitence, offer up 
the * sacrifices of their contrite hearts,* At last, these ‘ powers and 
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principalities” appear, accompanied by a guard, who clear a passage 
through the gathering multitude. The troops that await them open 
their hies, and close again upon their precious charge. The Pope falls 
prostrate before the Cross, on cushions of down and velvet. The 
princes and princesses, with their little courts of little courtiers, (and 
less than these never crawled upon the robes of royalty) take dieir 
station on his right; on his left kneel the cardinals. 

“ During this singular prostration the most profound silence reigned. 
The Pope seemed unfeignedly absorbed in holy abstraction ; and as 
the light fell upon his venerable head and faded face, and tinged his 
flowing robes, there was somc^thing mystic and ideal in his appearance; 
and to a faith which fancy had wanned, or fanaticism deranged, his 
translation from a mortal coil at that moment might have appeared 
possible. 

“ In the centre of the church crowded the hcau monde of London, 
Paris, Vienna, and St. Petershurgh, laugliing, flirting, chattering, and 
love-making, through all the philological varieties which might be sup¬ 
posed to make a conversazione in the tower of Babel. There vows 
were received that did not all belong to heaven, and oaths were 
taken at the statue of St. Peter, at wliich Jove laughs, if Peter doe* 
not. 

“ There, too, Roman beauties, who disdained the flaunting rites of 
noon-day ceremonial, moved in their long black veils, lo meet at tlic 
appointed shrine some male devotee; and there, in true sincerity of heart 
and faith, knelt w'ithin view of that cross, to which alone her eyes are 
directed, one alike ‘ the world forgetting, by the world forgot.* 
Whole families of the middle classes were seated on the steps of al¬ 
tars, or at tlie feet of monuments, gazing on the varied spectacle; and 
bands of peasantry breathing garlic and axis, strutted every wliere 
about, piously amused, and adding mucli to the stiangencss of the 
scene, whose grotesque groupings they aptly filled up. 

As ‘ night tliickeiis,* and St, Peter’s tliins, the slow return of tlic 
varied multitude, and above all of the pilgrim bands and confroicrni- 
ties, afford a picturesque and curious addition to the Good-Pnday 
sights, I'hese pilgrims are wi'ctched ragged creatures, led on by 
some Roman lady of condition, who, with the cross of lier Redeemer in 
«)ne hand and her French ridicule in the other, gives out the peniten¬ 
tial stave as she moves along, and is answered by the yell of her fol¬ 
lowers. As their dark bands sweep along the banks of^c^Tiber, and 
their red torches Hash on the walls of the castle of St.'T’apjgelo, they 
raise the deep-toninl, and, w'hen softened by distance, occasionally me¬ 
lodious psalmody, that with exquisite skill they suffer lo die away 
along those waters over which Pagan priests have raised their ‘ lo 
Paeans,’ or chaunted the funeral obsequies for the death of Adonis. 

“ Saturday, unmarked by any imposing ceremony, is passed in si¬ 
lence and gloom. It images the descent of Christ into hell. But the 
eve of Easter Sunday portends, by various festive exhibitions, the joys 
and the triumphs of the following day, and the termination of that long 
penance and privation wdiich precede it. 'I he shops of Rome are then 
gaily lighted; and the pizzicaroli, the faithful allies of the church, now 
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offer * food for meditation’ to the hungry devotees, whose long fasts 
are about to be recompensed by repletion. In one shop we saw St. 
Paul irradiated by a glory of sausages; and in another the ill-boding 
bird of St. Peter, hung up with the apostle it had warned in vain; Ma¬ 
donnas curiously carved in butter, and Bamhinos in lard, warmed the 
devotion of the inward man ; and every eatable of plastic consistence, 
or of malleable form, was pressed into the service of architectural de¬ 
coration and symbolic piety. 

“ On Easteu Sunday the service is performed at St. Peter’s, and it 
is then that the church exhibits all its splendour, a||;l exhibits its forces 
on a site worthy their display. The spacious Piazza of St. Peter, its 
porticos and colonnades, its beautiful fountains, its stupendous facade, 
glittering in tlie noon-day sun, become the scene of action. Above its 
marble walls rise fantastic awnings, for the accommodation of the spec¬ 
tators, who at an early hour crowd their elevated seats. The space be¬ 
low is lined with infantry. The light horse, with their sliowy dresses, 
form aline within. The Roman military standards, once the banners of 
universal conquest, now only serve to deck the pageant and to flaunt 
above the gaudy little colours of the Swiss corps. 

In the centre of all, forming the inner circle, and crowding the steps 
of the church, are a multitude of common people. The hggie above 
the portico are fllled witit the cardinals ; and in the centre, raised upon 
men’s shoulders high above all, like some dimly-seen deity, and re¬ 
duced almost to a speck by his elevation, appears tlie Pontiff'. He is 
said to pray, but prays unheard; and when he rises to give the bene¬ 
diction, the act, scarce visible, is awfully announced by the tolling of 
the great bell of St. Peter’s, and the firing of the cannon of St. Angelo. 
The military ground their arms, and drop on their knees ; the cardinals 
fling down tlic church’s indulgences among the people, who scarcely 
stooped to pick them up, though each was the remission of years of 
frailty. Drums beat, trumpets sound, the music plays, the troops file 
off, and the ceremony finishes at night with the illuminations of the 
Vatican. 

On Easter Monday a general rout ensues: * Give me a horse, 
my kingdom for ahorse,’ is the cry. Post-horses and vetturino-stands 
are on that day all that the Vatican and St. Peter’s were the day be¬ 
fore. Some fly for amusement to the crater of Mount Vesuvius, otliers 
to the abyss of Herculaneum ; rendezvous are given among the ruins 
of Palmyrf^ ipid parties are arranged among the cedars of Mount Le¬ 
banon; SOTO return to seek hearts left at Florence or Genoa; and 
others who, amidst all the affectation of virtd, and pretended admira¬ 
tion of a climate with which few are not disappointed, pant for the com¬ 
forts of a British fire side, turn their heads homewards, delighted to 
have seen Italy, and delighted to leave it. The Roman matron is left 
to piepare her ^ ph^a dc pa^qua' undisturbed by licr restless lodgers; 
and the Roman existence resumes its monotony, its indolence, and its 
quietude; with nothing to look to but the r«fl/-ancf, until ‘ le passage 
des hirondelks’ shall again bring a bevy of foreign visitants to the 
Porta del Popolo.” 

It is pictures like these which “ give the very body of the times 
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their form and pressure,” that distinguish the observations oi intellec¬ 
tual and gifted persons from those of the common licnl of travellers. 
Formerly the English thought they shewed their loyalty, whenever they 
went abroad, by insulting the host, at the hazard of linishing tlteir days 
in a prison, ridiculing the miracles pretended to be worked by favourite 
saints or relics, and keeping their hats as firmly on their beads, and 
their knees as stiff*, on all occasions, where the custom of the country 
they miglit be in required them to kneel or be uncovered, as any of the 
staunchest adherents of quakcrism could do in the days of Charles 11.; 
and tliis contenipUvas richly repaid by the hatred of the Catholics, 
who looked upon tfeir most solemn ceremonies to be polluted by tlie 
presence of tliese island-heretics, and rejoiced in all the fervour of 
pious zeal when they had un oj>portunity of shewing their Christian 
regard for the good of their souls by piirilying their bodies in this world 
with the holy fires which were typical of what they were supposed to 
deserve in the next. Now the case is altt'vod: the best places, the 
most imposing ceremonies are reserved for the Fmglish, who gaze with 
complacent civility upon the mummeries which have long ceased to in¬ 
terest the enlightened, who profess the faipi of which they form the 
excrescences. Lady Morgan remarks, that so few Italians of condi¬ 
tion attended the ceremonies described in these extracts, that it awak¬ 
ened the muse of Pasquin. When asked by Marforio “ where he was 
going in his court-dress, he replies, ‘‘ To the Vatican*’—“ But!” says 
Marforio, you will got no admittance.” “ Pardon me,” he rejoins, “ I 
have lately turned hcrctick.” 

The eagerness with which the Italians begin to imitate our social 
institutions, and to study our literature, is a more pleasing subject of 
reflection. In Naples our language is studied almost as much as that 
of France; our newspapers find their way into its most enlightened 
circles, and the Marchese Berio, distinguished still more by his literary 
acipiircinents than by bis rank and opulence, has addressed Lord 
Byron in an ode so replete with beauty and enthusiasm, as suffi¬ 
ciently proves how competent a judge he is of the merits of the noble 
bard whom he thus apostrophizes in a strain of poetry little inferior to 
his own. 'riie sight of these stanzas, wliich ha^e not before been sub¬ 
mitted to any other eyes than those of the author’s private friends, is 
one of the benefits w^hich I-ady Morgan’s inti'oduction into tbe literary 
circles of Italy has enabled her to confer on her readers; and assuredly 
it is only doing her justice to say, diat she has given us more informa¬ 
tion on tlie actual state of society in that country at th<^ present mo¬ 
ment, the alternate influence of France and Austria on its manners and 
feelings, and the probable effects of the Holy Alliance and the revived 
order of things, than Ci^n be found in any of tlie numerous publications 
which have made tlicir appearance since peace has smoothed the way 
for idleness and folly to lead their countless votaries over die continent, 
to enrich foreigners with the property w'hich tlicy grudge proportioning 
any sliare of to the benefit of their own country. 
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THE CORONATION. 

I HAVE seen the Coronation, and never did I witness a sight 
so magnificeut—so august—so sublime. If ever the exclama¬ 
tion olim memmisse juvatnt^* can be applicable, it must 

be to a spectacle like this, which, by eclipsing the future as 
well as the past, has condensed the wonders of a whole life in 
one absorbing moment, and given me reason^ be thankful that 
my existence was made contemporaneous with such a sur¬ 
passing display of glory and splendour. So far from seeking to 
what I nave seen, even if that were possible, by any 
inn^ation of language, 1 have purposely abstained, during several 
days, from any attempt at description, in order that some por¬ 
tion of my enthusiasm might be suffered to evaporate ; and yet, 
even now, 1 feel the necessity of perpetually keeping my pen 
below the level of my feelings, lest 1 should be suspected of 
intemperate exaggeration. In all sincerity of heart I may say, 
that I unaffectedly pity those who, from’ any inexcusable con¬ 
siderations of interest, or the more justifiable causes of com¬ 
pulsory absence, have been debarred from sharing the intense 
gratification which I have experienced. Exhibitions of this 
nature are rare, and a concurrence of circumstances united to 
give interest and magnificence to the present, which may never 
be again combined. The previous night, by its serene*^ splen¬ 
dour, seemed anxious to do honour to the approaching gorgeous¬ 
ness. One would have thought that it was a court-day in 
heaven, and that all its nobility were present, sparkling in their 
stars, and coronets, and girdles of light; while imagination 
easily converted the milky way into a cluster of radiant courtiers 
gathering around the throne from which their splendours were 
derived. Morning began to dawn with a calm loveliness, which 
rather confirmed than dissipated these floating delusions of the 
mind. From the gallery where I had procured a seat, I saw the 
stars gradually '^’gin to pale their ineffectual fires,” until none 
remained visible but Dian*s crescent, slowly changing its hue 
from gold to silver, and the sparkling son of Jupiter and Aurora, 
Lucifer, who, by his reluctant twinklings, seemed struggling for 
a little longer existence, that he might catch one glimpse of the 
approaching magnificence. Already were the eastern skies 
steeped in a faint grey light, interspersed with streaks of pale 
green, while fresh flushes of a rosier hu^came every moment 
flooding up from beneath the horizon, anda breeze, sent forward 
as the herald of the sun, presently wafted around me such a gush 
of crimson radiance, that I felt (to use the only poetical ex¬ 
pression of Stemhold and Hopkins) as if the morning on the 
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wings of winds came flying all abroad.” Behold, I exclaimed, 

“ the jocund day 

Stands tiptoe on the misty mountains’ top 

and I was endeavouring to recollect Tasso’s beautiful description 
of sun-rise, when the increasing charms of the day-break com¬ 
pelled me to concentrate all my faculties in the contemplation 
of the scene with which I was surrounded. 

The gallery where I had taken my station was a terrace which 
overhangs the Lal^ of Chdde, opposite to Mont Blanc ; and he 
who from this point has seen the sun rise, and shower its glories 
upon the romantic and stupendous wonders with which he is 
encompassed, will not marvel that I shrink from the hopeless 
attempt of its description. It is a spectacle to be felt, not 
painted. Amid the solitude of those gigantic and sublime 
regions there is something peculiarly impressive in witnessing 
the magnificence of Nature, as she silently performs her unerring 
evolutions ; and the heart of man, feeling itself in the immediate 
presence of omnipotence, turns with instinctive reverence to its 
Creator. But let mc resume my narrative of the Coronation— 
not of a poor fleeting mortal like ourselves, but of that glorious 
King coeval with the world, and to endure till the great globe 
itself shall crumble and dissolveof that truly legitimate 
Sovereign, who alone can plead divine right for his enthrone¬ 
ment, since the Almighty has planted his feet deep in the bowels 
of the earth, and lifted his head above the clouds;—of that 
Monarch of the mountains, who indeed deserves the appellation 
of Majesty—Mont Blanc- If 1 cannot say, in newspaper 
phraseology, that the morning was ushered in with the ringing 
of bells, 1 may affirm, tliat ten thousand were waving to and fro 
in the breezes of Heaven, for the lilies of the valley, and the 
hyacinths, and the blue-bells, and the wild flowers, were all 
nodding their down-looking cups at the earth; and who shall 
say that they were not melodious with a music inaudible to 
human ears, although fraught with harmonious vibrations for the 
innumerable insects who were recreating themselves beneath 
their pendent belfries? No daughter of earth, however fair or 
noble, would have been presumptuous enough to aspire to the 
honour of strewing flowers on this august occasion, for a heaven¬ 
ly florist had fashioned them with his hand, and perfumed them 
with his breath, and Flora scattered them spontaneously from 
her lap as she walked along the valleys. By the same mighty 
hand was performed ^e ceremony of the anointing; and as I 
saw the dews of heaven glittering in the dawning light, while 
they fell upon the head of the mountain, 1 exclaimed, “ Here, 
indeed, is a monarch who may, without impiety, be termed the 
Lord’s anointed.” Bursting forth from a pavilion of crimson 
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and gold clouds, the sun now threw his full effulgence upon the 
lofty forehead of Mont Blanc ; and the Glaciers, and the rocks 
of red porphy^ and granite, and the valley of Chamouni, and 
that sea of diamonds, the Mer de Glace, gradually became 
clothed in gorgeous robes of light. As I contemplated the sea- 
green pyramids of ice that surrounded Mont Blanc, each, as it 
became tipped with sun-light, appearing to put on its coronet of 
sparkling silver, methought there never had been so grand a 
potentate, encircled M^ith such splendid nobility and courtiers. 
Nor did the great Hall in which they were aSsembled appear un¬ 
worthy of its tenants; for as it had not been built by hands, so 
neither was it limited by human powers, possessing only the 
walls of the horizon for its boundaries, and having for its roof the 
azure vault of heaven, painted with vari-flbloured clouds, and 
illuminated by the glorious and flaming sun. From the tops of 
the surrounding heights, various stripes of purple clouds, laced 
with light, assumed the appearance of flags and banners flouting 
in the air in honour of the joyous day ; but my attention was 
more particularly directed to two hovering masses of darker hue, 
which, majestically descending from heaven towards the summit 
of Mont Blanc, at length deposited their burthen upon its head 
in the form of a crown of snow, which an electric flash instantly 
lighted up with intolerable splendour, while a loud peal of thun¬ 
der gave notice to all the world that the ceremony of Coronation 
had been accomplished. Alps and Apennines “rebellowed to 
the roar f every mountain opening its deep-toned throat, and 
shouting out tl*e joyful intelligence to its neighbour, until after 
countless hollow and more hollow reverberations, tlie sound died 
away in the distance of immeasurable space. 

Nor was the banquet wanting to complete this august festival, 
for as juiiie eye roamed over the fertile plains and valleys <rom- 
manded by the eminence on which 1 stood, 1 found lliat lie 
who owns the cattle on a thousand hills had covered them with 
corn, and fruits, and wine, and oil, and honey, spreading out a 
perpetually renewed feast for whole nations, diffusing, at the 
same time, odours and perfumes on every side, and recreating 
the ears of the guests with the mingled harmony of piping- 
birds, melodious winds, rustling woods, the gushing of cas¬ 
cades, and the tinkling of innumerable rills. Again I turned'my 
looks towards Mont Blanc, and lu! ahuge avalanche, detaching 
itself from its summit, came thundering'down into the valley 
below, making earth shake with the concussion. “ Behold,’^ I 
exclaimed, “ He who overthroweth the horse and his rider, hath 
sent his Champion to challenge all the worldand at this mo¬ 
ment a smaller portion, which had broken away from the falling 
mass, came leaping towards me, and shivered itself into a cloud 
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of snow beneath, as if the tremendous Champion had thrown 
down his gauntlet at my feet. Overcome w’ith awe and won¬ 
der, I shrunk into myself, and as the rocks, and caverns, and 
mountains round echoed to the roar of the falling avalanche, me- 
thoughtthey hailed the Coronation of their monarch, and shout¬ 
ing with a thousand voices, made the whole welkin ring to their 
acclamations of Mont Blanc! Mont Blanc! Mont Blanc! 

Since witnessing this most impressive scene, I have read an 
account of the Coronation of “ an island-monarch throned in 
the west,*’ with all its circumstantial detail of Dukes, Marquesses, 
Earls, Viscounts, and Knights in their ermine robes. Kings at 
Arms, and Heralds in their gewgaw coats, and Bishops in the 
pomp of pontificals, with the parade of gold spurs, ewers, 
maces, swords, scepires, crowns, balls, and crosses ; but when 
1 compared it with the stupendous exhibition of nature which I 
had so lately beheld, the whole sunk into insignificance; nor 
could I suppress a smile of pity as I shared the feeling with 
which Xerxes contemplated his mighty armament, and reflected 
that, in a few fleeting years, the whole of all this human pride, 
with the soldiers and horses that paraded around it, and the 
multitude that huzzaed without, would be converted into dust; 
the haughtiest of the nobles lying an outstretched corpse in a 
dark and silent vault, with iiotliing of his earthly splendour left 
but the empty trappings and escutcheons which, in mockery of 
the lofty titles with which it is inscribed, wdll hang mouldering 
upon his coffin. The ceremony will not, however, have been 
unavailing, if it shall have awakened reflections of this nature in 
the minds of those who contributed to it, and have impressed 
upon their hearts the truth of Shirley’s noble lines, in the con¬ 
tention of Ajax and Ulysses :— 

The glories of our earthly state 

Are shadows, not substantial tilings ; 

There is no armour against fate. 

Death lays his icy liand on kings:— 

Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust be equal made 

With the poor crooked scytlie and spade/' H. 
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June 1.— At last I have seen the humours of a levee, which is 
certainly worth seeing for once, as presenting so remarkable a con¬ 
trast to the plain simplicity of our own chief magistrate, who 
stands forth only as a man among men; *' who walks forth with¬ 
out attendants, lives without state, greets his fellow citizens with 
open hand as his companions and equals ; seeks his relaxation 
from the labours of the cabinetat the domestic hearth; snatches 
a moment from the hurry of public aflairs to superintend the 
business of his farm, and defrays all tlie expenses of his high 
office with a stipend of 6000/. a year!” How different is the 
scene at Carlton Palace, with all its pomp and parade of mili¬ 
ary attendance, and all the glare and frip(®ry of its court cos¬ 
tume. I went under the protection of our worthy minister, and 
it was abo\it two o’clock when we found ourselves in the large 
anti-room of the palace, which was soon thronged with bishops 
and judges, generals and admirals, doctors and surgeons, 
lawyers and authors,—all anxious to bask for a moment in 
the rays of royalty, and catch a passing smile of condescension 
from the great man. The mob at a levee is much like other 
mobs, though perhaps less gO(»d-liumoured and entertaining. 
After waiting about an hour on the tiptoe of expectation, the 
folding-doors were at lengtli thrown open, and the mass began 
to move. Inch by inch we fought our way, till at last I got 
near enou<rh to command a view of the Kino. He stood, as it 
were, in a doorway, with the whole of his cabinet ministers 
drawn up in regular array opposite to him; and the intervening 
narrow lane, through wliicli two persons could sc€arcely have 
passed abreast, just sufficed to let the crowd off‘. I can com¬ 
pare the scene lo nothing so well, as to the getting into the 
pit of the theatre, on a full night. The lord in waiting who 
receives your card, and the King your bow,—if one may venture 
upon so homely a comparison,—answered to the check and 
money takers; the cry of “ get your card ready,” would have 
been as appropriate on one occasion, as “ get your money 
rea^dy,” on the other; and the press from behind scarcely 
allowed time for a moment’s pause in the royal presence. The 
business of presentation was begun and concluded in a moment; 
the King smiled graciously, saying, Howd’yedo, Mr. Kentucky, 
1 am very glad to see you here,”—and I found myself in the 
next room before I was well aware that the ceremony had com¬ 
menced. It was then that a friend who had witnessed the 
scene, congratulated me upon the gracious reception I had 
experienced,—a fact of which, but for his information, I might 
have remained in ignorance. 

The iicxlcliHiculty was how to getaway; for, having no carriage, 
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and having been aeparated from my ministerial mentor, I 
scarcely knew what to do. At last, fiercely cocking my hat 
on one side, like my namesake Jonathan of wild memory in his 
boat-scene, I sallied boldly out at the great gates, and making my 
way through the crowd,—who contented themselves with a few 
good-humoured jokes at the awkwardness with which I wore my 
court habiliments—I gained the stand of coaches in Cockspur- 
street, into one of which I vanished from their gaze. 

The next day Mr. R-- asked me how I was satisfied with 

my reception, to which I made a suitable reply of acknowledg¬ 
ment. ** Why yes, indeed," said he, I think you have reason 
to be satisfied, for I do not think his Majesty said so much to 
any one else.” I find there is a graduated scale of great exact¬ 
ness by which thes^things are measured with the most minute 
accuracy. How d’ye do," is a gracious reception; but 

How d’ye do ; I am very glad to see you here,” is the very 
acme of condescension and affability. 

To an American, who feels that he belongs to a countiy, the 
government of which is founded in truth and reason alone, such 
a scene as the levee presents cannot be very inviting. And yet 
it cannot be denied that the establishment of a court, with its 
train of attendant nobles, if they are, as they ought to be, the 
cream of the people, not only uppermost in point of situation, 
but worthiest in point of quality, is not without its use. It is 
desirable that tliere should be a permanent school of manners, 
such perhaps as a court only can supply, to preserve the stand¬ 
ard of politeness and good-breeding from sinking into incivility 
and rudeness. As long, too, asrank" is reverenced by fools, it will 
be an object with men of sense ; and, much as I admire the sim¬ 
ple institutions of my own country, 1 doubt whether Washington 
was not right, when he said that the founders of our constitu¬ 
tion proceeded on too favourable a view of human nature.” 
When a nation emerges from infancy, there must be prizes for 
talents, and distinctions for wealth ; and whether these consist 
of the laurel wreaths of the ancient fashion, or the garters and 
ribands of modern times, is of little importance. But it is 
indeed important to those who by the practice of England are 
allowed to inherit honours, to justify the expedience of such a law 
by endeavouring to deserve them. For if they neglect tliis, the 
times are soon approaching, when the people in iill countries will 

trample coronets under their feet that no longer s]>arkle with 
the gems of virtue, and wipe off the armorial bearings from coach- 
doors, which have nothing to authorise them but the venal non¬ 
sense of the Heralds office.” 

June 20.—Excursion in the steam-boat to Richmond. This 
is a delightful trip; and I enjoyed it the more, as it reminded 
me of the favourite mode of travelling in my own country. It is. 
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indeed, to Mn Fulton, of New York, that the world is indebted 
for the first practical application of the steam-engine to the 
purposes of navigation; and the nations of Europe are now 
generally adopting this summary and expeditious mode of sur¬ 
mounting the opposition of currents, and wind, and tide. The 
Kichmond boat, though sufficiently commodious, is as inferior 
to our American vessels, as the Thames is to the St. Lawrence 
and Mississipi. For some miles the banks are low and flat, 
and the scenery tame, though not uninteresting. The villas 
which meet your eye at every turn, give a variety to the pro¬ 
spect, and present pleasing pictures of the progress of civilization 
to the highest point of luxurious refinement. There is the same 
kind or difference between the banks of the Delaware and the 
Thames, that Johnson has pointed out b^ween the poetry of 
Dryden and Pope. “ The one is a natural fi^, divei’sified by the 
varied exuberance of abundynt vegetation,—the other, a velvet 
lawn, shaven w'ith the scythe and levelled with the roller.’* 
The best points of the river are Sion House and Kew; after 
which you arrive at Richmond. The view of the hill from 
the river is very beautiful; but the view from the hill is still 
more rich and magnificent. And yet it was of this very scene 
that the Frenchman disparagingly observed— Ventrebleu! Otez 
le bois et la riui^re, et c^estpeu dc f/iose.” 

In our way back we ran upon a boat which was manned 
by some young and inexperienced sailors; who had the hardi¬ 
hood to attempt crossing our bow, with the grazing adroit¬ 
ness of a member of the Whip-club. The consequence of the 
shock was the upsetting of the boat, and the immersion of its 
crew. The master of our vessel very valiantly pulled off‘ his 
coat, and then very prudently refrained from jumping, as we 
had supposed he was about to do, into the river, to the assist¬ 
ance of the men. Luckily they were good swimmers, and so 
the adventure ended without any tragical consequences. Our 
return was delightfully pleasant. We passed rapidly along 
with stream and tide in our favour, in a mild and tranquil even¬ 
ing, with the golden gleams of a fine sunset to embellish the 
project, and every thing looked joyous and happy. 

much of the pleasure which all leel from gliding down the cur¬ 
rent of a river, arises, perhaps, from the obvious analogy which it 
presents to human life, which may well be compared to a stream, 
whose employment it is to travel from its source to the ocean. 
The obstructions .that impede its course, answer to the daily 
vexations we have to endure, at which some of us, like brawling 
brooks, utter a murmuring complaint at the first encounter, and 
so pass by, while the deeper currerfts swim past, and say nothing, 
till both are alike lost in the vast ocean of time. Thus, too, the 
fame both of the river and the man, depends more upon the 
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accidents of timep and place, and persons, than upon any intrinsic 
merit in either;—for even the Tiber itself would have run its course 
to the sea with no mqre noise than that of his own stream, if 
it had not happened to take Ro7ne in its way. In pursuing our 
way along the meandering circuits of. the Thames, we are 
forcibly reminded how much of our own lives has been lavished 
away in the windings and wanderings, the turnings and tergi¬ 
versations of youth. And w^eil will it be for us, if we take a les¬ 
son from the example of this river" to make straight the path for 
our feet,” and redeem the past by amending the future. For its 
early progress is so slow, that the distance from Reading t6 
London, which by land is only thirty miles, is no less than a 
hundred by water,—so wantonly does the stream dispott, as if 
willing to lose itself m a labyrinth of its own making. But, hav¬ 
ing once passed LTOdoii, Father Thames, as if sensible of his 
former laziness, and fearing to b§ chided by the Ocean, tlie 
mother of all rivers, for so long loitering; or else as if weary 
of wandering, and loth to lose more way; or lastly, as if con¬ 
ceiving such wildness inconsistent with the gravity of his 
channel, now grown old, and ready to be buried in the sea, 
runs in so direct a line, that from Gravesend to London, the 
number of miles is equally twenty, both by land and by water. 

July 1.—No w'onder that the French traveller exclaimed, 
during his residence in England, “ Quel eif'ange pays! Vingt 
religions et que deux sauces!*^ 1 meet with as many different 
religions here as in America. This is extraordinary; for the 
circumstances of the two countries are verj' diflerent. In Ame¬ 
rica there is no established religion. The law, though it com¬ 
pels every man to contribute a certain proportion to the sup¬ 
port of some religious teacher, leaves it to the discretion of 
each individual to appropriate his quota to whatsoever sect may 
please him best. Where such is the law, it is not surprising that 
there should be a great variety of doctrine. But in England, where 
all must pay tithes to the parson, whether they attend his preach¬ 
ing or not, it affords an indubitable mark of the earnestness and 
sincerity of the religious feeling that distinguishes this country, 
to see so many sects, for conscience-sake, supporting ministers of 
their own by additional voluntary contributions. I like <he 
notion of the Quaker lady, who defended the varieties of faith 
by asking, why there might not be as many roads to Heaven as 
there are mansions in Heaven? So long, at least as none of 
them diverge out of the great highway of Christianity, so long 
as they retain their Christian name, need not trouble our¬ 
selves to inquire into the sirname of their sect. Sir Henry 
Wotton, who appointed it td be recorded on his tombstone, 
that he was the author of this sentence, IMsputandi pruritus ec~ 
clesiic scabies^fhe itch for disputation is the disgrace qf'the Church 
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id Yfho was a ^reat enemy to religious disputes^ used to puta 
stop to all fiuch useless wranglings by well-timed repartees, two 
of which seem particularly deserving of remembrance. To a Pro¬ 
testant bigot, who him whether it was possible that a Papist 
could be saved, he csdlfe^ered, What is that to thee 1 You may 
behaved without knowing that. Look to yourself.” To a Popish 
bigot, who jeeringly a^ed him wliere his religion was to be 
found before the time of Luther; he immediately replied, “ Where 
ours is not to be found at^ all—in the written word of God.” 
hile there is quite as 'much schism, there is perhaps moie 
fanaticism in England than in America. The mad-bouses teem 
with uiijiappy^lii^ons belonging to that gloomy school which 
seems to take a - perverse delight in racking the sense of Scrip¬ 
ture beyond its true intent; so that, instep of sucking milk, 
they squeez^e, blood out of it. I heard at St. Luke’s, that, at the 
period of Joanna Southcott'i^hrenzy, there were a considerable 
number of her disciples admitted as patients. Such, however, 
are the rank weeds that will always spring up, even in the 
richest koils; and perhaps the cause of real religion has been 
strengthened by the exertions which have been called into 
action against them. One of the great wonders of the present 
day is the establishment of “ The Bible Society,” the ramifica¬ 
tions of which exteud to all countries. ,By their extraordinary 
efforts the Bible .has been translated into sixty-three difibrent 
languages, and-^the Apostles—endowed as it were afresh with 
the gift of tongues-phave been circulated through the most distant 
parts of the world. There is a spirit of inquiry on foot which 
can no longer be . 7 l|lressed, and tne ^happiness of mankind will 
depend upon the direction which shall-be given to it. However 
great the good which this society may have achieved, it has not 
been witliout a certain alloy of evil, which was suggested as 
long ago as the time of Charles the First, by a quaint old writer, 
s whose authority on such a subject ought tp have great weight. 

The design may be good to reduce IJje price of the Bible to so 
small a volume, partly to make it the more portable in men's 
pockets^ and partly to, bring down the price, so that the poor 
better compass Repurchase. But know that vilis in the 
Lafi^ tongue, in the Jirst sense, signifieth what is cheap; in the 
second sens^ what And thus the small price of the Bible 

hath caused the small prizing of the^^ible.” 

July 10. One topic at present engages all thoughts, and all 
hands, and all tongues,—^fbr nothing is talked of but the Coro- 
imtion. All other subiecis seem to have lost their interest, and 
even the funeral knell of modern Attila ''has scarcely been 
' heard amidst the clix^ of hammers, and the^clattering of prepa¬ 
ration for this splenmd pageant, in looking on at this costly 
magnificence, an American is disposed to console himself, for 
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the absence of such things in his own country, by recoUectiug 
the observation of Paine—“ the trappings of a monarchy would 
defray the whole e^ense of a republic,” Still far be from me 
that wholesale spirit of censure, which so, often induces travel¬ 
lers, upon a slight and superficial survey^^ condemn customs 
and institutions, which have a deep foundation in ,the charac¬ 
ter of a people. .Indeed it is impossible not to grant, that in 
government, as in religion, some ceremonial observances are ne¬ 
cessary, and it is the duty of those wh6 regulate the respective 
rkuals of each, so to order their form and fashiem, that they^ 
may really produce their intended eftect, in impressing the 
minds of the spectators with a higher sense oi^yeuev^on for 
the substantial part of those institutions to whi(3i* such forms are 
appended. Thus, m religion, though we are told that Qod is a 
spirit, and that he must be worshipped •‘in spiritan(^.in truth;” 
yet, so long as man is a compound ^'eaturc, made up of aliquot 
parts of matter and spirit, the rites of religion must be adapted 
to his nature- While his soul is lifted up to the Throne dT 
Grace, in holy communion of thought and tUanksgiviifg/fhe cor¬ 
poreal dependence of his faculties seems to require that this 
spiritual commerce should be accompanied by some outward 
forms, which may at the same time engage his bodily senses. 
Without the aid of such visible and tangible objects to confine 
his attention, the mind would be too much disposed to lose it¬ 
self in abstract contemplation, till it sunk, at laat into the va¬ 
cancy of reverie. It is in this manner that the sight of the altar 
and the decent solemnities of worship preach to the eye, as 
effectually as the words of the preacher do ear; and ‘ 

eye (to use the words of South) dictateth to the imaginatio 
and that at last moves the uftections.”' T. he case is much the same' 
with respect to goveriSments, which, however founded in rea¬ 
son, must rely upon other grounds for securing the respect.of 
the mass of mankind;—-for the weak must have their inducements 
to admiration as well as th| wise. It is certain, however, that 
great care and discretion ate required in the inanagement of 
ceremonies^ so as lo accommodate them to the slufting state of 
public opinion, lest, by a froward retention of custom, 
should come at last to produce an opposite effect to that wn^n 
was their original object. 'This has happex^d in the Catholic 
church, which, by its literallfedheren^e to the practice of former 
times, has done much to shock the .common sense of mankind, 
and to expose religion itself to the shafts of ridicule. 

The'same observations ^pply-^o civil ^ren^ies. Thus, m 
considering the Coronation, tlmugh ®pinions may differ as Jto 
the proper mode and manner of conducting k, yet it is impocsibrn 
not to allow that in a monardhical country such ceremony is 
necessary upon theaccession of a new king. In England, parti- 
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calarly, it is a solemn recognition of the compact between king 
and people, which was entered into at the sera of the Revolution; 
by virtue of which the house of Hanover, succeeded to the 
throne of the Stuarts.^ I am no disciple of that frigid philoso¬ 
phy that would teach#s to look unmoved at a spectacle like this, 
which has something at once gratifying and ennobling in the 
associations it awakens. The solemn repetition of the same 
rites, which have beeij performed in the same place, by so many 
departed generations, connects the present times with the past, 

? nd by its appeal to the imagination, embellishes the realities of 
ife With much of the charm of romance. I have no patience with 
those u^ho say they can see the Coronation at Covent Garden 
theatre. It is true, they may do so as far as the eye is concerned; 
but it is Westminster Abbey, and the King, and the Nobles, 
and the hundred thousafld spectators, in the verity of real exist¬ 
ence, that constitute the glory of the scene, and give it all its 
power over the feelings. If the Coronation do not appeal more 
to the mind than to the eye, it is not worth seeing at all; and it 
is a sadi'degradation of the ceremony, to consider it as a mere 
theatrical exhibition to gratify the sense of sight. All, indeed, 
that the mimic representation of the theatre can give, is pre¬ 
cisely that part which had much better be omitted in the real 
ceremony, for the taste of the times is no longer what it was : 
mankind have grown out of their admiration of diamond crowns, 
and gilded sceptres; and the age of humbug is passed and gone. 

Again:—^hat can be more absurd than the retention of 
the Champion’s pmt in the pageant? In the chivalrous days 
pf our Henrys airo Edwards, in the civil wars of York and 
lancaster, 'when the red rose became white with the blood 
it had lost, and the white rose became red with the blood it 
had shed, there was a meaning in the Champion’s defiance 
which gave importance to his character;—for every body felt 
that he was in earnest. Now, however, it is equally notorious 
that the whole scene is a sham; and that the pretended 
Champion of England is a harmless young gentleman, mounted 
upon a pye-bald horse, belonging to the stud of a strolling 
tl^tre. How much too is one surprised, to see the nobles- 
of England, at this time of day, condescending to put in their 
claims to perfori^ithe most menial offices, for the sake of the 
cast-off clothes, and plate, and fiteniture, which are allowed 
‘ as the perquisites of such service; while the mob, by the 
same custom, have their share of the spoil, in being admitted 
to scramble for^e fragments "bf the feast! How small is the 
difference on this-pccasion between the Nobility and the Mobi¬ 
lity ! Among the q|[merous demands, almost too ridiculous for 
discussion, was one^prescribing for a right to hold the King’s 
head when he was sick,—which was, however, I believe, dis- 
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allowed, as a spurious claim. But to come to the really ^raud 
and atfecting part of the ceremonial—the Coronation itself. 
The chair in which, so many kings have been crowned, with 
the famous stone of Scotland, which was brought by Edward 
the First from Scone, incorporated within its seat, is placed on 
an elevated platform, in the centre of the great nave of the 
Abbey; and there, surrounded by the mighty dead of so many 
generations, the living King promises, before God and man, to 
make the laws the rule of his conduct, and to administer jus¬ 
tice with mercy. Surely there is something more in this than 
an empty pageant! Here, however, again we regret that the 
venerable antiquity of this consecrated chair should beHiidden 
under a covering of cloth of gold,—the common-place indica¬ 
tion of grandeur which any four pieces of timber w^ould suf¬ 
fice to support. There was an awful majesty in the worm-eaten 
relics of the old regal chair, full of poetical inspiration, and 
better worth than all the cloth of gold in the world- A King 
must be made of different materials from ordinary men, if he 
can pass through sucli a ceremony without deriving benefit from 
the lessons it is so well calculated to convey. At the moment 
of his inauguration, in the very scene of his glory, he is re¬ 
minded, by the tombs of bis ancestors, that there is but a step 
between him and death, when there will no longer be any dis¬ 
tinctions of rank, but such as are founded on superiority in vir¬ 
tue. For life is like a game at chess; so long as the game is 
playing, ajl the men stand in their order, and are respected ac¬ 
cording to their places; one is a king, aether a queen, an-- 
other a bishop, another a knight, and anoraer a pawn; hut as 
soon as the game is ended, and they are shuffled together irito 
one bag in the grave, they are all alike; and whether the king 
or the pawn he finally uppermost, must be left to the decision of 
that Great Being, who, as we are taught from the highest au¬ 
thority, is no respecter of persons. 

Though no lover of crowds or pageants, I believe I shall not 
be able to resist the contagion of example, and so must e^en 
pay my three guineas for a seat; though it will be less to see the 
sight, than to save myself trouble, for it w’ill probably be lesii 
troublesome to go, than to answer all the queries of my friefids, 
upon my return to America, why it was that I did not go. 
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Ir is no wonder that-the world is full of paradox, extrava¬ 
gance, and morbid feeling, considering how much the tone of 
society runs counter to the natural habits of the greater part of 
its members. This is a thinking age; but we must beware of argu¬ 
ment :—a reading age ; but the stigma of hliie bangs hi terrorem 
over our heads, to fright us from treating of those objects which 
are uppermost and familiar, TFor such us us, whose busy hours 
are spent among books and their mighty parents, society has 
become a dead letter: if at any time with spirits elevated by the 
successful studies of the day, w'e venture into the drawing-room 
of an acquaintance, mirth forsakes us at the door, and bciore we 
arrive up stairs, propriety has been so busy lecturing on bicu- 
Seance and the ton —on the topics to be pursued or avoided, that 
the gay good-humoured tripper on the/lauc, is metamorphosed 
into the long-visaged luid circumspect member of the colerie. 
To talk politics is out of the question (yet the Queen is a tempt¬ 
ing subject for gossip);—the name of aught that sounds like a 
book, except it be a brief judgment on the new play, is shunned, 
as though each word tattooed the hearers with indigo ;—of the 
Arts no one knows any thing, not oven the professors; and of 
Music all know too much ; yet, for these very reasons, they are 
the best possible conversation-topics. Thought, sense, or reason, 
would be thrown away on them, and the best way to hit the 
mark, is to shoot at random- Remarks are nothing, unless oul 
o*the way, and alP the better lor being unintelligible. Yel, 
to be au fait at nonsense, is no easy matter. To be a good 
trifler, requires an apprenticeship, as well as to be a good wea¬ 
ver ; and books arc not the way to become free of either craft. 
But let them have their share, and let us not hold them up us 
scarecrows, to put to flight good-fellowship and gaiety. 

The most amiable ai\d elegant females on the tablets of our 
memory were blues; they filled up their leisure hours with books, 
and were not ashamed of them,—did not hide them under the 
sofa-cushions at the approach of visitors. They had modesty, 
but it was of that healthy kind, which never shunned, because 
it could not catch a stain. It was not of that sickly and fashion¬ 
able cast, which is always in suspense whether it should blush 
or not—^which one moment shrinks Avith horror from the distant 
allusions of Don Juan, and the next stands gazing at the most 
licentious conceptions , of the artist—which, in short, will not 
glance at a,doubtful picture, but has no objection to any opera 
or exhibition. Tlii| was not their modesty, ai& their taste was 
equally foreign to etiquette. If they happened to have perused 
a volume that filled them with delight, that delight overflowed. 
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and they were the arrautest and loveliest blues that ever prattled. 
Their Mook at this/ and 'look at that/ so natural and vivacious, 
the world set down as affected and stupid. But their spirits 
were too buoyant to be weighed down by such censure— too 
downy to be pierced by the shafts of ridicule. They have ful¬ 
filled their calling—surrounded by a happy family, their husbands 
have not found them less domestic, or less tender-hearted, for 
having extended their acquirements. And I find, that they done 
among the “ old familiar faces” have^preserved in age the warm 
feelings of youth: love with theui has not pas^sed into a name, 
or romance into a shadow; tlieir spirits have ever bathed and 
been renewed in the springs of poetry and genius; and thus it is, 
that my* blue friends possess a green heart with a gray head. 

But really this war of nick-names is most unfair. The gay and 
idle, when they were the most numerous and predominant, cried 
“ Pedant” to the learned, lest the sons of knowledge sliould be 
too much for them. And now that letters and their votaries have 
overthrown their ignorant adversaries, they are themselves 
troubled with a meaner jealousy—a reading petticoat shakes 
their newly erected throne, and lo! they hasten to defend it with 
that powerful weapon of fishw omeii and schoolboys, and cry, 

“ There’s blue upon tby stocking,” 

in the fearful tone of Macbeth. No marvel, if they frighten 
poor gentlewomen. Papa says, they must read, and improve 


• Aa Irish gentleman being n«kc<l by a stranger tlie meaning of hluey which he 
beard so constantly applied, the answer was, ‘ that Hucy ^died to gentlemen, signi- 
lied (;rrt7fge,*to females it signified deep-read* W 

[ know not what ndlnity there may be between the litcrai'y and political signifi¬ 
cation of this cjiithet, or whether our Hms arc at all allied to those of Butler and 
Cleveland. 

“ ’Twns Presbyterian true blue."—H coibkas. 

And Cleveland, in his Loyal Songs, 

“ How 1 did trot 
IVith a great zealot to a lecture, 

W^here I a tub did view 
Hung With un apron i)lue, 

’Twus the preacher’s, 1 conjecture \ 

His use and doctrine too 
Were of no better hue,** &c. 

The English society of litersiry ladies, whencesoever they look the colour, cer¬ 
tainly derived the emblematic stocking from Italy. Dunlop, speaking of the 
Novels of MalcBplni, gives an account of the original. 

in No.41, of the First Part, there is a curious account of the amiisrincntB of the 
Campagnia della Calzot so cdled from a particular stocking the raembers Wore. 
This society, which existed in Italy during the fifteenth and sixteenth centuiies, 
was neither, as some hare imagined, a chivalrous nor academic Institution, hut 
merely an association for the purposes of public and private entertainments, as 
games, feasts, and 4 hciitrical representationM. In coursc*of tirile, this university 
became divided into .clbhJ^”! ^’‘*^l‘^rnities, as the CotnpQg7ua (ln Floridiy SempilernU 
&c. each of which was giivcrncd by particular laws and officers, and the members 
were distinguished by a certain habit*— History of Fultort, vol. 2, p. 3i>5. 
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their understandings. The beaus roar vengeance if they talk 
blue. Both are to be obeyed, and the ladies become cyphers. 

It is quite occupation enough for them in society, to keep 
theirtongues from giving vent to the fulness of their minds, and to 
put a timely check upon any unlucky train that might lead to the 
obvious but forbidden subject. Literature is sent into Coventry, 
nor allowed the least part in the game,—every one that it ap¬ 
proaches, cries out in affright, as they used at school, “ You’re 
none of my child.” 

Gertrude and her sister are the very antipodes of hluism ; and 
though they read really more than any of their acquaintance, the 
very mention of a book seems as if it would choak them. It is 
amusing malice to start a subject of the kind before them, and 
see the evasions and pretended ignorance with which they en¬ 
deavour to be rid of it. Woe to the wight, that knowingly 
transgresses, if he have any horror of frowns and sour faces, 
’fhe stranger who sins through ignorance, always receives the 
saine ready answer, “ Is it good '! —No, I haven’t seen it}” and 
qff goes the conversation into another channel. Books, how¬ 
ever, are revenged of them, even while there is the greatest 
struggle to conceal that they hold any converse with such musty 
companions. Opinions “ cut and dry” escape every moment; 
and it is surprising, really surprising, how their feelings agree 
with the last review, whose cover never profaned their eyes. 
Did they talk openly and discuss unconstrainedly books as well 
as other things, the acute spirit of conversation alone would 
strike out original opinions and ideas, even if they never arrived 
at such a trouble ai^’ thought. But all such avenues to good 
sense are closed: the hours of study, of conversation, and of 
c,omplete leisure, are distinct—each season dedicated to itself. 
They do riot aid one another, and being disunited, produce 
nothing. Between them the mind is disorganized and dis¬ 
tracted ; all the faculties frittered away, and all humours 
blended into insipidity. There is neither the sense of the 
thoughtful,nor the vivacity of the thoughtless; their seriousness 
is trifling, and their trifling seriousness. In short, they are 
“ neither fish nor flesh, nor good red herring.” 

A downright reading lady is certainly a bore; yet she is some¬ 
thing—an entity, which dull propriety is not. If a person will 
be but patient, and indulge her innocent humour, when the top 
of the cask runs off, there will be much worth coming at. And 
even the ridiculous part of the character is more in the name and 
cant of vituperation, than in any thing else. The a«<i-6/we has 
double the qiamtity of pretence and vanity. The greatest of 
affectations is that of good sense—the affectation of being deep 
or well-read amounts not to one quarter of the sflf-importance 
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of being sensible. We all fish for the good opinions of each 
other,—some openly, some underhand. And I, for my part, am 
as willing to give my share to the person who stretches the hand 
out for It, as to the one who in sullen and coquettish pride 
awaits my proffer. What half the world calls affectation, is,tfae 
most unsophisticated nature—the unrestrained indulgence of 
natural humour—the form in which the sapling shoots; it must 
be warped and bandaged fo accurate straightness. The ro 
vpewov —the acme of propriety—is the highest possible point of 
artificiality. If you be sceptical, reader, I appeal to your dancing- 
master, whoever he may be, to bear me out. 

But all the old saws and philippics against learned ladies have 
become stale and invalid. There is nq longer a chasm betweeji 
learning and life—the essayists of the last century flung a bridge 
over it. The most abstract speculations, the most insignificant 
customs, were equal and welcome to them. All topics became 
blended, known, and discussed. The domain of knowledge was 
unenclosed,—thrown into a common, and now the tripping step 
of the fair may as well stray over it as the diill plod of the uni-';; 
versity professor. The world and books are no longer at vari¬ 
ance,—they are one and the same thing, and there is,|j^ptto be 
found between them that antithesis, wdiich has been so much 
harped upon in the common-places of moral sentimentalists. A 
library is now a school of the w'orld. Anti although there never 
were displayed more originality and liberty of opinion, yet it is 
not exclusive or pedantic; it is set in the key of human nature, 
and springs from the common source of vu^ar and sound feel¬ 
ing. It is a complaint, that the world has grown tame, and hath 
avoid in it; that it wants the marvels, the adventures, “the 
moving accidents by flood and field,” the prominent rqggedness 
of character, and the strained heights of enthusiasm which it used 
to have. It is true, the workings of the mind are not now dis¬ 
played in action,—we have too much an eye upon one another; 
—the sneer of the satirist has become more powerful than the 
lance of the champion. The objects of excitement have been 
transferred from the highway to the page : it is no longer to the 
breathless and open-mouthed story-teller that we listen, who 
had seen all with his own eyes; W'e must gather tidings from the 
formal page, and through it alone are conveyed the objects, 
feelings, and emotions, which we used to catch from the living 
scene of life. Hence print has become part of our existence— 
has superseded vulgar sight and fame; like to the' air we 
breathe, it is the medium through which we receive sound and 
light, every idea, and every feeling,—^beyond whdse influence 
we cannot get, and could not live. 

To exclude tlje sex from hooks in early days was nothing, the 
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volume of life was ample and open} but sucli a prohibition at 
thi« time of day is putting out a sixth sense,—aepriving the 
mind of all knowledge and discernment. People used formerly to 
write with their pens, but now they talk with them. I have 
myself sat surrounded with the publications of the day,—dipping 
into them all, till I have imagined a thousand pens wagging like 
tongues, scoldi]%, flattering, soliloquizing,dealing out lies, puns, 
and» stories, so volubly, that I have been stunned with the ima¬ 
ginary noise, as though the apartment were a Babel. And are 
not women at home,—quite in their proper sphere in such a 
scene as this ? Who will deny it? Y. 


SOSO. 


Oh! IjOvc ddtli dwell, 

Like 'J'nith, in a well; . 

Of late I found tlie urchin: 

But all! fair maid, 

Too dear 1 Ve ]inld 
For all my busy scarching- 

For wl)cn I spied 
Him in the tide. 

The truant archly beckon’d. 

And rash to win, 

I soon was in 

Much deeper thanl reckon’d, 

Know'’st thou the spring, 

^Vherc Loxe iiis wing 
Bathes ever sweet and sh* '* 

Canst tlion not guess 
'I’he w'iyard place? 

’'Fis, Lady, in thine eye. ' 

1/et otliersskiin 
Sweets from the brim, 

And glory wlieii tliey'vc got *i*in, 
While Love and 1 
'rogether lie, 

Like pelibh'.s, at the bottom. , Y. 
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LECTURE IV. 


iircek Poclrif, 

The fate of the surviving conquerors of Troy, >vhose thrones 
and dominions had been exposed to usurpation^ind violence dur¬ 
ing their absence, constituted an era in the history of Greece as 
eventful and as fruitful in traditions as the Trojan war itself. 
Those traditions, long after the time of Homer, were taken up by 
the Cyclic poets*; and we hear in particular of one work ewed 
the Noirrof, or returns (of the heroes from Troy), in which 
their histories were collectively embpdied. In that work, as 
well as in Greek tragedy, princes* were comnflcmorated who were 
certainly of more importance to the general interests of Greece, 
than a chief whose dominions were so remote and insignificant ‘is 
those of Ithaca. But still the name of Ulysses had great attrac¬ 
tions for the best and oldest of poets, as the subject of a sequel to, 
the tale of Troy. The maritime distance of his home justified 
tissue of fabulous events, which could not have been consistently 
introduced in describing the return of a chief to any ne^hbouring 
shore of Grcec*e. Even the poverty of his dominions Ut'spoke an 
interest to the imagination, from their sceniiiig less to invite his 
anibilion than his local and domestic aflticlions. 

It is true that Ulysses is a hero mudi more according to ancient 
than to modern taste. His sagacity is a little loo subtle for our 
ideas of die sublime. Minerva herself rallies him with having been 
a cunning urchin in his childliood, and always expert at equivoca¬ 
tion.-j- But the goddess accuses him of this witn so much good- 
humour, as to shew that she was not displeased with it; and in 
judging of Eagan morality, wc must make allowance for those dr- 
cumatances of existence which rendered subtlety an almost necessary 
ingredient in human wisdom. If w e consider too the trials dirough 
which Ulysses is feigned to pass, wc shall conceive that the poet was 
bound, in consistent, to furnish him with a cautious as well as 
a hardy character. He loses his companions—^lie goes forth alone 
against the W(M"ld—^he has to break tlirough supernatural dangers 
and allurements, to seek the only spot of earth that was sacred to 
his virtuous afiections; and his head grows grey before he reaches 


* Then; was a contruverhy eTea uwoug tUc aocicotii rt»peti.inf? the exact range 
of works that were to he included under the name of (V<*lic ^loelry ; liutHhc teruif I 
thiuk, is ofteu used bO^dely as to he a|»vUcahlc^to all tlie epie 'iiid narrative my¬ 
thological poetry of anjAt Greece suhaeiiucnt to Homer and lienaod. it compre¬ 
hended a scries of works, the titles of which are now alinosl their only remains, 
Ihongh their various subjects emhrared a connected f:ih*iloui» history of the world, 
from the marriage of the Earth aud^IIeatfen down to the siege of Troy,''and even to 
the adventures of its returning besiegera.—,S’£e lltifm. on the Setond Mtuid of VirgiU 
t Odyss. xiii. 
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it Even with this great object at his heart, however, the'traits 
of his circumspection and fortitude are not overcharged. ^ His 
character is only generally marked by them. The poet was 
too natural to represent him as a mere abstraction of stoicism: 
on the contrary, he displays him making several very human-like 
aberrations both from virtue and prudence, forgetting himself at 
one time in the arms of Circe, till his crew are obliged to remind 
him of his wife and family*; and on another occasion, indulging 
in very ill-timed merriment upon an angiy giant, who is very near 
ivpaying his sarcasms by J^elting his ship to the liottom-f-. His 
temper, however, upon the whole, has an impressive strength and 
serenity; nor is even his accustomed oMuracy without its use in 
heightening tlie pathos of his situations. For when Ulysses is 
moved, our conception of what he feels is heightened by remem¬ 
bering the fbrtituae that gives way to his feelings; and the torrent 
of his sensations appears the deeper and stronger for the mass of 
resistance which it overcomes. His heart is not lightly susceptible, 
but, when it is touched, it is with earnest and long vibrations. 
Thus when his social aflcctions arc brought forth in the sunshine 
of Alcinous’s liospitality, wlien he wraps nimsclf up in his mantle, 
and surrenders himself, at the voice of poetry and music, to invo¬ 
luntary bursts of sensibility, or wlien he loses even bis habitual 
patience at Penelope’s scruples to recognize him, or when he 
meets his aged and fainting father in the garden, where he had 
sported in hrt' childhood—his emotions amidst those scenes aflPect 
us doubly from our contrasting them with his self-command on 
other exquisitely trying occasions, wlicre the poet describes him 
as Icx)king Avith impassive eyes, immovable as horn or steeV'X 
Whilst the Odyssey resembles tlje Iliad in its diction and descrip¬ 
tive manner, it opens an interesting variety in epic poetry. It con¬ 
centrates our sympathy on fewer cliaraclcrs, its interest is less war¬ 
like and public, its concourse of agents is less magnificent, and its 
tone of action and feeling is less impetuous. On the other hand, it 
has the twofold charm of being at once the most familiar and the 
most fanciful of all ancient draughts of existence, abounding in the 
minutest traits of domestic manners, and at the same time teeming 
with a A^dldness of imagination, which, classical as the poem is, 
may be truly denominated romantic. Had the poet been equally 
disposed to have sported with the man^cHous in the Iliad, the 
vicinity of the Troadc to Greece would have been a check upon 
his fancy. But the scene of fiction was now to be shifted, and 
expanded over scenes that might be peopled at will with 


OdyRS. X. 473. 


t Odyss. ix. 461. 


*Q^$9XfJLol S' K^pa Iroaov, trl^TQpos 
*A.rp4fia9 iy fiK^tpdftoKFiy 

93X expression in the thrilling passage of the 19th booh, (line 211.) ivherc he sup- 
presses his tears at the sight of those which I’t^nclope sheds oqj^earing his name 
whilst he is io her prescice, but before it is safe to moke himself known. 
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giants, enchanters, and senndeitics^ or extended even to tlie sha¬ 
dowy empire of the dead. Homer has ventured into that darkest 
realm of fancy, the intrepid and long-distant precursor of Virgil 
and Dante. It would be unfair to compare a mere episode of the 
Odyssey with an entire fabric of poetry, which the last of diose ge¬ 
niuses has devoted to the same subject. But Homer'^s world of death 
has its sublimity, though more simple than that of the Florentine 
jwt. He gives expressiveness to human character even in de¬ 
lineating its spectral shade. Tii^esias first rises to Ulysses, and 
awfully reveals to him the will of Heaven. Aiax retains bis ol)- 
stinacy beyond the grave. The visitant of hell conjures liim to 
forgive their earthly qnarrel, and declares with much weeping 
that he repents of his triumph. But Ajax spurns all his tears 
and intreaties, and paces back indignantly into the gloom,. 
AchilWs soul is still impassioned amidst the dead. He demands 
if his sire be respected in the world above, and taking fire even 
before he is answered, at the bare imagination of his aged father 
being insulted, wishes but for a moment of life in his native man¬ 
sion, that he might shew an arm to make the fiercest of his ene¬ 
mies tremble. He next inquires for his son, and when informed 
that lie had become a hero, exults with joy, and measures, the 
meadows of asphodel with a larger stride. The m^t touching 
apparition in this scene of the Odyssey is llie hero’s mother— 
Ulysses would weep upon her neck, but she is a spirit, and can¬ 
not be embraced—^ne questions her by wliat death she had died, 
and she replies, “ I died, my son, of no other dca% than of grief 
for thy departure from Ithaca.” 

There is scarcely any conception of the supernatural that be¬ 
longs to romantic jDoctry, some original "crm of which may not be 
found in the Odyssey. Perhaps the light and elegant generation 
of fairies are the only very ]Kietical beings which llotnance has 
added from an unclassical stock to her visionary empire. It has 
been sometimes alleged, indeed, that even their prototypes may be 
traced in the pigmies oi' antiquity; but our fays, upon the whole, 
would seem to be of a mixed descent from the elves of Scandina¬ 
vian and tlie Peris of Eastern mythology; and it must certainly 
be owned, that in wit and accomplishments, and, above all, in 
their taste for dancing, music, and moonlight scenery, the well-bred 
fairies of the middle age are quite a cultivated people compared 
with tlie Heathen pigmies. 

Classical poetry is, in general, too justly to be charged with defi¬ 
ciency in that refined and delicate bloom of female character which 
gives a charm tojnodem life, by exalting sensation into sentiment. 
But that tone of classical gallantry which is not degrading to wo- 


* A passafj^c closuJy copied by Virpil in the dcHcription of ** fug^it indigiiatu sub 
iimbrHS,*’ Hppliod to l)icto tii ibu of yh 
# K 2 
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man, is of later date tliaii the days of Homer. It is not even 
to be found in Hesiod, though he has a woman-hating spirit, 
unworthy of liis other traits of amenity, and still more unlike the 
decorous simplicity of Homer. The genius of the later Ionic school 
of p>etry dicTjustioe to many great and bcautiliil sentiments of the 
Greek mind; but we know tliat tlie vicinity and manners of Lydia 
had a |K)wcrful influence in corrupting the Ionian Greeks, and no 
very exalted moral notions of the sex were likely to come from that 
<|uartcr. * Again, the republican institutions of Greece were 
much more favourable to the rights and dignity of man than of 
w'oman ; and hence even the Attic muse is little acquainted with 
exalted amatory sentiment. To speak of Hornet as a romantic 
poet of love, wftuld, no doubt, be very idle; but still, even on 
the subject of that passion, he has a negative merit and a 
primitive modesty w^hich discriminate his works from the entire 
mass of classical j)oetry. In him the simplicity of Nature pre¬ 
ceded her earliest corruptions; and, little as he says of love, in 
the abstract his females are very loveable. The innocent Nausicaa 
carries us back to the golden age. His Penelope acts as his Muse 
endites; the one exemplifying womanly virtue to be older than 
systems of morality, the other shewing inspiration to have gone 
licfore critical laws. Nor need wc fear to compare even his less 
virtuous females with their seductive parallels in romance. 
In forming such characters, the ronuinlic fablers have gene¬ 
rally aggrava^ tiie horrors of Circe; and in tlieir zeal to make 
the fascination of beauty appear detestable, have masked their 
Ducssas and Alcinas in temporary charms, which drop off at 
the conclusion of the story, and leave the admirer with a wutch 
or fury in his arms, to reflect on the rashness of trusting to fmr 
appeai'anccs. Homer has no such metamorphoses, for even his 
Circe appears always vciy comely, and ultimately proves very 
kind. As to Calypso, she is a being of a higher order, the 
poetical prototype and mother of all gracefully voluptuous enchan¬ 
tresses, and we may safely affirm of her as of Eve, that she is “ the 
fairest of her daughters.” Neither base nor malignant, but immor¬ 
tally fresh and beautiful, she is the simple and abstracted image of 
allurement. Her island is an earthly paradise of jicace and fove; 
but there is a calm breath and a natural bloom in its scenes, very 
unlike the distempered flush of imagination, that too often meets 
in the romantic poetvS. Even with respect for the genius of Fenelon, 
we cannot pass witliout disadvant^eous comparison, from the 
artificial graces and coquetry of the French Calypso, to the divine 
and implicit blandishments of the Greek original. Ulysses, in 
leaving her, pours fbrtli his whole soul as an apology for bidding 
her adieu ; and though slie receives the command of Jove to dis¬ 
miss him with a burst of indignant angi^iish, yet she obeys the 
behest, and, after a tender remonstrance, treats nim with so sincere 
an affection, that it is unnecessaiy for the most wary*of men to 
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accelerate his departure by any stratagem. We pity her sorrows, 
and we have abundantly more respect for the man who could tear 
hinr^self away from so seductive a being, than if her luxuriant 
and celestial image had been degraded by traits of human or 
fiendish fraud and revenge. 

The most pleasing conception of social existence that is 



palace, ana trie gar 
turc of primitive manners with the peace and festivities of his 
court, render tJiis part ol‘ the |>ocra a scene of relief to the ima¬ 
gination, on which we repose like a traveller on «)me delightful 
resting-place, Avhere the turf smells sweet, and where the balmy air 
rejiays him for his past, and refreshes liim for his future journey. 
It is here tliat Ulysses relates his adventures, after the natural 
caution and reserve of liis heart have been thawed away by kind¬ 
ness and hospitality, and his pride as a soldier awakened by De^ 
niodochus’s songs on the battles of Troy, From Phaeacia hepro- 
cet'ds to Itliaca, where he is represented as continuing during the 
remainder of the poem. The tardy progress of events in this 
latU^r lialf of tlic Odyssey, has been sometimes blamed. Ija 
Ilarpe says that nothing incurs during those twelve books corre- 
s])onding to our expectations. Tins remark must mean either that 
tlic incidents should have been more sjilendid and surprising, or 
tliat they should have been pressed into closer rodm. But let us 
ask if either of those circumstances was desirable. Do we wish for 
domestic, indi\ idual, and familiar interest—if that is not to be 


found in those books of the Odyssey, then where is it to Ik? found ? 
If tlie French critic means that that was not enough, and that wc 
ought to liave had something more of splendid and public event, 
in order to corrcsjwnd with our expectations, then I contend that 
the poet really treats us to what is more valuable and endearing 
than that which the critic demands. Nor is the term endearing, 
too strong for the character of tliis part of the Odyssey, with the ex¬ 
ception of only one deep and deplorable blot, namely, the execu¬ 
tion of the misei'ablc domestics. That incident was wholly unne¬ 
cessary to Ulysscs‘*s victory over the suitors, and it is so revolting 
amidst the strong human sympathies which the rest of the poem 
excites, tliat we may freely give it up as a drawback on the value 
of the Odyssey to La Harpe, or any other critic. But still this 
is but one, and but a small part of an otlierwlse delightful narra¬ 
tive. Let us look to tlic rest of the story, and ask what events 
could be more appropriate than tlie descent of tlie hero’s tutelary 
deity, the return of his gallant son, tlic insults of his foes, and 
the sympathy of his friends, in thost' recognitions which succes¬ 
sively exhibit human character in fresh attitudes of surprise and 
fondness? ♦Every friendly object that mcels Ulysses is jKietically 
interesting, from the blue-eyed Miiicnm, down to the dog that 
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expires of joy at his feet. It is true that they arc not crowded 
together in succinct narration, for the sake of saving trouble to 
a languid curiosity, but that is not the frame of mind which the 
Odyssey inspires. A brave man perilously approaching all that is 
dearest to him, and watching for the moment of a victory to be 
won by his single sagacity, anil almost by his single arm,—com¬ 
pelled to suppress his own emotions and to silence those of others, 
till i( is time to burst from his concealment—such a hero infects us 
nith his own spirit: his deliberation rivets our attention to minute 
circumstances, and as he throws off his disguise step by step, the 
delay of his iriumpli leaves space and time for our sensations of 
synijjathy tO accumulate. This is not the language of exaggera¬ 
tion. Those who think so, after reading the Odysse^y, must have 
looked upon its language, but not its scenes—^hke the student who 
committwl the words ol‘ Euclid’s demonstrations to memory 
without the diagrams, saying that he never minded the pictures. 
Hut it lies in the nature of the human heart, lliat few can have 
perused, without enjoying them, such pictures of life as the home- 
stall of the faithful Euma?us receiving the forlorn liero; or his 
son Teleinachus’s first interview with him; or the scene of his 
nurse Kiiryclca recognizing him as she washes his feet, and over¬ 
turning the brazen vase in her agitation. 

Uly sscs’s discovery of liiinseif to Penelope is made with a 
fulness of preparatory circumstanoes that is due to her import¬ 
ance as the object of his solicitude. Her prosperity (*omcs to 
her, not like light bursting suddenly upon darkness, but like the 
rise ol* a beautiful morning, kindling from dawn into perfect 
day. And though we had known her before, yet it is not till 
after the hcro“s return, and amidst the dayspring of her better 
fortunes, that we have time to appreciate the blended strcngtli and 
sensibility and sweetness of her character. Protected liy her 
humanity from the brutal insults of the courtiers, her husband is 
admitted to her presence, and continues to converse with her, 
whilst she is wholly unconscious who he is. The stranger pre¬ 
tends to have known Ulysses, and describes the very cloak with 
its golden clasp, Avhich he had worn. It was the cloak, Penelope 
exclaims, which she had folded round him at his departure; and 
promising gratitude and protection to her guest, she mourns for 
the husband as absent, wno sat beside her. The scene displays 
Ulysses with uncommon Interest; and whilst we admire his finn- 
ness in resisting a premature discovery, we easily pardon him for 
a fraud that elicits tears so lovely and touching. 

The image of Penelope is for some time very properly withheld, 
wdrilst the scene of combat with the suitors is going on. But 
on the following morning she is described as aw'akened by 
Euryclea, with the tidings of the guest being Ulysses; and em¬ 
bracing the domestic, she weeps in transports of joy. ' But as shg 
descends the stairs of the palace prompted by her first impulse to 
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throw her arms around him, an idea enters into her mind of the 
possibility that he may be a pretender; and this suggestion will 
seem to oe natural and probable when we recollect that they had 
already had an interview, during the whole of which Ids appearance, 
altered by time and toil, had not recalled him to her memory. To 
the reader who all along knows the stranger to be Ulysses, her scru¬ 
ples may, on a hasty jud^ent, appear superfluous; but in reality 
they are no more tlian what is due to her honour and safety. Te- 
lemachus had given his confidence, but he was young: the servants 
had been persuaded, but they might be credulous. It is therefore 
no paradox to say that her hesitation here marks the decision of her 
character, and that her caution springs from the sacredness, and 
not the coldness, of affection. She enters the liall, where Ulysses 
is sitting opposite the fire beside a pillar, exjx:cting her to recog¬ 
nize him. Hut their eyes arc described as riveted in silence on 
eacli other; and it is not till a second interview that the recognition 
is complete. Then indeed a speech, which she elicits with great 
art, but with a perfect appearance of chance, from her hero, pro- 
duces a picture of lier assurance, that triumphantly rewards us for 
our past impatience. 

He ceas’d—Penelope with fluttering heart 

And faltering knees, and eyes that stream’d for joy, 

Confess’d the proof—sprang to him—-threw her arms 
Around him—kiss’d his forehead, and replied, 

Ulysses, wisest at all other times 
Of human kind, ah be not angry now. 

Nor frown on me—the gods themselves ordain’d 
Our ceaseless sufferings—envied us the bliss 
Of undivided union sweet enjoy’d 
Through life, from early youth to latest age. 

No, be not angry now ; forgive the fault 
That I embraced thee not as soon as seen, 

For never hath my spirit lost the dread 
Lest some deceitful alien should perchance 
Beguile me, for our house draws numerous such. 

m * * * m 

So saying, with fresh sympathy she touch’d 

His inmost soul; and fol^ng in his arms 

His sweet and most accomplish’d spouse—he wept. 

Welcome as land appears to those who swim, 

Whose gallant bark, by winds and rolling waves 
Assail’d, hath perish’d in-the boundless sea: 

So welcome in her eyes Ulysses seem’d, 

Around whose neck winding her snowy arms, 

She clung as she would lose him never more. 

Cowper's Odyssey* 

It is shortly after this interview, namely at verse 296 of the 
23d book, that in the opinion of the most celebrated Alexandrian 
Clitics the “Odyssey really terminated.—Tjiis, as Eustathius in- 
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forms us, tvas the belief of the grammarians Aristophanes aTi<l 
Aristarchus; and the prophecy of Tiresias in the eleventh book*, 
as well as the speech of TJlys&es to Penelope in the 23d*f“, appear 
strongly to support it. Admitting this supposition however, 
I still cannot but sincerely admire the visit of the hero to 
the aged Laertes in the 24th book, were it ever so spurious. The 
traits of Ulysses’s countenance at the sight of his father’s misery, 
when the poet says that his “ nostrils throbbed with agony close 
pent,” are anatomically true to nature; and the tokens by wliich 
jie awakens the old man’s recollection of past scenes during their 
dialogue in the garden, when he points out the pear-trees and the 
apple-trees, which Laertes had pvon him when a l)oy — these 
touching circumstances, whether we owe them to Homer or not, 
have an Homeric spirit, and go directly to the heart. 

It is strange that this old poem, in which the pleasing affec-* 
tions are so often shewn us in the Imperlshahle beauty ot truth, 
should on other occasions abruptly and absolutely repel our sym¬ 
pathy. From what 1ms been already said it will be easily unaer- 
stood that this remai'k refers not to the humble and homely pic- 
turesqueness of many parts of the Odysjey—such as the disguise of 
Ulysses in the chai'acter of a mendicant, and his boxing-match with 
the ruffian Irus. For I apprehend that the critics who quarrel 
with Ulysses in this shape, are more inhospitable than the courtiers, 
and greater ruffians than Irus himself. Those enemies insulted him 
without being aware of his rank, whilst the others, his nominal 
friends, are nshamed of him, only because he is not dressed like a 
gentleman. But if Ulysses is degraded in the Odyssey, it is not by 
rags, but by a deliberate revenge, which stomps to strangle defence¬ 
less women and to mutilate a wretched goatherd. Fierce as the 
spirit of the Iliotl is, it has nothing of this cool barbarity. It may 
be remai’ked, however, that in the midst of this not very glorious 
catastrophe, Ulysse$ utters a sentiment worthy of accompanying 
better needs. WhenEuryclea exults over the domestic carnage, 
he checks her indecent joy by an expression, which Christians 
might have sometimes remembered as a rebuke to their festivities 
for victories obtained in wars of injustice or doubtful neceritty. 

Krafiivoitrtv eV dylpdtrtv tvx^rdatrdat, Odyss. xxii. 412- 

-’Unholy is the voice 

Of loud thanksgiving over slaughter’d men. 

Of the other weyks attributed to Ilomcr, I shall mention only 
the most important. A copious list of the whole is to be found in 
Fabricius’s Greek library, |md in Mr. Knight’s Prolegomena ad 
H()inenim. 

Much light undoubtedly would have been thrown on the man¬ 
ners and humour of antiquity, if time had spared to us the Mar- 


* Vide OdvsR, xi. 122. 


t Odyw. xxiii. 264. 
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^tes, a comic poem, said to have come from the author of the 
Iliad, and from which Aristotle supposes Greek comedy to have 
originated. The history of this poem is so obscure, that I shall not 
trouble the reader with any uncertain opinion of my own upon the 
subject of its probable author.* But the fact of Aristotle ascrib¬ 
ing" it to Homer certainly shews it to be very ancient. Four lines 
only of this Uunciad of antiquity have been gleaned from the au¬ 
thors who have spoken of, or alluded to it. From these it ap¬ 
pears, that its author was what we should call, in vulgar language, 
a jack of all trades, but good at none— 

ITtjXX’ ijVf£rr«ro Lpya, caKbit S’l/riffraro raj'ra.— 

a man of various knowledge, but stupid in every thing. Some 
traditions of antiquity represent this Margites in the light of a 
mere idiot, unable to reckon beyond the number five, and abstain¬ 
ing from his bride after his msirriage, lest she should complain of 
him to his mother. Such traits appear too silly to have been Iwr- 
rowed from a poem which 2eno illustrated and Callimachus imi¬ 
tated. But the fragments of the wreck arc too small to give us 
insight into this long-lost cargo, and we can only guess at the value 
of the poem by its once renowned pojmlarity. 

The BatracJu)myomaclna, or battle of tlic frogs and mice, can 
ho pronounced with much more confidence to have been no work 
of Homer’s. It may have been w-ritten in Egypt by some poet of 
the Alexandrian school. At all events, not to mention the use of 
ffXro/, or writing-tablets, it alludes to three things of very un- 
homcric appearance—a tailor, a trumpeter, and a mouse-trap. 
The first is a modification of man very unlikely in the lieroic ages 
—the office of the second is never mentioned in Homer’s armies, 
and the third is an invention which Mr. Bowles could easily prove 
to be too artificial for a sublime and poetical state of sixriety. 

Thirty-three hymns are extant under the name bf Homer, which, 
though they cannot be proved to he his, are still the relics of an old 
school of his imitators. Fines from more than one of them are 
quoted by ancient authors^ who ascribe them to the father of epic 
poetry. And when Thucydides is mentioned as one of those an¬ 
cients, it will seem, at first view, unlawful to entertain any scepti¬ 
cism on the subject. But when Thucydides praises the hymn to 
Apollo-f- as Homer’s, it may be doubted in the first place, whether 
he believed, or had examined, the tradition respecting its author. 
He quoted the poem, no doubt, satisfied that it was very ancient; 
but he was not writing on the poetical antiquities of his country— 
it was sufficient for liis purpose to call thifi'work by the traditional 
name of its composer, and it would have been stepping use- 

• Mr. HiirU s, iii the lust edition of Fnhricius’s LibraiA', refers to an able disqui¬ 
sition by Wisseuiberfi; on this subject, which I confess I have not perused. 

+ '1‘bucydides mentions the jkjcui only by tins general title. In our editions the 
lines are in the IJyiiin to the Vdian Apollo. " 
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lessly out of his way to have sifted or disputed the grounds of 
that tradition. But if Thucydides really thought the hymn to 
Apollo to be Homer's, his opinion was certainly not universal in 
Greece* * * § , Foj' neither the Pisistratidse, nor Plato, nor Strabo,' 
entertained it, and none of the Alexandrian critics impute this hymn 
to the great poet. Moreover, its fictions appear to be of a later 
date than those of the Iliad and Odyssw*f; and thdlgh its lan¬ 
guage is Homeric, its poetical spirit is of the most opposite charac¬ 
ter. I differ, it is true, from those who abuse this Delian anthem. 
It is to my own feelings sweet and enthusiastic. But it is no more 
like the voice of the old poet, than the music of the flute is like 
the peal of the Haarlem organ. It is the work of a being of a 
different mind. It glows with a softly lambent entliusiasm, but 
not with Homeric fire. We need scarcely add, however, that 
its contents, and the historian's allusion, prove it to be a very 
early composition—possibly older than the age of Alceeus and 
Sappho. Thucydiaes, in the 90th olympiad, brings it in evi¬ 
dence of games that had been anciently celebrated in Delos. Now^ 
we know from history, that those games, after having fallen into 
gradual disuse, had ceased 35 olympiads, or almost a century 
and a half before the time of Thucydides But the poet speaks 
of his having witnessed those Delian games in all their spirit and 
lieauty. And we may well believe that he had seen them, and that 
he was a rhapsodist of the earlic^st breed. Had he been a recent 
poet, it is not very likely that he would have been cited as old 
authority by Thucydides, or confounded with Homer even by 
vulgar ti'adition. 

Pausanias also quotes verses from the hymn to Ceres. It was 
not until the discovery of the Moscow MS., in the last century, 
that those verses were found in any copy of the Homeric hymns. 
But in that treasure they were brought to light, together witli 
several Homeric hymns which had been long lost It is true 
tliat some things which Pausanias says on the subject of Ceres and 
her hymn are oy no means cleared up, even by the Moscow MS. 
And It has therefore been concluded^, that Pausanias's copy of 
the poem could not have been quite the same with that which the 
learned world was so rejoiced to discover. Still, however, that 
discovery has restored Pausanias's lost citatio^; and thus the 


* The poet of this hymn calls himself the blind bard of Chios. This would settle 
the birth-place of Corner, if we were sure of its author. But the unsettled dispute 
al>out his birth-place among the ancients, shews either that they had little belief in 
the Homeric authenticity of the hymn, or that the passage about Chios is inter¬ 
polated. Else why did the ahSients consult oracles on the subject ? 

t Vide ^atthiae animadversioncs in Hymnos Homericos, p. 20. 

J Hcrodot. i. 64. 

§ Itaquc neque hymnum eundem cssc quern Pausanias legerit affirmare pos- 
sumus, ncc plane diversum esse huuc hymnum ii carmine Fausanis cognito, qiium 
sex versus ille laudet qui in nostro etiam comparent .’*—Matthice Atumadv. in Hymn, 
Homeric, p. 78. , 
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hymn, as we possess it, is in j>art Identified with a strain which 
the Greeks, in that traveller‘’s time, believed to be of the highest 
antiquity. 

It has been usual with those who have ^ven a summary history 
uf Greek poetry, to assign the composers of these hymns to the 
eighth cent||ji*y before Christianity*; and in a brief and general 
view of the subject, they arc not probably far wrong in doing so. 
That century may well be assumed to liavc been the golden age of 
Homeric imitation, and of Epic hymns. In the seventh century 
Ik C. new poets present themselves, quitting the epic manner and 
measure of Homer, and occupied more with present events, and 
their own passions, than witli the legends of antiquity. Unlike 
that new Ionic school, the bard of the hymn to the Delian Apollo 
reminds us of the old Homcridae of Chios, who were called the 
family of Homer, no doubt in a mere metaphorical sense, although 
the ibnd vanity of their countrymen gave them out as the poet’s real 
descendants.-!- Other Homcridae afterwards sprang up in other 
parts of Greece, and they arc honourably mentioned by Pindar. 
In the age of Socrates, we find, that the recitations of the llliap- 
sodists were not confined to ihe Homeric, but embraced all 
kinds of epic and lyric poetry J ; and from the same source we 
learn that their respectability was not projxirtioncd to the variety 
of attractions which they tried to give their profession. On the 
contrary, their decline in Greece reminds us, in some respects, of 
the history of the Troubadours in modern Europe. It seems the 
Greek rhapsodist grew at last a very fantastic personage: over¬ 
slept the modesty of Nature in repeating poetry—acted, or more 
probably overacted, the passions, in what he recited—took to wear¬ 
ing foolish ornaments and crowns of gold—and was moreover (at 
least in the eyes of philosophers) indecently gi'eedy of gain. Un¬ 
worthy as these degenerate rhapsodists were, either to recite or imi¬ 
tate Homer, still some of the nymns in the collection we possess 
must be believed to have been composed at a later period of tlie 
rhapsodists’ profession than the eighth century before Christ. 
Whether a rhapsodist or not, the author of the hymn to Mars 
lias every appearance of having lived even later than Plato. He 
alludes to the seven planets, and describes the God wheeling his 
fiery orb amidst their number— 

- irvfoavyia kvkXov cKCtTtrtay 

'Aidepoc Birrainipoti eVi relpBfrtv. H^in 8. 

If it were necessary to disprove this strain being Homer’s, this 
would be an irrefragable proof. For neither he nor Hesiod men¬ 
tion any of the planets excepting Venus, and her only iir general 


* Ex. gr. Koppen in his introduction to hib Gricchisclic Blumenicse. 

+ Strabo, xiv, p. 645, J Plato dc Legg. p. 658, Item in liteo, p, 530, 
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terms as a star. Nor does Mars’s moral, character in the same 
hymn correspond a bit better with Homeric ideas than his plane¬ 
tary promotion. For he is invoked as the abettor of justice, and 
the guide of righteous men. This might be the martial sentiment 
of Greece when she had triumphed by the sword over the invaders 
ofher liberty; but it is not the conception of Mars ntifn^rl us by the 
Iliad, where his own father Jupiter accosts him as the most odious 
of the gods who inhabit Olympus — 'ZxQittro^ QuZv (]i 'OXvfiwov 
o«o/r.” * * * § The hymn in question, however, brings us not only out of 
Homer’s age, but seems to present us with the abstract amceptions 
and physical philosophy of maturer Greece. I am pretty certain that 
no Greek author earlier than Plato enumerates the planetsf; and I 
find Lalande, in his History of Ancient Astronomy, confidently of 
opinion, that the Greeks knew nothing about the planetary courses 
till Eudoxus and Plato imported science from Egypt |. 

It has been conceived, with gieat appearance of probability, 
that these Homeric, or, if we might coin the title, Homeridjc 
liymiis, were composed by the rhapsodists as overtures or pre¬ 
ludes to other poems, which they recited §, If this was not the 
case with respect to them all, it is at least to be inferred to have 
been so with regard to some of them, from such a verse as Avra/u 
lyu cat fffto Kai aWy; /zri/ffo/r’ ho/ci/'-||, and lines of similar import, 
with which they conclude. Besides, Thucydides and Aristides f 
mention this species of hymn by the express name of 5 r/>fjo«^jor,or 
prelude; and Pindar speaks of the Homcrida; tuning their proem 
to Jove— 

'09cv wep Ka'i '^OfiiifnSai 
'VaTToiv iribiv rci iriSW' doi^oi 
"ApyovTui Aloc tK irpooiuiH. Pind. Ncm. Ode II. 

The proem, or prelude, however, was not always addressed to 
Jupiter, but occasionally to some other deity, or drafied hero, the 
patron of the place where the rhapsodist found himself, or of the 
festivity at which he assisted. 

The majority of these hymns are only short invocations. Some 
of them, however, have a breadth and freedom of narrative that 
justify our calling them Epic hymns, and in these few we have a 
species of Greek poetry, agreeably diversified by incident and de¬ 
scription, from the wearisiime tissue of laudatory epithets in the so 
called Orphic hymns. It is true that their subjects remind us of 
fables rather pflllingly familiar to our school-boy memories; such as 
the wanderings of Latona in quest of a place to bring forth Apollo, 


• Hind, V. 8!)0. 

t Diiilop. Tim. Locr. cle nnima Mmidi. Plat. Oper. tom. iii. p. 93. Edit. Steph. 

5 Idibinde Abtron. vol. i. p. .’511. ^ 

§ The liypothcsis was first suggested by HeinstcrhuHius, and afterwards taken 
up by Wolf. 

• II H 3 'nin. in Apoll. in Merc, iu Cci’cr. in Vciicr. &c. 

\\ Aristides, tom. ii. p. 409. 
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the slaughter of Python, tlic loves of Venus and Anchiscs, &c- 
But, stale as those legends may be, djey are the outlines of a creed 
ofsuperstitipii, for studying the history and spiritof which it is neces¬ 
sary to consult those primitive classics who ^ve them W'ith the 
greatest degree of the native enthusiastic feeling of Greek imagina¬ 
tion. Tt is thus that the traits , of classic mythology are found in 
the Homeridic hymns—displayed in a less ornate and sophiaticated 
form thitf by Ovid, yfet with an airy grace, a freshness of colour¬ 
ing, and a beauty of outline equally remote from the grotesque 
and wild thcogony of Hesiod. Even when the hymnist may be sup¬ 
posed to have borrowed his materials from that thcogony, as in the 
strmn to the Delphian Apollo, he seems to humanize liis materials 
into shapes of new and natural attraction. And widely as the 
genius of those productions may be distant from the bold and 
inventive inspiration of Homer, they have nevertheless a charm 
of indigenous ndhwte tliat makes us acquainted, not only with the 
outward shape of Hellenic idolatry, but with its inward spirit 
and essential character, and with the joyousness peculiar to its 
elastic temperament. The hymn to the Delian A\)ollo sustains 
a charming tone of jubilee. It leads us abroad with the inhabi¬ 
tants of Delos, her men, women, and blooming children, scat¬ 
tered oxer their festive holds, and celebrating games and contests 
of liarmony, with an enthusiasm which the poet describes as 
throwing an sir of immortality over their countenances. 

k' dOavfXTOi/c KUi dyti/aoit; efi/xtrat ttif#, 

*Ot ror' iirarrla ertid y ’I«or£c ddpdoi thy, 

Tldvro)y yap klv iCoiro ')(dpty, rcp\l^aiTO 2c Biffioy 
'"Areparj T it(ropd<oy, KnXXi^idyovi reyvyaiKU^ 
r’ ioKclai, t}^£ dvrujy KTijptira voXXd, 

And whosoe'er had seen the Delian isle 
Pour forth, Apollo, underneath diy smile, 

To games, and song, and dance, th’ Ionian race, 

All beauty, gladness, triumph, bloom, and grace, 

Hold men and lovely women vestur'd bright— 

He who had mark'd the soul-enchanting sight, 

Had deem'd those ship-clad shores, that wealthy clime, 

The region of a race immortal in tlieir prime. 

The hymn to Venus gives a beautiful description of the goddess 
taming savage nature by her approach, and attracting the par4 
and the lion to fawn upon her path. .Nor is the subject, though 
luxuriant, treated with indelicacy. The hymn to Mercury cer¬ 
tainly exhibits, in the merriment of Jupiter at the lies and 
knavery of his infant bastard, neither high-wrought trmts of plea¬ 
santry, nor imposing moral notions of a Pagan heaven. But su- 

E crstition seems there to sport before us in the gaiety of her child- 
ood, and in that form she is at least as agreeable and harmless as 
in some tliat she has assumed in her riper years. 
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Learned conjectune, thovigh divided on the question whether 
Plomer or Hesiod be the more ancient poet, certainly leans to the 
priraity of the former. Many volumes have been written to settle 
the exact pcruxl of Hesiod, and even astronomy has been invoked 
to decide it. But it is still a subject of uncertainty. The round 
numbers of Herodotus’s chronology cannot be taken quite literally 
in a matter so palpably traditional.* Nor does the point’s own de¬ 
claration, that nc lived in the fifth or iron age, immedlllely after 
the heroic, guide us distinctly to any date, for he is there dividing 
the epochs of the world with great poetical latitude, andMt is im- 

E ossiule to understand him in strictness, declaring that he lived 
ut one generation after heroes, whom he places in the islands of 
the blessed. But his great antiquity is undeniable. The philolo^ 
gist, in spite of a few differences in languagef and prosody that 
have been noticed, still places him at the side of Homer as the poet 
of old Ionic Greek. Again, the rudeness of his agiicultural skill 
bespeaks a very early state of soi;iely. Not a word is mentioned, 
cither of the olive or the beehive, nor «)f watering land, nor of 
any species of manure, nor even of tlie simple ex])edient of burn¬ 
ing the stubble. And his ethics have the same simplicity. On the 
score of these he is placed as the fatheif of Greek sententious or 
Gnomic poetry; but in tlie days of Solon and Theognis, we find 
the observations of the gnomics on the ox:onomy of life pretty 
various, whilst Hesiod’s morality, though honest and generally 
amiable, is circumscribed and monotonous. 

Nevertheless, Dionysius’s remarks on the fine and flowing 
sweetness of our ymet’s diction leave us to conjecture his age 
to harVe been dc-cidedly, though not greatly, later than Homer’s. 
His tone of opinion I conceive also to be more modem. Homer 
carries us completely back to the soul and sentiments of the 
heroic ages; and in particular he breathes a regard for monar¬ 
chy, which shews that form of government to have been still re¬ 
garded in bis time with a share of primitive partiality. But Hesiod 
evinces no such respect for kings,]: On the contrary, he threat¬ 
ens and reprobates them as devourers of bribes and workers of 
evil. This indignant and free feeling with regard to, rulers, as 
well as tlie sober love of industry, the hatred of rapine, and the 


* Herodotus places tlie ati'C of Hesiod and Homer four hundred years before his 
own. It woiild be tedious to tran^ribe the various datw assipfned to both poqrs, in 
which the ancicnia differ as much as the moderns. In general, about nine hundred 
years B. C. is assumed as the acra of Homer, and half a century later as Hesiod's. 
As to the fabled poetical strife between them, the passage of the Works and Days 
alleged in proof of it, does not mention even Homer's name, and is besides thought 
to be corrupted. 

t Namely, in Dr. Clarke’s edition of the lhad, in Mr. Knight’s Prolegomena, 
imd in the supplement to Snlzcr's Algeinein^ Theorie des Schduen KOnsteu. 

X At least in the “ Works and Dayb.” 
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generally calculating spirit of utility, that pervade his poetry, not* 
withstanding the narrow range of his ethics—all these traits might 
undoubtedly belong to his individual character, as much as to that 
of his age. But a poefs sentiments are never popular, unless the 
public mind meets him half way; and Hesiod’s hatred of ty¬ 
ranny may well be imagined to nave been a popular feeling in 
Greece, au#hg that abuse of royal power which paved the way 
for her republican institutions. 

Pausanial mentions a tradition among the Bceotians, possibly de¬ 
serving more credit than he seems to have attached to it—namely, that 
Hesiod was the author of none of the poems ascribed to him except 
theWorks and Days.'’ It is exceedingly improbable that he com¬ 
posed the Shield of Hercules,” and his The<$gopy has not that kind 
of beauty by which the ancients describe bis g^ius. It astounds 
the imagination with the thunder and lightning of the warring gods, 
and witli the chaining and Tsu'tarian imprisonment of llW Titans. 
But his gigantic conceptions want grace and consistency to be ma¬ 
jestic ; and its monstrosities, such as a father devouring his children, 
children mutilating their fathers, giants with fifty heads and an hun* 
dred arms, the tongues of serpents, and the voices of bulU apd lions, 
whatever they symbolized, are^given as dry facts by the poet, and are 
to us uninteresting chimeras, ^schylus and Milton were indebted to 
the theogony, but they found in it rather the elem^ts of sublimity 
than the sublime itself. ; ' ' 

Hesiod was called the Asersean, froiit the village of Ascra, in 
Bmotia, where he lived. He calls it a miserable plaoe, though it lay 
at the foot of the mountain Helicon, and .describes its uugeuial cli¬ 
mate like one who remembered and regretted a bettor. Strabo says, 
that he was born at Cuma, a city of ^olia; and the poet himself tells 
us, that his father had crossed the seas frdm that place on account of 
Ins poverty, in order to settle in Boeotia, After the old man's death, 
Hesiod lost the greater part of bis patriaiony in aiawajoit with his 
brother Perses, through the decision of corrupted judges. To this 
Perses his poem on the “ Works and Days” is addressed, in a^tone of 
advice sufficiently reproachful to indicate that his brother bad made 
his fortune like a knave, and spent it like a fool. He prefaces his 
moral precepts by viewing the history of man from' the stealth oi' the 
Promethean fire down to the degeneracy of the iron ag6—then illus¬ 
trates, in a general manner^;the beauty ud temporal blessings of 
justice and industry; after which, iu the glcb^iid book, be dispenses 
particular instructions to the husbandiUan, dnHiis labours, his instru¬ 
ments, and even his garments, on^the enjoyments he may allow him¬ 
self and the habits of decency wlitctf he should practise. The third 
book is a poetical calendar, for distinguishing between holy and other 
days. " 

The charm by which the best old critics characterize Hesiod, is that 
ofblandnesB and amenity. Pliny professes, in reading him, to envy the 
happy life of the primitive agriculturist';, and Virgil, in that high mo¬ 
ment of his enthusiasm, when, he apostrophizes tlie Saturnian land, 
consecrates the Aserxan poet’s memory by bestowing that epithet on 
the intended character of his own immortal song. There is much iu 
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the Works and Days ” corcespondiog to this beauty of poetic spirit 
^^ich the anciciits ascribe to hhn, such ,a$ the description of the ages- 
of the vorid, and of ihO'state that flouHshes under a righteous go- 
^vernment. But there is also much in the poem which I apprehend 
is really felt by a niodcrh mind as' rather humbly pleasant than 
poetically gracefuL When^we read, instancef his advice, to the 
farmer to avoid wasting his tieie^atthe smith’^ foi^e, the common re¬ 
sort of the village Joungeirs apd gos^sips, we are filled.with agreeable 
interest in a trait of manners so,ancient and,simple. Bu^^n pursuing 
these and many similar^ passages, we are at a loss 4o conceive, the 
necessity for bees to have suckled, their duthor in his infancyHis 
familiar dra^hts are nht like blended with the tenderness 

or strength of efiectioii't tVeir*^attrAction is rather placid than en¬ 
dearing. It is not pedk|»tr>V “however,^to attach importance to the 
circumstance of his having been s'o Eminently.a'favourite with the an¬ 
cients from the' fi^f to tm last ages qf lassie literature. They must 
have tasted charms in his harmony and diction, to which it is impos¬ 
sible that! a 'modem car can be equally alive. Many truths on which 
he harps as a mforallst with monotonous effect to us, might be far 
from common-place to the age in juvhich they were promulgated. He 
was the^poet of sober tmioiposing yirtuet, labour, justice, and fru- 
gality*-^the iniJst important to man, but the most difficult to make the 
means qjT dazzling his imagination., tf he has not given them the 
highest Splendour of pcj|try, it was much to have arrayed them in a 
mild apd attractive li^it.*^„. > 

In dne respect, his* moral splint be objected to, namely, in the 
irratjonat harsKnefs witU.which he speaks of women. But this is 
npt the only illiberal trait of sentiment with, regard to the sex, that 
appears as Ian anomaly in llm history of Qyreek civilization: for re¬ 
publican Greece appears to hdvc been more unjust towards women 
than the ago J^h’e f&tlier of poetiy is too simple to be 

gallant; but he ha^ a natural equity that seems to make no invidious 
distinction .Isetween the fi^ts 6f the k^xes. Hesiod, on the contrary, 
summarily explaihs the otdghi^of e'fil, by throwin^'all the blame of it 
on thi^^aker sexf. Siiperstition^ has seldom exhibited man in a mOte 
ignoble light than as the^au&ar 'Of this fictioti—& wretched being at¬ 
tempting to wrea|f;-his (fiscimtentmont with Kfe on the character of .a 
timid helpmate^ep^ndantod'bim, more ative tO«ulfenflg, and doomed 
to^ suffer himsdf.'. Yoltair^^^,. that there is nothing in* 

Homer equal 4o thisj^npriptiQp wbicm/csiod gives of Pandora. I 
am glad t|iab,%e eowa^^deg^nd is notliov Homer. It may be doing 
injustiee to^gypt tOnSUp^ose^ that Greece, got it from that quarter; 
hut it dee^^ uiTworfty even of 4be equivocal morals of Greek mytho¬ 
logy, and? 6nly fit have issued ffona country jvhere men fell 
down before tats arid moiikej^, and^Avqrshipped their'superior, na¬ 
tures. "^suredly af|^r coining silthw fame, and calling it bis religion, 
the' lord of tfiq creation mi^t ^nsistenUy debase himself to the 
most abject idofatry of^he brutek. * 

------—/"ifctf.. tf._--—_ 

* An ancient lcfi;ond respecting ^ 

t Tile legend of Pundorn occnrf^in'the ** Works and Days,'* and is repented 
'in tbc “TUeoi'ony.** 
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« This neff and gorgeom garment 
Site not so easy on me as you tliink." 

Incessant, esittest, ardent, is man’s pursuit of Happiness— 
the philosopher’s stone of eivery age and nation since Eve’s 
transgression drove «ur first parents from its earthly abode, and 
rendered its attainment so difficult to their descendants. Pon¬ 
derous tames of divinity, huge volumes of philosophy, essays 
without number, maxims without end, have been written by our 
fellow-labourers to assist us in tlie pursuit; and. certainly, when 
we lose our way it is not from a deficiency of fiuger-posts on the 
road. Yet, stale as the subject is, it can scarcely be uninte¬ 
resting ;—useless as advice may be, it will generally obtain lis¬ 
teners : there are disorders enough in the world to find employ¬ 
ment for quacks as well as for ^ysicians; and while men con¬ 
tinue subject to head-aches and heart-aches, they will give their 
attention to every old woman or empiric who promises either 
cure or alleviation. 

There are a few ingffedients in the composition of earthly 
Happiness which are indispensable, and for which no substitute 
can be admitted: over the lonely inmate of a bed of pain and 
sickness, whose pangs poverty exaspeiutes, whose once kind 
nurses death has removed, ;^ven religion’s holy influence must 
fail; her angel-smile and soothing whispers of better things to 
come can only avert despair, and produce a state of patient 
calmness and quiet hope. Extreme misery, however, is as rare 
as extreme felicity; and with the exception of those who dig 
out their own wretchedness as eagerly as if they were digging 
for diamonds, and of a few others, intended, perhaps, as pe¬ 
rennial proofs of a future state of retribution. Happiness is more 
equally and more generally diflused th^ii is usually imagined. 
A mighty magician, silent and invisible in his operations, is 
ever at work to produce this equilibrium ; and few are the cir¬ 
cumstances of life which can resist the incessant touch of his 
powerful fingers. This magician is Habit, the friend of heaven, 
who repdors self-denial ea§y and pleasant to the virtuous; the 
ally of hell, by whom the wicked are fiMfiiUarized to ^me. It 
is Habit that takes away their relish fnspft the luxuries of the 
rich, and makes the coarse fare of the peasant palatable and 
sweetthat renders the cloister pleasant to the once weeping 
nim, the bail-room insipid to the on 9 e raptured debutante; 
that makes the husband gaze uncharmed on the thousand beau¬ 
ties which enchanted the lov^er, artd listen unirritated to those 
querulous tones and sharo rebukes which, in earlier days, nearly 
drove him distracted. Habit, wonderful Habit, can teach the 
proud bride to clasp her diamond necklace without one throb of 

VOL. TI. NO. IX. $ 



m 


* 

Happimss. 


estidtatioD, ^4 captive or the Corinthian^ to wear his fetters 
or his stays without a groan--;;^an bid us gaze unmoved by won* 
4er or gratitude on suns sotung in glory, and heavens span¬ 
gled by a thousand stars, while a comet or a coronation will 
set all England in a bustle of admiration and delight. 

To those possessed of a clear conscience, of Christian hopes, 
ofhe^th, and ease, and competence, it would appear, that Hap- 
pii^sa ^^ght to be a close companion—an inseparable hand¬ 


maid ^^lySns is not the case ; and we frequently dpd more 
fretfulii^S^imd complaining, more vapid days and restless nights 
among the children of ^uence, surrounded by a thousand 
blessings, than among those who rise every morning to a routine 
of hardship and of labour. A few directions may be of service 
to those prosperous people in whom much joy has dried away 
the balmy dew*^ of content, and gratitude. First, let no one 
expect ecstasies in this life, but consider the absence of pain as 
pleasure, seize every moment of calm enjoyment with grateful 
alacrity, and duly estimate the blessings of peace and of re¬ 
pose. Joy is a wild and transitory feeling, unfitted to our pre¬ 
sent state of existence ;—so unfitted, that we know not how to 
denote its excess but by tears. Few and far between” are 
its visits. The recovejy of a dear friend from dangerous sick¬ 
ness, the retum of another after long absence, the first moments 
of happy love, when doubt and fear fly before the delicious cer¬ 
tainty of mutuajl affection, the firsr'sight of ^ne’s offspring, or 
their noHe conduct in after-life;—these are a few of uiose 
“ bright sunny spots,” which, if unshaded by counterpoising 
sorrows, glitter upon the waste of human life like the fair Oases 
of the desert. . But rare, indeed, are moments of this descrip¬ 
tion, and seldom are we able to resign ourselves to their full 
enjoyment; they make not up the sum of human life, and those 
are the wisest among us who, seizing joy gratefully when it 
comes, look not forward to it with any sanguine expectation; in 
other words, who are .well pleased to see a haunch of venison 
on their table, but can dine contentedly upon mutton every 

Agaia, let us not consider any circumstance as insignificant 
whi^ have thg slightest effect upon our tempers and 
comforts. For what,is a happy life? Is it not so many 
happy years and days; and are not days made up of hours and 
minutes.^ Ev^ry minute, therefore, from which we can sub¬ 
tract dulness or discontent—every ^trifling arrangement which 
can stop compl^t impart even momentary pleasure, will 
have a beneficial e^ct on the sum total our annu^ felicity. 


• ignorant are informed that tbia more elegant appellation baa aaperseded 
ite prcoocesaor Dandy, bncc aS popt^ tb every rau. Sic transit, ftfc. 
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He whose temper is under the influem;e'of the weather; and wlio 
grows gloomy as the skies grow dvll,—he who is annoyed by the 
cries in the London streets, or fretted by the creaking of his 
servant’s shoes, is less happ^ than the man over whoju such 
minute distresses have no effect; for every querulous eitchuna- 
tion, every feeling of vexation impairs the comfort of the mo¬ 
ment, and may, by continual dripping,> wear out the stc^fn^ 
which dur daily Happiness rests, ' 

Some^persons travel, go abroad, and look in 

order to lose instead of gaining pleasure ; they purchase the 
sight of a chef-d’auvre by the dissatisfaction of the rest of their 
lives, and spend their time in making unfavourable comparisons 
between what they see to-day and what they saw yesterday. If 
they have once beheld St. Peter’s or the Bay of Naples, no 
other church or prospect is worth seeing,—the beauty of an 
English landscape is lost in the remembrance of Italian scenery; 
and while others can derive a refreshing delight from the view 
at Richmond-hill, or even the unpretending beauties of a few 
sloping fields and waving woods, these unfortunate travellers 
are shut out from all gfktification, turn away their eyes in con¬ 
tempt, and despise the ignorant pleasure of their companions. 
Surely, if the height of admiration, once experienced, is to 
forbid all lower degrees of it in future, better is it never to travel 
at all—better never to los% the capability of being gratified by 
those objects amtmg which our lives are to be passed. 

There are few things which tend more decidedly to promote 
onr Happiness, to give vigour to the mind and animation to 
the spints, than the pursuit of some useful possession or hdUour- 
able attainment, and perhaps there is nothing more useful and 
honourable, more interesting and pleasing, than the pursuit of 
knowledge. “ Literature, like virtue, is its own reward,” and 
possesses every charm which can win us to its embrace. It is 
full of variety and beauty; it is inexhaustible; it has jui^t so 
much difficulty as to excite interest in the contest, and triumph 
in the victory; it raises us in the scale of social and of intel¬ 
lectual beings, and brings us into a sort of mysterious commu¬ 
nion with the wise of every age and nation. In Marmontel’s 
words, “ e'est un plaisir qui coute peU, qu’on irouve partout, et 
qui jamais ne lasse.” In the words of Owen Felthara, " Know¬ 
ledge is the guide'^ of youth, to manhood a companion, and to 
old age a co^ial and an afitidote. If I die to-morrow my life 
will be somewhat the sweeter to-day for knowledge.” 

If we look around us, we shall be speedily convinced, that 
most men feel the importance of a pursuit, and shall be ammsed 
by the curious expedients and strange substitutes to which tihose 
have recourse who refuse to take pleasure in rational eiqploy- 
ment. Some pursue the improvement of their own persons, 
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bust otit fashionable tailors, study the tie of their neckcloth, 
and muse upon the arrau^ement of their hair; some collect 
tnnkets, hang seals to their watches by dozens, dote upon dia- 
mond-rings, and adore musical snufF-boxes; others aim at the 
high arts of rowing and sailing, or seek the reputation of being 
capital cricketers, or ruin their constitutions by pedestrianism, 
or theicfortunes by racing. • Then there are the male collectors 
of ill^^^e.^d unreadable books, of counterfeit coins, defaced 
statues,.! CSaraes which were bom in England, and Cuyps of 
yesterday’s production: and the female fanciers of china covered 
with unnatural figures and hideous designs, of preserved butter¬ 
flies, and of shells and fossils with forgotten names. Most 
single women, indeed, have one great object of pursuit for 
which they dress by day, of which they dream by night, and 
which fixes their attention from sixteen to sixty; whue those 
who are^married hunt for cooks who never over-roast the meat, 
or oil the melted-butter, “ faidtless monsters whom the world 
ne’er saw,” or strive to brighten plain children into beauties, or 
dull ones into prodigies, or emulate the gay parties of some 
fashionable contemporary, and spend three hundred and sixty- 
four days of the year in contriving plans for cheating, or coax¬ 
ing, or worrying, or scolding their husbands into giving a ball 
that shall half-ruin them on the three hundred and sixty-fifth. 

Young ladies ought to be happy ; they have always some in¬ 
nocent little pursuit in view, besides the gill|t object of their 
existence, which, like the under-plot in the play, may fill up the 
dull moments of their drama of life, and occupy the attention 
till the hero of the piece appears. Sometimes they collect im¬ 
pressions of seals; sometimes surrounded by new bread and 
iPrussian blue they make the seals themselves ; sometimes tliey 
fill a dozen fairy music-books with the scarcely visible notes of 
waltzes and quadrilles, or cover the beautiful paper of a large 
and splendid volume with old bon-mots, stupid riddles, and 
silly songs. Others imitate Indian work, or Brussels lace, and 
injure the brilliancy, and diminish the use, of their eyes, while 
they pore over the minute tracery of a cabinet, or the miniature 
embroidery of a veil; others, again, paint velvet by wholesale, 
and look forward with high ambition towards the glorious time 
when the curtains, and sofas, and cushions of their mother’s 
drawing-room shall be flaring with poppies and pionies, yellow 
lilies and flaunting tulips, all the produce of their own fingers— 
the offspring of their own labours. 

Some degree of difficulty, however, is necessary, in order to 
give interest to an object and eagerness to our pursuit of it; 
anii it is the ease with which the nch and the great obtain all 
they desire which so frequently renders their lives vaj^id and 
spiritless^ and sends them to the gambling-table for excitement 
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and animation. There, and perhapti there only, they are placed 
on an equality with their companions; chance is no aristocrat, 
the dice stop not even by the command of a sceptre; thei^ they 
experience alternations of hope and fear, me excitation of 
danger and of doubt; and while love palls because it always 
smiles, luxuries are insipid because they court acceptance, and 
the path of life is rendered dull by the very pioneer who makes 
it so invariably smooth; they rush like madmen to 
where the cholcing interest or an hour may be purchas^ at aft 
enormous price—may be followed by ruin and by death. 

Most true it is that happiness most frequently takes up her 
abode in the middle ranks of life. The mind of man is so con¬ 
stituted as to take more pleasure in anticipating a future good 
than in enjoying a present one : ease is ten times sweeter when 
gained by our own exertions; rest is never truly delightful till 
purchased by previous labour; what we procure for ourselves 
seems more precious than any inherited possessions; and the 
little acquisitions and indulgcncies for which we work and for 
which we economize, ^re pleasanter amusements in pursuit, and 
greater blessings in enjoyment, than all the luxury and splendour 
to which the rich and noble are familiarized from iheir birth, and 
which spring not in the remotest degree from their own merit or 
exertions. 

Some conver^^on I had with a friend a short time since oc¬ 
casioned the fmiowing letter from him to explain the state of 
his mind, and the reasons of a joylessnoss of manner, on which 
I had made a few remarks. It proves the impossibility of cor¬ 
rectly estimatijig the happiness of any individual l)y the'obser- 
vation of his outward circumstances only. 

“ My dear Friend,—S ome men, you know, doat upon riches, 
strive for them, slave for them, sin for them ; others are the miserable 
victims of love, whose chains they fain would break, but cannot—whose 
tyrannical commands in spite of reason they obey. My discomforts 
proceed from very different causes; wealth is mi/ annoyance, freedom 
from love my grief. 

I was born a descendant from younger sons, with only a noble 
name for my inheritance, and compelled to gain my subsistence by la¬ 
bour and industry. Happy necessity! For ten years of my life I rose 
every morning to a day of monotonous business; for ten years every 
moment of leisure was precious. You must remember the delight 
with which 1 welcomed my annual holidays, the glee with which 1 set 
out to gaze on green fields and inhale fresh breezes. I often envy xny 
former self, the transports of joy which the permission to shoot qver a 
manor excited. What preparation of powder and shot, what borrowing 
of dogs, and cleaning of guns, what voluntary hardships and willing 
fatigues! The careful arrangement of my expenditure was amther 
source of interest an4 amusement. How rich, how very rich I felt 
' when 1 had twenty guineas more than! absolutely wanted; how I spe- 
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culated Wd deba^ about their employment! The gradusd acquisition 
of a tolerable library was a consumt reason for economy, and great 
was the pleasure with which I hailed every addition to my shdves. 
You have oft^ laughed at the frequent visits which I paid to every 
book-stall of any celebrity, and wherever a few dingy volumes were ex¬ 
posed for sale, thither you were sure to see me direct my eyes and my 
attention. How 1 lingered round the abode of some coveted book, 
and cheiu^ed, and h^itated, and departed, and returned, till its 
owner relaxed his rigour, or my eagerness yielded to his demands. 
True, I bad petty restrictions, and ungratifi^ wishes, but my dis¬ 
position d^ghts in difficulty, and is not discouraged by distance; t 
possessed blessings enough for present comfort, had objects for eager 
piirsuit, sanguine spirits to urge me on, and hope to tell me that I 
should at length succeed. There was no vacuum in my thoughts, no 
dulness in my days, and pleased I beheld my industry attaining its 
reward, my library lengthening its rows, and the time approaching so 
long anticipated as the commencement of complete felicity, when my 
incoiKie might^permit me, without imprudence, to look about for a wife, 
to select some fair, and kind, and amiable woman, whose affection pure 
and disinterested, whose tastes innocent as my own, whose wishes as 
humble would allow her to find happiness in that quiet, unpretending 
home where all ray desires centered. Every man builds castles in the 
air; every man will occasionaUy indulge in fancying a bright futurity, 
and many a night did 1 steal an hour from sleep, many a day did I 
waste a few unoccupied minutes, hiany a man did Axun against in the 
streets, and many a puddle dimmed the brightncs«K'iny boots, while 
1 was figuring to myself the happiness of being tw-and-thirty, and 
liaving seven hundred a-year,—for that was the age and this the sum 
which were to be the immediate precursors of Hymen. The inter¬ 
vening years would soon slip away, and then I should make my selec¬ 
tion. I decided on die hair, the eyes, the height, the Christian name 
of my bride; I saw her radiant smile, her looks of modes^ and love; 
a hundred times I offered her my hand and heart—a hundred times 
I heard her whispered acceptance; I fixed on twenty houses for our 
future residence, and almost arranged their furniture and economy. I 
imagined myself disposing ray books on the shelves of my snug little 
parlour: I fancied my breakfast-table enlivened by woman’s presence; 
I saw the parting nod which spoke the morning farewell, and the 
cheerful smile which greeted my return from business, and still advan¬ 
cing in time and in happiness^ saw baby faces held up to welcome my 
arrival, and heard those young and joyous voices which convey cheer¬ 
fulness and delight to a parent’s heart. Meanwhile I steeled my heart 
against female power; resolutely ran away from temptation; and, con¬ 
vinced that an engagement of more than a twelvemonth was neither 
pleasant nor prudent, I determined not to attempt to gain any woman’s 
affections till I had it in my power to offer her a comfortable home. 
Sometimes my heart was pricked, sometimes slightly wounded; I 
occasionally detected myself identifying the creation of my fancy with 
my last partner in a quadrille, admitting the possibility of admiring 
blue eyes as well as brown, or even suspecting that I might marry a 


347 


Happmesi., 

woman whose name was neither Mary nor Ellen. At l^gth, fbur years 
before the wooing time arrived, the deaths'of an uncle whom I had 
never seen, and of two cousins who revised me the honom of a passing 
bow, put me most unexpectedly in possession of ten thousand a-year. 
I was much surprised, and supposed that my happiness woUd be con¬ 
siderably increased. I gave up my business, discharged my lodgings, 
and prepared to set out for the family mansion. Already was a chidige 
in my feelings visible. My little library, once so precious, was now of 
small importance, and I gave no directions about the packing of my 
books, though there was a time when the loss of a single volume^ or 
the injury of a single leaf, would have been a serious annoyance. 
I passed a shop where a handsome edition of Livy had once* at¬ 
tracted my envying eyes, without casting a glance towards it. I 
can buy that at any time,” thought I, and the meditated purchase 
seemed robbed of half its value. I soon found it the same in 
other respects. At first, indeed, it was so new and pleasant to feel 
my acquired dignity, to receive congratulations, issue orders, direct 
improvements, that a twelvemonth passed bway happily enough, even 
now, indeed, I ought to be happy: I have health, and riiAes, and af^ 
fectionate friends, yet life seems unusually dull, and time will som^ 
times hang heavily on my hands. Now I have the entire disposal of 
my whole day, leisure is less valuable ; now I might read from morn¬ 
ing to night, I find less pleasure in study; now I have only to order as 
many books as I please, the selection affords me less amusement—the 
acquisition less delight; now I may ^ahoot over good preserves from 
September 1st Uyuril 5th, I take up iny gun with less glee, and bring 
down my bird w'Wiess triumph; and now I may marry any girl in the 
country, I find it quite impossible to fall in love with one of them. 1 
am 80 fond of female society, so convinced that man's happiness and 
respectability flourish best in domestic life, that I really take pains to 
lose my heart, try to coax myself into affection—to fan myself into 
flames. But, alas! all to no purpose, I cannot persuade myself of the 
sinceritj^of that partiality which 1 every where encounter, and I read 
in sparkfing eyes, and cheeks which grow brighter at my approach, 
nothing but a readiness to live at Northwood Hall| and assist me in the 
expenditure of ten thousand a-year. 

“ To be accepted merely for my wealth, to become the prize and the 
dupe of some mercenary woman, to find indifference and dissipation, 
where I hoped for true attachment and quiet tastes, would he, in my 
opinion, the summit of discomfort: doubtless there are thousands of 
women in the world who would spurn the idea of marrying from in¬ 
terested motives—women capable of the purest and the strongest affec¬ 
tion, but how am I to discriminate, how distinguish the words and 
looks of dawning partiality from those of crafty semblance; a mistake 
would be irretrievable—would destroy the happiness of my life at a 
blow; the risk is too great to be encountered, and I find myself obliged 
to adopt the motto of a bachelor-peer of high rank, who is, perhaps, 
in some degree actuated by similar feelings, and to say tomyipf, ^when 
surrounded by winning smiles and favouring glances, ‘ Cavdsfy 
* Carendo tutus^* 



248 


Hapj^ness. 

J 

1 am not oniy exduded by iny fluspicions from matrimony, but am 
idmoat ahutout'by my'pNrinciples ftam female society. Too bonour- 
abKto deurato excite unfounded hopes and expectations, I carefolly 
idwtam from wy peculiar attontions to single women, but alas! 1 cannot 
now ask a young lady to drink wine, without a congratulatory glance 
passing, between her father and mother; nor request her to be my 
partner in o qiladrille, without raising sanguine hopes of a partnersh^ 
of a more durable nature. If I chance to speak low to any fair ex-^ 
pectant, a murmur runs round the room, that I am making my pro¬ 
posals ; and the offer of my arm during a walk, the loan of a book, or 
the approval of a drawing, is sure to produce a paragraph in the County 
Chronicle,’'^ which I am led to tlie hymeneal altar witli the object of 
this unmeaning attention. Then how' the fathers, and mothers, and 
uncles, and aunts, teaze me about my bachelor condition; the health of 

the future Mrs.-is drunk at every dinner-party; whenever North- 

wood Hall is' mentioned it is declared to v^ant nothing but a mis¬ 
tress—and “ So you are going to be married at last?”—“ So you 
are really about to become a Benedict?”—Wlio is the fortunate 
lady?”—“ When am I to wish you —and a hundred jokes 

about honey-moons, and curtain-lcctures, and petitions for wed¬ 
ding-cake and favours, meet me in all‘directions. If 1 may trust 
the account of their relations, all the young women in my neigh¬ 
bourhood are miracles of sense and excellence—patterns of every virtue; 
and all I have to do is to decide between rival angels. These pieces of 
perfection themselves are very willing to perform the agreeable; two 
or three arc learning Italian, because I said, hm^uice, it was my 
favourite language; fouxare squalling themselvcnHp^se because 1 am 
fond of singing ; and tlierc is not a colour to be mh on one of (hem 
since I was heard to say that I thought white dresses most genteel and 
becoming. In some respects my influence is beneficial. I have 
banished waltzing from the country, by saying I should not like my 
wife to waltz; and the once-neglected national schools have abun¬ 
dance of patronage since I expressed my approbation of two or three 
good old ladies who occasionally attended them. 

Suppose not, my dear friend, that my vanity is at all gratified by so 
much compliance and flattery; on the contrary, 1 assign all to the real 
motives, i^el vexed and mortified, and fear 1 must live and die a 
bachelor, because all the ladies arc anxious to marry me. Willingly, 
cheerfully would I resign my fortune, leave Northwood Hall and idle¬ 
ness, for London and labour, could I do so consistently with duty and 
common-sense; but this is impossible, and I am obliged to exchange 
unsuspecting love and confiding affection for splendour I do not relieh, 
and leisure I do not enjoy. 1 yearn for the duties, the charities, the 
blessings of domestic life; but must content myself with perforgaing 
well the obli^tions of a master, a landlord, and a friend—^happy if, 
after years o^i^ntiou and suspicion, 1 do not, in more advanced life, 
overthrow the'prudence of years by the infatuation of a week, and be¬ 
come at Atteescore the dupe of arts, which at thirty 1 should have dis-* 
covered %nd despised. I remmn, my dear Friend, 

Very sincerely your’s.” 
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AN ANECDOTE FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILEBR. 

Pl4ys and romances disclose to us the most shining traits ki 
the human mind: our imagination is inflamed, but our heart 
remains cold; at least the fervour which is raised in it in this 
manner is only momentary, and becomes chilled in practical 
life. At the same instant that we are moved almost to tears 
by the unadorned goodness of heart of the noble hero of 
romance, we perhaps spurn witli anger from our door, the 
miserable beggar who importunes us for charity. Who knows, 
whether this artifleial existence in an ideal world, may not 
uJidermine our existence in the real one? We hover as it were 
about the two extremes of morality, angel and devil, and the 
medium—man—we abandon. 

The following anecdote of two Germans, (with a proud joy 
do 1 say it) has one indisputable merit—it is true. 1 hope it 
may instil more warmth into my readers, than all the volumes 
of Grandison or of Pamela. 

Two brothers, Barons of W-, were in love with a young 

and excellent lady, and neither was acquainted with the passion 
of the other. The affection of both was tender and vehement— 
it was their first: maiden was beautiful, and formed of 

sensibility. They Jpfered their inclinationif to increase to the 
utmost bounds, for the danger the most dreadful to their hearts 
was unknown to them, to have a brother for a rival. Each 
forbore an early explanation with the lady, and thus were both 
deceived ; until an unexpected occurrence discovered the whole 
secret of their sentiments. > 

Their love had already risen to its utmost height: that most 
unhappy passion, which has caused almost as cruel ravages as 
its dreadful counterpart, had taken such complete possession of 
their hearts, as to render a sacrifice on either side impossible. 
The fair one, full of commiseration for the unhapjjy situation of 
these two unfortunates, would not decide upon the exclusion of 
either, but submitted her own feelings to the decision of their 
brotherly love. 

Conqueror in this doubtful strife, betwixt duty and senti¬ 
ment, which our philosophers are always so ready to decide, 
but which the practical man undertakes so slowly, the elder 
brother said to the younger, " I know thou lovest t^i^ maiden 
as vehement as myself. I will not ask for which of us a priority 
of right should determine. Do thou remain here, whilst I seek 
the wide world. I am willing to die, that I may forget her. 
If such be my fate, brother, then is she thine, and may Heaven 
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bhM thy love! Should I not meet with death, do thou set out, 
and follow' my exiaanple.” 

^ He left Geimany, and hastened to Holland ; but the form of 
his beloved still followed him. Far from the climate which she 
inhabited, banished from the spot which contained the whole 
felicity of his heart, in which alone he was able to exist, the 
unhappy youth sickened,—as the plant withers which is ravished 
from its materhal bed in Asia by the powerful European, and 
forced from its more clement sun into a remote and rougher 
soil. He reached Amsterdam in a despondii^ condition, where 
he feH ill of a violent and dangerous fever. The form of her he 
loved predomirikted in his frantic dreams; his health depended 
on her possession. The physicians were in doubt of his life, 
and nothing but the assurance of being restored again to her, 
rescued hjim from the arms of death. He aiirivea in his na¬ 
tive city changed to a skeleton, the most dreadful image of 
consuming grief, and with tottering hteps reached the door of 
his beloved—of his brother. 

" Brother, behold me once again. Heaven knows how I 
have striven to subdue the emotions of my heart. I can do no 
more.” 

He sunk senseless into the lady’s arms. 

The younger brother was no less determined. In a few 
weeks he was ready to set out. 

“ Brother, thou carriedst thy grief wilUtihee to Holland. I 
will endeavour to bear mine farther. Lead not the maiden to 
the altar till I write to thee. Fraternal love alone permits such 
a stipulation. Should I be more fortunate than thou wert, in 
the name of God, let her be thine, and may Hewen prosper 
thy union. Should I not, may the Almighty in that case judge 
furthk between us! Farewell. Take mis sealed packet; do 
not open it till I am far from hence. I am going to Batavia.” 

He then sprung into the coach. The other remained motion¬ 
less, and absorbed in grief, for his brother had surpassed him in 
generosity. Love, and at the same time, the sorrow at losing 
such a man, rushed forcibly upon his mind. The noise of the 
flying vehicle pierced him to the heart—his life was feared. 
Thi lady—but no ! of her I must not yet speak. 

The packet was opened. It contained a complete assign¬ 
ment of all his German possessions to his brother, in the event 
of fortune being favourable to the fugitive in Batavia. The 
latter, sybduer of himself, sailed with some Dutch merchants, 
and arriiiid safely at that place, A few weeks after, he sent his 
brother the following lines:— 

“ Here, where I return thanks to the Almighty, here, in 
ahoflier world, do I think of thee, and of our loves, with all the 
joy of a martyr. New scenes and events have expanded my 
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sou], and God has given me stre^^h to offer the sacri¬ 

fice to friendship^—me maiden-^HGod 1 here a tear doth faUi— 
the last—I have conquered—^the maiden is thiiie. Brother, it 
was not ordained that 1 should possess her; that is, she Would 
not have been happy with me. .If the thought should evet 
come to her, that she would have been—Brother! brother 1 with 
dijSiculty do I tear her from my soul. Do not forget how hard 
the attainment of her has been to thee. Treat her always as 
thy youthful passion at present teaches thee. Treat Her always 
as the dear legacy of a brother, whom thy arms will* never 
more enfold. Farewell! Do not write to me, vrhen tKou'cele- 
bratest thy marriage—my wounds still bleed. Write to me, 
that thou art happy. My deed is a surety to me, that God will 
not forsake file m a foreign world.” > 

The nuptials were celebrated. The most felicitous of mar¬ 
riages lasted a year. At the end of that period the lady died.. 
In her expiring moments, she acknowledged to her most inti¬ 
mate friend the unhappy secret of her bosom:—the exiled 
brother she had loved the strongest. 

Both brothers still live. The elder upon his estates In Ger¬ 
many, where he has married again. The younger remains in 
Batavia, and has become a fortunate and shining character. 
He made a vow never to marry, and has kept it. 


PEAUCE’s account of ABYSSINIA.* 

t' 

The obsenrations of a man of an active and vigorous mind like that 
of Nathaniel Pearce, on a country in whiefi he resided about fifteen 
years, although un uneducated British seaman, cannot be otherwise 
than interesting to every inquirer after truth and impartial investigator 
of facts. It will not be expected that such a narrative should abound 
with the beauties of language; but if it contains what is more in¬ 
trinsically good—a faithful description of the country, howeyer homely 
the language, that is what we particularly seek. ^ 

When Mr. Salt visited Abyssinia the second time, and found Mr* 
Pearce still there, he says, “I found Mr. Pearce, to my great sur¬ 
prise, very little altered in complexion, and he spoke Englisli almost’.as 
perfectly as when 1 left him. It was truly gratifying to witness his 
raptures at finding himself once more among Englishmen, and in aQ 
English ship. In the fullness of his heart he seemed to consider every* 
countryman aboard as a brother; and it was interesting to observe 
with what respect and astonishment our .sailors looked up to him in 


♦ A small but true Account of the Ways and Manners *’of the Abyssiniaas, by 
Nathaniel Pearce, an English Sailor, who was left in Abyssinia at his own 
by Lord Valcntia (now Earl'Mount Norris), during liis Visit to Mossowa, in 1805. 
From the 2d volume of the Transactions of the Literary Society of Bombay. 
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previowdy heard of the in- 



return, fiwffla the various aceoMj^ th^^^ ^ ,_^ _ _ 

. ^pidity with ^eh he had surn^nted so many,4^gers. He sub¬ 
sequently gave proofs of extraor^nary activity, &t although there 
were several excellent sailors on board, there was not one that could 
follow him aloft, owing to the rapidity with which he darted from one 
point of the ship to another. I was also glad to find that the cultiva¬ 
tion of his mind had |^^ept pace with the improvement of his bodily 
powers: with a knowMge of the languages, he possessed so perfect 
an insight into the manners and feelings of the Abyssinians, that bis 
assistance to me, as an interpreter, became invaluable .”—Saifs Voyage^ 

Our interesting traveller, on his return to England through Egypt, 
in 18£0, has added another loss to the fatal list of African travellers. In 
May 1818, however, he was in Abyssinia, the Ras not allowing him 
to leave ihe country, but he had of late suffered i^cfa^om disease 
and oppression; and in a letter of the 20th October, 1814, to Theodore 
Forbes, Esq. tlie British resident at Mfika, he complained that the 
Ras* behaved in a very niggardly manner, in spite of all his services, 
scarce giving him and his family enough to live on; though," continues 
he, “ the Ras, on account of his religion, sends, at this present time, to 
Muhamed Ali, to bring the Kopti bishop, or Aboon, from Cairo, 
10,000 dollars, 15 slgVres, 24 pieces of Abyssinian cloth, 2 fine horses, 
and 2 mules.” The arrival of the Aboon, or Patriarch, from Egypt, 
WM peculiarly unpropitious to poor Pearce, who was now worn down 
with sickness and suffering. 

As soon as 1 arrived at Massow, says Peai^, (Letter, 20th March, 
1816) the Ras sent me word to quit my hoi^e, and that the Aboon 
was to take it on his arrival at Challicut, which I strictly denied, and 
swore that 1 would die in my own house, which I had been at the 
expense of building, which at first enraged him very mtUb; but find¬ 
ing that I was determined to die sooner than quit my house by force, 
the wretched old savage (I can call him no better) coaxed me over 
with promises, even swore to give me the price of my house, garden, 
&c. which, after great persuasion, I agreed to. But I soon saw him 
go far from his oath. As soon as the Aboon arrived, I went to pay 
him my compliments, and endeavour to get into favour with him; but 
before I could see him, 1 found that the old wretch hittl ordered people 
to watch my motions, and not on any account to let ma speak with the 
Aboon. You would be surprised were I to mention the multitude of 
pel^le that flock from all quarters of Ethiopia to this Egyptian monk; 
but I shall send you all particulars another time. The reason the old 
wretch does not wish me to see him is, that he is afraid I shall tell him 
what expense and industry I have been at with my house and garden. 
I leave You to guess how it would touch an Englishman’s heart, after 
seven ye^rs endeavouring to teach these idle villains to be a little 
industrious, by’^Sliewing them the produce of my garden—grapes, 
peaches, limes, English cabbage of aU sorts, turnips, carrots, potatoes, 


From the Arabic iZeu, i. e. a btiad (OMml a chief. 
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plgeon-ltouse, &c.^o have^<^en &om lae without one .&rdting of 
payment, by an ol4 mberlj^ i^tch, yAti I have be^ ^ his 

wars abpve ten yea^ I bqp of him t6 let me go to Iki^ka^ bat he says 
he can never agr^ to that,' as I know all the country, shall. of 
course be able to conduct an army through any part of it. He says 
that the Muaselmen tell him the English got into India by first sending 
people to live among them,” &c. 

Fearce writes to Mr. Forbes, and informs him ‘^thc Ras is greatly 
afraid of dying; he is upwards of eighty years 6f age, but as nimble as 
a boy.” The Arabs in the (Sahara El grarbUj the Western Sahara, at 
the age of seventy, eighty, and even ninety, have this extraordinary 
agility, and appear to be free from those pains and aches that generally 
afflict people of that advanced age; and like a candle whose light is 
brilliant to the last, they maintain their health and activity, in spite of 
years, until the period of their dissolution! 

Our traveller tdRs us, that Goga, governor or king of Igue Garter, 
turned Christian, and the King of Shoa^ gave him his daughter but 
the Gasmartie Libban being at variance with Goga, would not idlow 
the King of Shear’s daughter to pass through his country. There being 
no other road, they planned a scheme to get her through unknown to 
Libban. They sent her disguised with the priests and poor that travel 
about the country. When Libban heard that Goga had received his 
wife from Shoar, he was greatly enraged; but^eing informed of the 
manner the. King of Shoar had sent Ids daughter, he held his peace, 
being determined to revenge himself on the Christian priests. He 
gave notice to all priests and poor travelling people, that he was going 
to give an offering of ^l^ousand bullocks, and as many cloths, as a /e/- 
lart^ or forgiveness, for his father Coulassy, and appointed the day 
they were all to assemble. The news being spread, the poor sort of 
priests assembled together on the day appointed. As sooii as Libban 
heard they Were assembled, he picked out twelve of the principal 
priests who had come from Igue and Shoar as a reserve. He then 
ordered his horse, which were about 10,000, to gallop in upon the 
priests and beggars, and destroy them. The order was immediately 
obeyed, and 1100 were put to death. The twelve he had picked out 
be ordered to be rolled up in cloth waxed all over, and as they lay on 
the ground, set fire to them at both ends. Libban died t^.days after, 
and his son has got his country.” ^ ' 

^ This conduct of Libban is truly African, and is probably an imita¬ 
tion of his Mussehnen neighbours, with whom it is no uncommon 
thing to invite a host of people to a feast, and when they are eatin|lir to 
charge upon and destroy them ; and such is the force of opinion, that 
this treacherous conduct in rulers is by no means considered dis¬ 
honourable, but they are commended for it, as men possessing the att- 


of govomment. ^ 

The general condition of Pearce was very uncomfortable; he la¬ 
ments the loss of Mr. Forbes, who had now left Mflka for Bombay. 
The foUowing incident, related by himself, cannot fail to be interesting 
to all who can appreciate untutored talents and native superiority of 
mind struggling with difSculties. In a letter to that gentleman in 
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1S14^ /tom iCballicttt(which now bediMoihe capital)^ be saye*—“ I 
give yoajtoms particulars has bdUleu mei after the wretclied 

old trait<;^ of a Ras took awai^y bouse. &c> without paying or even 
giving me anodier lodging. The cursed villain of an Egyptian monk, 
more like an English gipsey in his ways and mannersi than a patriarch, 
for which he was sent (indeed,^as mean a wretch as he is, the Abyssi'* 
nians worship him equally as if he was Christ himself,) not bdi^. con¬ 
tented with my house^mrden, and every* comfort I had endeavoured 
to bestow upon mysc^fl^ expense and labour, took a liking to a small 
piece of mesidow-ground, which the Ras granted me to fe^ my horse 
and mule, above nine years ago; afler which I gave half to Mr. CofBn 
on his staying in the country with me. One day the Aboon, as he is 
called, ordered his servant to turn his mules into the grass, which 
vexed Mr. Coffin very much, who went to the Ras, and told him he 
had nothing to keep his horse on, except the little grass he bad former¬ 
ly given me, and that the Aboon had ordered his sel^ants’ mules, &c. 
into it to graze. The Ras said it was not his ordiivs that the Aboon 
should do so, and told Mr. Coffin to take care of it as usual. On hear¬ 
ing this, he immediately went and drove all the Aboon's cattle out; 
the people, at the same time, crying out to Mr. Coffin, that tliey were 
the Aboon’s cattle, and that none but a Feringi would hinder them 
from eating their cor;yjmuch more their grass! 

. ** The Aboon, seci^ all that had happened from the houftc, was very 
much enraged; and thinking he could destroy a Feringi with one 
order, immediately sent word to the Ras and tlic head priest, tliat it 
was his particular order that no church shohld he opened, nor the 
sacrament administered ; nor should the Ras give or take counsel until 
Pearce and Coffin should be deprived of every thing in the world they 
had belonging to them, and to strip them naked, excepting the waist, 
and to flog them three times round the market, and then to be sent 
into the Garler or Shangarler s territories. ^ 

“ When the Ras’s servant came to warn me of the order, I was for 
some time struck senseless, being in such a weak condition; but after 
coining to myself 1 told the Ras*s servant to tell liis master that all was 
very well, as he could not disobey the orders of the Aboon. 1 also 
told the servant to tell him to persuade the Aboon to come himself with 
the people w^o were to take me. I immediately sat myself down be¬ 
tween a well-loaded pair of pistols and a gun, in readiness to receive 
whoever should be sent for me; at the same time Mr. Coffin came to 
keep me company. 

'*' Wesatin this manner two days; during which time every order 
of the Ab^n’s had been fulfilled in respect to the church, &c. until 
the third day;, the whole of the chiefs that were then at Chaliicut at¬ 
tending upqn the Ras, assembled together and went to the Aboon and 
to the hMijjpriesI^ telling them, that they could never be guilty of such 
cruelty to people that were far superior to their own -countrymen in 
truth and manners, and had so long lived with them. 

** Challicar Comfeya, the Ras’s head field-general, a very great 
friend of mine and Mr. Coffin, told the Aboon to his free, in case he 
aUll insisted upoi^his orders being obeyed, ^at he might go back again 
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to Egypt, and they wo^ send tor another. 'This 'noon made the 
gentleman quite calm, and he immediately sent for me to n^e it up, 
owning that he hiihaelf had not done right, and we lUr'e ifct ^iresent on 
good terms* * * § ” ^ " 

Soon after this the old Ras died; his relations endeavourefd to suc-^ 
ceed him, but in cbnscquence of dissimtions among themselves they 
were defeated; a civil war extended throughout the country, which be* 
came a miser^le scene of plunder and desdl^^, widi the exception 
of the cities and holy places'*^, which are never plundered by the Abys- 
sinians, but enjoy safety and afford protection to those who take re¬ 
fuge in them. Civil war continues to rage; Abyssinia is without a 
ruler and without laws or police. The chief combatants are Subberg- 
ardis, (who, Pearce says, is the bravest man in Abyssinia,) and a chief 
named t Wolder Raphel. Wolder Raphcl marched two days to meet 
Subbergardis, hut he was defeated and his army cut to pieces: for 
about fourteen Yhiles there were so many killed in the retreat that 
scarcely two humStfed yards throughout the whole distance was cleat of 
a dead body. After (he victorious army entered Challicut, some of the 
troops approached Pearce’s house, cutting down the cane doors, and 
entering like a pack of tired hounds; many of them having suspended 
from their arms those* barbarous and indecent trophies to which he 
alludes in the body of this paper: 1970 of these! trophies he says were 
thrown down before the conqueror Subbergardisr^ Pearce, Coffin^ and 
the inmates of the house were sax^ed by the interposition of some 
Christian soldiers, with whom he had been acquainted, hut fifty-six of 
their neighbours were killed before their faces. Soon after another hard 
battle was fought, and^Subbergardis, through some treacherous chiefs 
was defeated, taken prisoner, and given up to Wolder Raphel, who 
sent him in chains to tiie mountain Arraner, 

Mr. Pear^ afterwards, in 1817, writes that the Aboon is still at 
Challicut, that he is very friendly to him, that he has been severely 
reprimanded by Mahomet Ali, pasha of Cairo, for his former unjust 
treatment of him, which was reported to the pasha by Mr. Salt. He 
then gives us a trait of Abyssinian Christianity, interesting to those 
who seek to diffuse the pure principles of Christianity in that barbarous, 
superstitious, and ill-fated country- “ I have distributed” he says, “ a 
great nuinher of the books tf Psalms in Ethiopic, sent hcr^ by Mr. 
from the Bible Society^ to the differeid churches in the Ammerrcr and Tigri 
provinces p but those people Jind% many faults in them; not in the exactness 


* The Musselmen hare the same reaeration for the sanctuaries and holy places 
in the Muhamedan countries of Africa; they afford refuge and protection to the 

guilty* - 1 - ‘ 

+ From the Arabic words Wbld Runhelf i. e. the Son of Raphael. ^ ^ ‘’ 

I This practise is similar to that of giving a unrafd for the jbeada^f Vemies, iur 
ia the custom among the neighbouring Musseltteni for It Is presumed that the man 
is killed or unable to olfor resistance when he suffers another in battle to circum¬ 
cise him. 

§ The Bible Sodety would do well to attend very minutely to the translarions of 
the Seriptare, ifttothe Ethiopic or language i for if they m transtafod 

from the Rn gRah rolgate, version tluiy will not agree with th^ Arabic translatloa 
now in Abyswia, a circumstance which might tend to depreciate the authenticity 
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of tie explanatzprit but in the smaJlness of the prints the thin the 

pale inkj letters crowded too muck together^ atsd no red i$ik at the name 
of 6odf 4^,; but tn exactness they allou them to be superior to their own 
writings,** 

The civil dissentions in Abyssinia have weakened the Christian 
government, producing a great dereliction of principles and morals 
among the people. The continual wars have g^ven Muhamedans 
great power among ; and at present Christians irisquently turn 
Muliamedans, and niM^rlg is thought of it; there being no king, no 
head, no laws to punish the most aboxninahle crimes. I^atce receives 
a supply of money, forwarded to him by that society * which reflects 
unat&i^ honotbr on Great Britain, apd of which his Majesty George the 
Fourth is the munificent patron and simport^ After which, again al^ 
lading to the distribution of Ethiopic Bibles, he says, “ 1 am sorry to 
say that the population And many faults in them, and nutny refuse 
tliem as a pr(*&enl; however, I give them to the lower sort of churches 
and to tlie monks ; they are more expense to get them from Marsaw 
than they get me credit. I declare that I distributed forty-nine hooks 
of the Psalms to the different churches near here, without any ihdivi- 
dual giving me ft grain of co^ for my support in return; indeed the 
arriv^ of diose hooks created grteat jealousy in thh mind of the Egyptian 
patriarch, who tells d^jiopulation the Feringas arc ^orki^ cunnmg- 
ness imong tliem I** ^ ^ 

^ The preceding account is extracted from what is a kind of introduc¬ 
tion to Pearce’s small but true Account of the Ways and Manners of the 
Ahyssinians, read before the Literary Society at Bpmhay, flO April, 
181G, and dated Abyssinia, Oct. 1814. We shall now proceed to the 
body of tlie work, giving the intelligent reader an account, as far as 
our limits will admit, of a paper which we can s^ely recommend to die 
perusal of our numerons readers, as containing a fund of authentic in¬ 
formation respecting an African country much talked of but little 
known. 

“ I'he inhabitants of Abysrinia arc of many tribes and religions; 
they ^re also of all colours of people excepting white, though there are 
some few very near white in the Ammcner and Tcgri and other Chris- 




-fr 


■ A 

of the orifduAl, for example, some vers^ of tlie tflth chaplier of the First Book of 
Samuel, in the Arabic version in AfiiCR, are matcriidly different from all the 
English versions; and the MnhaTnodanb in Abyssinia would aviul themselves of 
biich circuDistanees as this, to abuse the authenticity of the original, and to give a 
preference M the Koran. The transladbn of the Decalogue sl^, as in the Arubir 
version now in Abyssinia, differs from our English translation, and has more re- 
'^emblancc to thaEManslatiou lately mado directly frdtn thefiehrew by Mr. John 
Bdlamy. Jj/lffreoTer, it is well known or generally believed in Africa, that Ben 
Hakim, of|iplomon, 4opk ihc provaebs of his father to Abyfsimia, and it 

is to be presiimra that hf dbo took the Pentateuch, the Bodks of tim Prophets, 
and the Psalms, which were translated into tiic Etldopic tongoe. This being pre¬ 
mised, we may presume that the Scriptures wl^en rean by tite euinicb of Candace, 
queen of Ethiopia, (vide Acts, chap. 8. vCrse 27th) Were in the Ethiopic tongas, 
translated, if not in the days of Ben flaikhm at lesttt long before the Cbriatian 
wra! » 

* The Literary SoKety, for the relief of men oftalant in adversity, ftc. 
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tiait countries; tlierc are some very black, some fair, and some of a 
copper colour; they cUffer very little in their mannel*, which is pre¬ 
sumptuous. Their Christian names arc in general as uaj^iermtmtioned; 
Walder Serlassjr, Walder Isgare, Walder Munfuskudus, ^Walaer Cris- 
tos, Waldes Mariun, i. c. tlie bon of the Trinity, the Son of God, the 
Son ofihe Holy Ghost, the Son of Christ, the Son of the Virgin Mary. 
Sotne are Gahru instead of Walder, as Gabru Serlassy, Slave to the 
Trinity, &c. Altliough they are Christiagl^they resemble the Jews, in 
that they keep holy thc^ sabbaoth or day as well as the Sun¬ 

day. Th|jy resemble aavAges, in that threat the flesh of an animal 
before it is dead. Afthod^k tliey do not dfink the blood, like the 
Garler, they eat die flosh while the tdood is still warm in the veins. 
They have a holiday yearly for Abraham ftnd Sarah!*’ 

By tlii&viewof the Abyssinians it appe(^rs, that they resemble the 
vafiouS inhabitants of the difleVcnl; states of Barbary in the variety of 
their cbmplexions. A*ll wliite nat;ons, indeed, that intermarry with 
negroes, will lucc^sarily exhibit in the countenances of their descendants 
all shades ana gradations iVoin black to,white. Theh jiatnes also re- 
scjmblc tliosc of the Muss(dmen nations of North Africa, who arc named 
Wold Abdallah, Wold Muhamed, &c. i. e. the Son the Servant of 
God, the Son of Mnlidiued, &c. ^ * 

‘‘They keep their fasts Very strictly. The fast of Nineveh, or Jonah 
tlie projphct, « the four days preceding Len^r the fast of oim Saviour, 
which is fifty»"slx days, beginning in Mar A and ending in way^ the 
fast of Apostles, which is in one fifteen days and in others thirty, 
beginning in Jupe and ending in July; the faft for the death oftheyirgiii 
Mary, fifteen days in August; also all Wednesdajs and Fridays 
throughout the year, exc(>])ting Christngis-day, when they fust the 
day before. 'J'he priests and deacons fast only on the uiidennantioned 
days: the fast called Consquan, which is for the Virgin Mary, when 
she fled with Joseph 'and her sou to Egypt; this lasta thirty days, 
(begins in ScptcmbcT, ends in October); the fast for tlic birth of Christ, 
which they call the f^t of Ledet*, by order of the prophets, is forty 
days. It begins in "November, and endk the day before Chnstmas- 

day.” . . * . . i . . . 

Hence it appears that if the service of God coiisists in fasting, the 

Abyssiniaps arc the most religious people in the universe; for the 
people fast by this account 209 days ip the year, exclusive of Saturdays 
and Sundays, ap^ the priests fast seventy days. , ^ 

“ The priests of their separate parishes have a great feast at die end 
of every fost | they all meet in the forenoon after taking and adminis¬ 
tering the bidy and blood of Christ to those who come" to the church 
for that piupo|fc; they afterwards go to the ho^^f the head prio|^ 
where they pit’down according to their rank in tlie chspi^; they then 
kill onp or two cows accordi]% to their number, door, and 

before the animal has dpnc kicking the blood sdll running from his 
throat, the akitP ii; net^y side, and the prime flesh cut off 
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and with all haste hold before the elders, or heads of the church, trim 
cut a large portion each, and eat it with such greediness, that those 
who did not Ihnow them would think they were starved. They at all 
times prefer die raw meat to cooked victuals. After they have&iished 
their brindo, as they call it, they take a little of the fattest parts of the 
cow, just warmed on the fire, to settle their stomachs, and then one or 
two large horns full of sevoir or beer, which is very strong and made of 
several sorts of corn. Th||^en have the table brought in and covered 
with bread and cooked vic^^^s, where those that are not satisfied witli 
the raw meat, cat until jhey arc of the cooked.” ^ 

Afterwards the lower class of priests anti deacons arc called in, and 
the raw meat or britulo is laid upon the bread, of which they cut and 
eat with as much eagerness '(though quite cold) as their superiors did 
when hot. After they are satisfied, the third class are called in, and 
so on in turns until they devour all the bread and victuals, more like a 
pack of hounds than intellectual beings. When all is cleared away, die 
greater and middling ranks drink maize, until they begin to sing psalms 
or hymns, and at last get so intoxicated, that they at times quarrel and 
entirely lose their senses.—Having proceeded thus far, we shall con¬ 
clude our observations in a future Number. 


, ON THK STUDY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 

Pi^oFEssotts of Political Economy maintain that its first prin¬ 
ciples are as sure as those of the exactest sciences, and this perhaps 
is true in the abstract; but even the first principle of hydrostatics, 
into which all maxims of Political Economy may be restdved, is 
only true with reference to A certain state of things. Water will 
find its own level; yes, provided there arc neither dams hot dykes 
to obstruct it. The admission of this law, then, must surely be as 
provisional in Political Economy as it is in hydrostatics. We am- 
rider the first of these -sciences as an, entirely new study-—as the 
growth of the age.;- and sok it is, and so it may well ; for its 
maxims are only practicable in such an age as the present; yet we 
commonly consider ourselves to have m^e some wonderful dis¬ 
covery, which our ancestors had missed. Under this impression, 
wc conridCT the law which resteained the traffic, of grain within 
the different counties of England, not sufiering either export or 
import between them, as a perverse and barb^oua. prohibitiQn. 
y et it may be dqi^ted whetlicr our ancestors were as improtudent 
in this, as civilized successors, who Imve fish by land-cai>- 

riage, are,^«^he plenitude of our wisdom, dispos^ to l^elieve. 
Let US try this by something of a parallel taxt. I was some years 
ago in Sialy, a country whose state at ttttit time mrhaps agreed, with 
inspect to its laws of domestic traffi^ ^ some degree, with that of 
England at the period to which Iba^e referred. I remember 
hearing the policy bf^e Government moat bitterly arraigned at a 
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mess of travelled English, in that it did n<^ suffer the export of 
grain from one province to another, without an esjpecial licence. 
Yet a considerate man might have found reasons &r suspecting 
such a censure, in weighing the inconveniences of a free d^estic 
trade in groin. 

For, OTst having premised that the sea was infested by the 
Algerines, and the roads often and long impassable from winter- 
torrents, we might sup|)osc the case of province having poured 
her plenty into tlie lap of another, witlfmore regard to immediate 


E 


-- j ^ ^ ^ 

ertainly (though not as regularly) 
the waters obey the moon, he might ask how a reflux could have 
lace, and how this wealth was to be remitted to the province that 
ad drained itself, when the channels were all dammed through 
which it could only find its Avay- If it is, however, clear that the 
truths of Political Economy could only be verified in a very refined 
age, it is curious that they should never have been established in 
aeras of civilization, nearly equal to our own. It is peculiarly 
curious that no light of this de^ription should have broken in 
upon ancient Rome ; since, lliough lie^high notions of honour 
and domineering policy might have led 1^ to despise what at first 
sight may appear mere mercantile, and in her eyes, perhaps, 
degrading, considerations; yet her utter neglect of the science w'c 
are treating of was at variance with her own maxims of military 
policy, and may be considered as one main and immediate occa¬ 
sion of the ruin of Italy. I, of course, allude to the Aiinona laws— 
a ctide enforcing a supply of food at fixed prices; and, above all, 
the provisionment of the capital from distant and tributary pro¬ 
vinces. We have a sad picture of the decay of Italian agriculture 
in many later authors, wiio, however, do not seem to have hit 
upon the cause. Now, it may be said, that in what I will call the 
heroic ages, the absence of husbandmen brought with it absence 
of soldiers. Lord Bacon well observes, in speaking of tlie pro¬ 
tection of tillage by Henry the Seventh: “Tliis did wondermlly 
concern the might and manhood of the kingdom: for it hath been 
held by the general opinion of men of best judgment™ the wars, 
(howsoever some few have varied, and that it may receive some 
distinction of case) that tlie principal strength of An army cqq- 
sisteth in the infantry or foot; and to make,good in&ntiy^ ^t 
requireth men bred not in a servile or indigmt ^[t^on, but nn 
same free and plentiful mannerand afterwaras—mus did^the 
king secretly sow hydras^ teethy wherefrom (according to thje 
poet^’s fledon) should rise m armed men, for the service of this 
icinj^om.^ * 

It is, however, less suiprising that the Romans should have 
been h^d to the immediate or consequential eftects of their sys- 
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tem, than that historians in an age like the present, which has 
indeed been styled the age of economists, should have so neg¬ 
lected a theme, which modem discoveries might peculiarly enaHe 
them to winnow and illustrate. Yet, strange to say, no modern 
historian of* Rome seems to have watched the operations of this 
code, or sought to reconcile the seemingly contradictory effects 
whicli it produced; and though this is an unbeaten part of histoi^, 
Xio one is disposed to good that small and ringle portion of 
the field which remmns to oe explored. O, 


NOISE. 

“ Now learn, my sons, the wondrous power of noise.** 

Duncud, Book 2. 

Man is naturally a noisy animal. To make a noise is the 
only lesson in whicli Nature herself has instructed him : and he 
is master of the art before he is even conscious of existence. 
High and low, good and bad, attain nearly the same profi¬ 
ciency in it. She recognizes no other patrimony in behalf of 
the most superior of all her works—she cuts oft' man with a 
shilling (the art or my^ry of noise-making being apparently 
but Of eaually insignificant value), whilst she fortunes ofiF tbe 
most proffigate of her offspring—the wild-beasts themselves— 
with a rich and plentiful wardrobe, and, in a great number of 
instances, the fee of very considerable estates in land and water. 
Short-sighted sages mistake this gift of paiental economy to 
man, as a piece of wrong-dealing on the part of Nature, accusing 
her of the partialities of a step-mother in the general administra¬ 
tion of her family affairs. “ Hominem tantum,” says Pliny,* 
" nudum et in iiuda humo natali die (Natura) abjicit, ad vagitvs 
sUitiui et ploratuni. Mau’s inclination to make noise assumes 
the authority of a passion at his birth, and it prevails in every 
modification of humanity. It is equipollent in a state of nature, 
and in the capricious communities of artificial life. It is the 
appetite which fashion has not at any time repealed; and 
hitherto it has been safe even from the freaks of a fine lady. 
Philosophers seeing the force of the passion, have been 
beating about for an explanationone of themf says that 
our love of noise proceeds from an instinctive aversion to our 
own thoughts, audThat, if every wish we form could be analyzed, 
they would be traced, without exception, to that source. There 
may be i'eaiDn» in this 5 melancholy is the natural ally of medi¬ 
tation joy, on the contrary, is made up of noise ; it thunders 
forth in a cannonade of laughter, and exorcises the neighbour- 
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hood round of pale cogitation and her pensive train. Signor 
I'AUegro’s life is nothing but a round of visits from the mem* 
her of the great family of noise. It would be impossible, and 
even if otherwise it would be useless, to number up the proofs 
of the force of this passion over the human heart. Even when 
the senses are steeped in forgetfulliess” we do involuntary 
homage to the goddess of noise; and like the Wogultzoi, that 
worship their idols by howling, acknowledge her supremacy in 
the most sonorous accents. The whole business of life is to 
make a noise in the world. The statesman sacrifices to it hia 
health, and, not seldom, something that ought to be dearer. 
The professional man builds all his hopes on making a noise. 
It is the only point, I believe, in which the Whig and Toty 
agree : and the British public” may thank the force of this 
passion over mankind, or they might go whistle for a parlia¬ 
ment. It is not to be doubted that routs, rackets, and concerts, 
with all the other awful amusements of fashionable life, had 
their origin in the universal passion for iioisc. But, alas ! Lady 
Mary is no longer contented with the %swect thunder” of the 
night —** still would her touch the strain prolong”—still must 
the compliant morning journal give hack the dreadful din— 

And in a low expiring strain 
Flay all the concert o'er again. 

But, haply, should this creature of noise come forth from her 
Pandoemonium, what a stir it makes! I speak not of the 
“ dreadful note of preparation” throughout the forenoon, nor of 
the civil war of carriage-wheels raging through the streets— 
these are pastimes to tlie awlul rap of her bullying footman, 
which, like rattling peal of thunder,” rouses the echoes in 
the mansion of some congenial clamourers. Well might the 
poet that delighted in fire-side enjoyments, set his ban upon all 
such doings, and fix his choice of a winter’s evening in some re¬ 
tired social circle sacred from their intrusion. 

No rattling wheels stop short before these gates, 

No powder’d, pert proficient in the art 
Of sounding an alarm, assaults these doors 
Till the street rings— 

This, however, is the abuse of the'passion. In the country the 
indulgence of it is carried to a very reasonable extent. The 
rustic squire, condemned to a low diet on sound, far from the 
luxurious clamour of the metropolis, gives up his days to 
fetching shrill echoes from the hollow earth.” And when 
evening has called the child of Nimrod and his fellows to halls 
of grey renown,” the still unsated appetite for noise, victorious 
over all restraint, is heard in full-mouthed mimicry of the 
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music of the day.” In short, the passion is known to survive 
almost every other inhabitant of the human heart. It stuck to 
the Greeks after their liberty and their love of liberty were 
jrone. The war of the Romans, as every body knows, with the 
people of Achaia, ended in their subjugation, and of course the 
tender of their liberties by the victorious consul. A fine oppor¬ 
tunity it was, no doubt, for the noise-loving cities.* They 
managed to have their fill of noise out of the thing, and left it 
there— nec aliter illfi consular! senlentia, qufi libertas Achaim 
pronunciabatur, quam modulatusimo aliquo tibiarum, out Jidinm 
cantU;/ruebattlur,f We are naturally much afiected by noise. 
The power of music (which is essentially but noisej) over the 
passions, cannot be exaggerated by poetry. There may be 
those who are dead to the concord of sweet sounds, but no 
heart can be indifterent to a loud shock of noise. The most 
awful sensations are created by the noise of thunder, of cata¬ 
racts, &c.§ and a man’s mind may be so confounded by the 
shouting of multitudes, as that he will involuntarily join in the 
swell. Philosophers have endeavoured even to trace the univer¬ 
sal acknowledgment of a presiding spirit, found in every state 
of man, to the impression of terror produced on him by the 
noise of the great convulsions of nature, jj Ccelo tonantem 
credidimus Jovem regnare, is the opinion of Pagan philosophy. 
Some savage nations propitiate their gods by the noise of drums 
and trumpets. 

But noise is the poet’s world, and he has celebrated its versa¬ 
tile influence. The eftect of the sound of bells over the human 
heart appears to have been understood in the remotest antiquity. 
The High Priest among the Jews wore a little bell attached to 
his uppermost garment, and the sound was supposed to enliven 
the devotion of the people. The noise of bells was even thought 
to nourish the most amiable sentiments. Orlando introduces 
his appeal to the pity of the Duke by the following tender ad¬ 
juration : 

If ever you have look’d on better days; 

If ever been where bells have knoll’d to ehureh; 

And know what ’tis to pity and be pitied.— 


* The words of Florus me—(jua; gaudia— 1^1132 vodferntioncs fueruat*->quopl^u$ii 
certavere ! ^ 

t Florus, lib. 2. cap. 7. 
t AVallcr thus addreases a lady singing: 

While I listen to thy voice 
Cbloris ! I feel my life decay ; 

That powerful noise 
Calls my ilitting soul away. 

{ Burke on the Sublime. 

II Lucrctiusj lib. 5. 
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Maecenas, it is said, was cured of perpetual watchfulness by 
the falling of water; and Pliny relates the story of a Roman 
nobleman who used to be lulled to sleep by the noise 
of rain. Without rural sounds, the Muses would scarcely 
patronize a country-life; and whatever the poets may say in 
praise of solitude, they always betray in tlieir retreats a lurking 
partiality to the neighbourhood of some choice cascade or vocal 
grove. The poet who celebrated the glories of Grongar Hill, 
opens by an invitation to the ** silent nympli*’ who lay 

On tlic mountain’s hmhj van, 

Beyond the noise of busy man. 

The charms of the nymph do not appear to be of the lasting 
kind ; and thus the poet, in the conclusion, acknowdedges the 
superior influence of nature and noise ;— 

Now, e’en now, my joys run high, 

As on the mountain turf I lie, 

Wliilc the wanton zoj)hyr sings, 

And in the vale perfumes his wings ; 

While the waters murmur deep, 

While the shepherd charms his sheep, 

AVliile the birds unbounded fly, 

And with music fill the sky ; 

Now, e'en now, iny joys run high. 

Cowper, however, carries the matter further than this. In his 
fine description of the effects of natural sounds, he says, that 
the “cawing rooks,” the kites, the jay, the pie, and even the 
boding owl, have charms for him. 

Every strong excitement impels us to make noise. Savages 
go to battle with loud shouts and outcries. The armies of 
civilized nations do the same, partly with the view of striking 
terror in their enemies; and artificial noise is employed to keep 
up the courage of tlie soldiers. The Bohemian warrior (Zisca) 
wlxo left his skin for a drum, saying that the enemy would fly 
at the sound of it, is a good authority in favour of the virtues 
of noise. Cato the Elder boasted that he liad gained more 
victories by the throats of bis army than by their swords ; and 
Caesar mentions the shouts of his regiments as one of the things 
that rendered them superior to the troo))s of Ponipcy. Mili¬ 
tary men admit that the noise of the artillery docs as much to¬ 
wards the victory as t^c shots themselves; and a certain cap¬ 
tain wa^wont to call the mouth of a great gun hcll~7nouih, and 
said that he who trembled not when one of them thundered, 
feared neither God nor the devil. But so naturally agreeable is 
the sound of noise to the ear, that even its most terrific notes 
have a proportion of the pleasing in them. Every variety of 
noise has its votaiy, either from taste or from habit. Dr. Joha- 


264 


}ioise. 


son Could not survive a year’s exile from the noises of the me¬ 
tropolis : all his bliss was centered in the tempestuous conflu-^ 
ence of Temple-bar, and he has been known to '' expire” at the 
rattling of a coach in which he was driven furiously along. The 
Doctor^s humour in this respect is quite irreconcilable with his 
indifference to the conjugal state.* Montaigne tells the story 
of a learned man who could not study conveniently except in 
the neighbourhood of noise. He never could be solitary by 
himself, and found it necessary to fix his retreat amidst the up¬ 
roar of the servants’-hall. But it has l^pen found that noise of 
whatever kind (the rudest has been generally preferred) is a 
specific against the approach of evil spirits. The waggoners of 
Spain look entirely to the grating of their axle-trees for protec¬ 
tion against their airy opponents. A greased axle-tree, there¬ 
fore, or one likely to work in peace and ease, might rot in neg¬ 
lect. The virtues of Adam s voi(;e have been celebrated by a 
virgin saint of the Tith century (St. Hildegardis) in a Latin 
sermon preached at Mentz. She says that if it had remained 
the satne, after his fall, that it was on his creation, the infirmity 
of human nature could not withstand it; and we are indebted to 
her for an account of the re^^sons that led the tempter to 
make his fatal experiment on our '"general mother.” "Cum 
autem,” she says, " dereptor audisset quod homo tarn sonore 
cantare aepisset, exterritus est.” No doubt, a noisy, storming 
manner carries vast authority with it. Lord Pembroke whis¬ 
pered it of Johnson, that his sayings would not appear half so 
extraordinary but for his bow-wow 7va]/, Fame herself, indeed, 
is represented by the poets to be a "noisy monster.” Tragedy- 
writers arc very particularly beholden to noise. I have hoard a 
stout stage-trumpeter put five or six of the Muses to the blush 
of a night; and the reign of many a worthy emperor has been 
prolonged for a week by a timely storm; but tnunder is, per¬ 
haps, the safest antiseptic yet discovered. 

Upon all other occasion^ dulnoss and noise maintain a strict 
enmity. " Giant Handel” introduced drums and cannons into 
hia chorusses for the greater effect,— 

To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes, 

And Jove's own thunders follow Mars's drums. 

Dunciad. 

And for his attachment to the cause noise he was banished 
by the leaden queen to the Hibernian shore. Guilt has a simi¬ 
lar antipathy to noise. Confessions of crimes have been ex- 


* The reader is requested to btar in mind tlie answer which Socrates gave to 
cHleofhis friends, when ashed how he could endure the perpetual noise of his wife. 
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torted ere now by a sudden shock of noise. When Macbeth 
has effected the bloody deed, the least sound fills him with 
alarms. The knocking from without petrifies him with fear- 
“ How is^t with me,” he says, “ when every noise appals me'/” 
When Lear hears the tempest rattling over his head, he in the 
most natural manner exclaims, 

Tremblo, thou wretch, 

That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipp’d of justice. 

I cannot better conclude^than by correcting a popular error 
respectingthe comparative ages of Noise and SHence. This no¬ 
tion has been insidiously countenanced by Pope, in his Address 
to Silence, in imitation of Rochester. The following lines 
make out Silence to be senior to the creation; 

Thine was the sway ere heaven was form’d, or earth, 

Ere fruitful thought conceived creation’s birth. 

Or midwife word gave aid, and spoke the infant forth. 

Milton, however, settles the matter otherwise, in his descrip¬ 
tion of the appearance before creation :— 

Illimitable ocean! witliout bound, 

-where eldest Night 

And Chaos, ancestors of Nature, hold 
Eternal ariarc/iij, amidst the noise 
Of endless wars, and by confusion stand. 

1\ L, lib. 2, Ihc 895. 

w. 


ON ENTHUSIASM. 

“ Who that surveys this span of earth wc press. 

This speck of life in time’s gi’cat wilderness, 

I'his narrow isthmus 'twixt two boundless sens, 

The past—the Juture—two eternities— 

Would sully the briifht spot, or leave it bare, ^ 

When he might build him a proud temple there, 

A name that long aha'l hallow all its space, 

And be each purer soul’s high resting-place ?" Moore. 

It is not wonderful that men should be enthusiastic, for who 
can propose to himself an object worthy of his eager pursuit 
without ambition to attain it 1 The matter of surprise is, when 
a man of sound intellect and good principle can move through 
life without the apparcnt^redominance of any one interest. 
There is such a wearisome dulness about ourselves when we 
cannot find any particular object upon which to exercise our 
various faculties—^there is such a revolting from the idea of being 
nothing In the world—the burthen of thought on our minds, unre¬ 
lieved by the active exertions of our bodies, does so heavily press 
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upon the animal spirits, that we had a thousand times rather see 
our fellow-creatures transformed into good-humoured pedants, 
each supremely intent upon one thing, however insignificant, 
than be surrounded by a crowd of beings who have not the 
fewer cares because they are almost without pleasures. The 
bustling housewife, her heart and soul intent upon pickles and 
preserves,—Mrs. Battle devoted to her rubber at whist,—gram¬ 
marians, intent upon the formation of past participles,—antiqua¬ 
rians, looking with ineffable disdain on the living, and for ever 
communing with the dead,—entomologists, speculating on the 
wings of a fly,—we like them all—they are all happy beings. 
Each loves at least one thing. Tliere may be a vast difference 
in the comparative value of their several undertakings. The 
benevolent q,rdour of a Howard, the Christian fervour of a mis¬ 
sionary, may wonderfully overshadow the value of such pursuits 
as we have mentioned; but still the principle of exertion, to 
whatever object directed, is to be hailed as an omen of good— 
good to the individual himself, and, in general, eventually so to 
the community. Good-humour, that sweetener of our real cares, 
that best preventative against imaginary ones, is at least fos¬ 
tered by this active turn of mind; and that is but a short-sighted 
officiousness which would rob the bustler of his joys, in order 
to shew liim their unreasonableness. Any thing—we repeat it 
—any thing is better than the dull, melancholy, morose apathy 
of human creatures, wlio are born and educated, and live and 
die without desiring or shunning one thing more than another, 
without love or hatred, without fear or hope. For this reason 
chiefly, when we review the character of the present age, we 
tsike heart and are comforted, amid the consciousness of finding 
much folly, in the belief that a great deal of powerful feeling is 
abroad, that sluggishness is not the reigning evil of our time ; 
but that we are on the whole an active, stirring, busy nation. 
Our ladies too have caught the spirit of the age. we meet 
them, not merely at balls, prettily equipped for the sprightly 
dance, nor in a morning weaving with indefatigable fingers their 
evening robe; but at our public meetings, at our committees, 
in our schools, aiid in our prisons, we find them occupying no 
subordinate station in the ranks of the busy labourers in the cause 
of humanity. It has been whispered that on such occasions 
they have of late years been, indeed, rather too active; and this 
is likely enough. But yet we cannot help believing, on our 
own principles, that the good-humour of their domestic circles 
is on the whole increased by the life and spirits which these 
exertions produce and promote. It is true, that the same period 
which produces a nation of great doers, will almost unavoidably 
bring forth a people of talkers. Energy of one sort calls out 
f energy of another. High-sounding expressions, violent admira- 
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tion and abuse of people and things, is inseparable from a state 
of strong mental and bodily excitement. Hence the sharpness 
of our controversies, the unreasonable warmth of our language 
on subjects purely literary, the vehemence of our passionate 
poetry. We have carried all these things a great deal too for; 
and people of the good old school look upon us sometimes 
with wonder and contempt. We appear in their eyes to be 
fighting with prodigious vehemence about straws. Looking 
forward, however, some twenty or thirty years, we see great 
reason to hope that we shall be much the better by and by, 
in spite of our present excesses. Things will be called by 
their right names, one time or other; and the sober severity of 
truth will adorn our characters, when some of the glow of en¬ 
thusiasm in her cause has passed away. Even no^, few of the 
members of contending literary parties dislike each other half 
60 much as their words literally taken would imply; and few 
of the busy actors in political or religious matters appear, in 
their own private circles, such zealots as we are apt to fancy. 
When a man has gained reputation by ardour in one particular 
cause, we cannot give him credit for being ardent in any thing 
else ; though in many cases mere accident has coupled his name 
with one pursuit, and he may have been all the while to the full 
as eager in quest of some other. At any rate there is no stag¬ 
nation in a mind like this. It is carried a\ray, indeed, rather 
too rapidly ; but time, experience, and the inflexible application 
of its powers in that direction to which man’s better wisdom 
points, will finally preserve it from destruction. 

Even decidedly light, irreligious, volatile spirits are more 
hopeful subjects of speculation than the apathetic beings from 
whom no power can extract a tear of sympathy, or a burst of 

g enerous feeling. Quiet dulncss often calls itself religious; 

ut of co?tscience it has none. It keeps under regulation the 
already sober passions; but as to rousing the active principle 
within us, towards this it does nothing. 

Religious principle is of little value indeed, if it merely keep 
us in the slavish fear of going notoriously wrong, without spur¬ 
ring us on to right action. It was pot For an end so poor and 
circumscribed that the Divine Being created us, and stamped 
upon our minds his own image. It was not for this that he has 
called us to the hope of a better inheritance. It was to rouse 
us to act with him and Jor him; to translate us from the domi¬ 
nion of fear to the empire of hope; from passive vsubmission to 
active service ; from awe to love, and from death to life : up 
to this beautiful idea should ^ve endeavour always to lift our 
minds. We may faint and fall short; but our motives and prin¬ 
ciples are stronger than ourselves. 

We are getting out of our depth j and, having begun in a 
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light mond, arc in danger of ending in too serious a one. Ex¬ 
amples, bright examples, of tempered and well-directed enthu¬ 
siasm crowd upon our minds as we write ; and if we dared> we 
could mention some which would illustrate and confirm the 
bright view we are disposed to take of this error of noble minds- 
Here and there an individual may put our cheerful faith to the 
test; for what can be more annoying than to meet with the fol¬ 
lies of youth in an aged breast, which possesses not one merit 
but that of having retained its childishness through a long life ! 
In general, however we are satisfied that enthusiasm is a bless¬ 
ing to individuals, and a blessing to society ; and from the bot¬ 
tom of our hearts we'say, "Longmay it'dwell amongst us!” E.T. 


THE IJOUTH GERMAN PEASANTRY. 

Our acquaintance with all parts of the European continent has of 
late years been gradually improving both in extent and accuracy, and 
the various stages of society which its different nations exhibit liave, 
since the French revolution, attracted a far deeper scrutiny than at 
any funner period. The public gaze has indeed been chiefiy directed 
towards its southern inhabitants—the French, the Spaniards, the 
Italians, and the Portuguese. The sense of deficient adniinistratioii 
which these natiohs hav6 manifested, and that germ of splendid re¬ 
sults and permanent amelioration which in some of them has broken 
forth, have undoubtedly a pre-eminent claim upon our attention. 
But there are vet countries in Jthc North of the Continent, which, 
though destitute of any striking and sudden efforts of awakened man, 
such as those which the South has witnessed, present matter highly 
instructive and interesting to an observer of Inirnan society. The 
northern parts of (lermauy, bordering upon the Baltic, as they are 
outlying provinces, not inhabited by any court or sovereign, and 
possessing no attractions of climate or scenery, have been compa¬ 
ratively but little noticed. ^They have been hardly visited at all by 
English or French travellers; and the Cicrniaii language is so slenderly 
diffused in this country, that the native accounts of them are inac¬ 
cessible to all but a few. For this reason it may not be unacceptable 
to lay before the English reader a short sketch of the state of society 
there, and principally of the condition of the peasantry—to deliver 
an abridged summary of the changes which have influenced the hap¬ 
piness of the numerous classes in that country, iuterspersing some 
reflections on their general progress throughout other more ad¬ 
vanced European kingdoms. The principal facts relative to the pre¬ 
sent state ot the labouring classes in that country, may be found in a 
“View of Villenage in Pomerania and Rugen,” written by Arndt, an 
author whose liberal spirit has rendered him deservedly popular 
among all the friends of German liberty and improvement. 

If human happiness be the only true and legitimate end of history, 
and indeed of all knowledge, a minule acquaintance with those 
causes which cither promote or obstruct the well-being of the most 
numerous portion of evci'y society, must be dcemcfi the most valuable 
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of all acquisitions. Yet, if we inspect nearly every historical record 
extant, how rarely is this proposed as the ol^ect of research ! 

-« History, so warm on meaner themes. 

Is cold on this.” Cowper. 

We listen to a minute detail of the most insignificaut quarrels* 
amours, and enjoyments of kings and nobles, while the condition and 
progress of the people is usually postponed' to the appendix, or oc¬ 
cupies a paragraph at the cud of a reign, of much about the same 
length as the description of the king’s person. It is at be^t treated 
as a curious accessary, which it would be improper wholly to pass 
over, like the animal and vegetable productions of the country. Re¬ 
flections upon this grievous distortion of tlie historical pen might be 
pushed to some extent, and not without advantage ; but on the pre¬ 
sent occasion it will be suflicieut to vindicate what might wear the 
aspect of minute detail, by a reference to that grand purpose towards 
which all scientific research should be made subservient. 

That great recoinage (ref imte) of the human race, (to'use the elo¬ 
quent expression of Sismoudi) which Rurope has witnessed since the 
Christian era, traces its origin to the incorporation of the Gothic 
tribes with the declining Roman empire in the South, to the Gothic 
tribes alone in the middle, and to their admixture with the Slavi or 
Sclavonians in the North of Europe. Russia and Poland, inhabited 
only by Sclavonians, may be considered as situated without the pale 
of this classification, as their influence upon the frame of European 
society is but of recent date. 

At the period when the Gothic tribes had acquired'firm possession 
of the Roman territories in the South, the northern and eastern parts 
of Europe (including Holstein, Mecklenburg, Pomerania, Lusatia, 
Silesia, Bohemia, and Hungary) wer^peopled by Slavi, From the 
9th to the 13th century, the Gothic and Saxon tribes extended 
their inroads into all these countries, and incorporated themselves 
with the inhabitants, partly by way of conquest, partly by way of 
settlement. In some, however, they appear to have settled in much 
greater number, and to have acquired a far greater supremacy, than in 
others, and the current language afi'ords an incontestable standard by 
which their comparative superiority may be measured. In Holstein, 
Mecklenburg, and Pomerania, the almost complete introduction of. 
the German language attests ibe entire predominance' of the new set¬ 
tlers over the old inhabitants, whom indeed the meagre accounts 
which remain describe as equally rude and thinly scattered. Pre¬ 
vious to the year 1*200, when Henry the Lion was Duke of Saxony, 
and when the English were just conquering Ireland, this settlement 
was firmly made, but not without much contest and bloodshed. It 
was by no means however eft’ected wholly by conquest; for Pome¬ 
rania was governed by her native princes, of Selavooian family, until 
the country was divided by the extinction of that race, in the time of 
the thirty years war. The Germans owed their predominance partly to 
the superiority which they possessed in arts and cultivation, and partly 
to the iafluence of Christianity which theyintrcduced into the country. 
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The ficantv accounts which we possess of Pomerania from the 
12th to'the. lUtli century exhibit the same comfortless and unat¬ 
tractive features which, mark at the same period the more southern 
countries of Europe. We observe an utter absence of all sense of 
tinionj 'and of tdiat respect for public^'authority which is the visible 
sign of tbis» feelings The kings of Pomerania possessed little more 
than a jiomiual authority over their refractory nobles. The country 
was spift into la variety of separate associations, consisting cither of 
territoriaklordships, or of the different town-corporations and their 
demesnes. Ij^tween these th^ existed interminable warfare, and 
these petty fends seem to have spread convSlant desolation throughout 
the whole land. It is indeed scarcely possible to imagine the distress 
which mhoi^have frequently i^igned in a country where we hear the 
piif;e of corn recorded as higlier by six-ibld one year than it bad been 
in the preceding, in consequence of which many persons'died of ab¬ 
solute hunger. 

About the 10th ceintury, however,^ we begin to bVniore accurately 
informed as to the state of Pomerania and Riigen. The chronicler 
Kanxow lived at this period ; and there is extant a curious com¬ 
pilation of the country customs and laws (Umd-gelyrauche) of the isle 
of Rugen, made about the year 15r>0 by Matthias von Normann,—a 
man who'^was originally scribe in the judicial court of Bergen, and 
afterwards administered justice there himself in the capacity of pro¬ 
vincial judge (Landvogt.) 

From both these acccftirrls the condition of the peasants in Pomera¬ 
nia aixl Rugen appears in the lOth century to hj^ivc been tolerably free 
and comfortable. Like the villeins in England, their tenures were 
different. > Sonic possessed an^Jicreditary tenure upon their farms, on 
condition of performing certain fixed services upon the mandr-farm of 
the Idrd, and in some cases of paying a fixed money-tribute. Others, 
again, had only a life-tenure, and were subject to indeterminate 
services. But, in Rugen particularly, nearly all the peasants ap¬ 
pear to have stood upon a fixed aniuial tribute, and to have possessed 
an hereditary tenure in iheir tarms. They are described as rich, 
spirited, and warlike, as unwilling to yield in point, of precedence to 
the poorer members of iJ^tt noblcssCt among whom theiv daughters are 
said to have frequently intermarried. They went almost always 
armed, even to feasts and to church. They were fond of hunting, and 
kept good dogs, for the purpose. They might sell their farms when¬ 
ever they pleased, and remove, on condition of delivering to the lord a 
tenth-! pgrt of the purchase-money, together with an heriutand other 
small buttbens. The lord could not turn them out except upon some 
specific and satisfactory ground, and even then tlic peasant was per¬ 
mitted to sell the whole of his farming-stock, and to carry away the 
proceeds free. Occasional fees due to the lord, suck as waidsiiip, 
relief, &c. are defined with considerable precision by Normann. 

But even during the time of the latter, this moderate and easy 
tenure appears to have been gradually declinihg. Normann con¬ 
cludes hts compilation with a complaint, that the lords were daily 
becoming more harsh and oppressive in th^ir exactions, and that the 
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decisions of the provincial courts were decidedly increasing iu severity 
towards the peasants* And even before the Idth century had ex-* 
pired, instances occurred of a practice to which^the annals of lordly 
exaction^ in southern Europe^ do not afford a parallels -■ 

The usual mode of residenceof the peasants was io villages, or snaall 
assemblages of ten or a dozen cabins upon an p:Veragef.tq each of 
which tliere was annexed a portion of arable land, afnoi)ntingiCOinmonly, 
according to Arndt} to about thirty acres. Besides this thefe was a 
certain quantity of pasture and woodland# which the village seemed to 
use in common. Out of the produce pf tins village-land the residing 
peasants were compelled to maintain the farming capifal, and the 
labourers with wiKim they were to cultivate the deoiesne-farin of the 
lord—to pay the taille or state-contribution, from wbic|^ the lord’s 
land is exempt—to furnish the support of the priests, and other duties, 
besides being called upon to laliotir upon the roads, aud ia aid iir 
repairing ciuirchcs whenever it was required. It may be readily oon- 
jecturecl that this list of demands, sujiposing them even to be exacted 
with moderation and humanity, wuulil leave to the peasant a very 
scanty per centage out of the fruits of his labour, and would extnkgiiiBh 
all stimulus to eff'orUand activity. The cultivation of his lord’s land 
would be wretchedly performed} where nothing was to be gained by 
executing it well. This very obvious consideration induced^ many of 
the lords, in the beginning of theX7th century, to adopt the plait' bf 
laying down the peasant-villages fdas Bauemlrgen.) They took the 
small farming capital of the peasants into their own management, 
reducing the latter, ijd^hout the most trifling coafepensation, to tlic 
state of day-labourers* Under pretence that the fanning capital in 
reality belonged to them, and that they might, at pleasure, resume 
that which they had partially entrusted to the management of theif 
dependant, they robbed the peasant of all his little semblance of^pro- 
prietorship, and degraded him to a level with those labourers to whom 
he had previously appeared in the light of an employer and a superior. 
They converted the viliage-^land into'one great demesne farm, which 
they cultivated by means of the farming-capital taken from the pea¬ 
sants, and employed under their own management, and by means qf 
the manual labour of its former posscssors^r 

Arndt mentions numerous demesne-farms, within his own know- 
kdge, which had been in that condition for a very long period, but 
which are stated as peasant-villages in Uic accouats at the beginning 
of the 17tli century. The growing severkv of tereatnient seems to 
have materially increased the number of runaway peasants; for about 
this epoch we meet with numerous edicts to prevent their flight. Even 
in these edicts, the peasants are mentioned in a tone which decisively 
indicates how much their importance hOd declined since the time of 
Normann. 


* the An^o-lndi^n government nmd^ the Zeiriindars propiietors of the 

ihod in jQen^l, under Ikord Corn\y^1Us^ in 1769, the extinction of the hcredititfy 
rights of the ryots Keems to have boon very siinffax to. the' practice here detailed. 
See the account of the reforms of Lt>r(l CornwalnS^ in Mr. Mill’s excellent ** His- 
tory'of British India," book d* ^p. 5. ^ 
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But the hardship of t&cir treatment seems to have teen perpetually 
on the increase even up to the latest years of the i8th century. The 
practice of laying down the .villages continued to be very frequent 
during the i7th^nd 18th centuries, and more so from 1783 to i71M) 
than at any former period. In the tyf^nXy years just following the 
seven years’ war, many villages were laid down not only in the estates 
of the nobles, but in those of the cities and corporations, and in the 
kingly domains. But it has within the last forty years been exclusive^ 
ly confined to the nobles. The inrreased demand for Baltic corn, 
which has arisen in southern Europe during this latter period, has 
been the means of creating this additional anxiety for a better system 
of cultivation than the poor ))ea6ants could be expected to ap|»ly. 
The proprictm's of land have been growing rapidly wealthy, and the 
augmentation of capital cannot be better, attested than by the univer* 
saf complaint, throughout Pomerania and Rugen, of the scarcity of 
workmen. 

To exhibit the light in which those unlmpjiy peasants ba\e been con¬ 
sidered during*the period just alluded to, it is only necessary to in- 
speet a book published at Wismai in 1773, by Balthasar, a jurist of 
some celebrity, and vice-]>rcsident of the Supreme Court in that town. 
In this book (entitled hmniuibus projjriii m i'omerauia") the 
author treats the peasants with the same unfeeling brutality with which 
a^Jj^entucky lawyer would probably speak of a nigger» ** Peasants/' 
says he, *‘must serve their lord when and where he will, by day and 
by night, for th^, the cattle, and the furniture, are all his. They 
Inust perform all^^ervices without limitation or certainty. In any 
difference between the lord and his peasant, the presumption must 
always be in favour of the funner; for it cannot be imagined that he 
would wish to injure hU own piioperty. Banishment is never to be 
employed in punishing a villein; for banishwent wmld be a blessing to 
him^ He defines a villein, res ivtmohilis. Runaways are publicly 
advertised in the Stralsuud newspapers, and a rew'ard offered to any 
one who will forcibly detain and bring them back. 

However, it appears that the movement which, during the last ten 
years of the LUtb century, itnpriuled itself upon almost every member 
df European society, has not been wholly lost even upon the remote 
and debased Pomeranian. lie no longer submits with the same tran¬ 
quillity to see his village laid down, and himself degraded, without 
compensation, into the post of a labourer. Instances have happened 
in which the peasants have made active resistance to the attempt. And 
the lords have of lute scarcely ever been able to carry it through with¬ 
out the offer of some pecuniary recompense, which offer, however, 
Arndt states to ha\c been more frequently dii^s^arded than fulfilled, 
and the poor peasant had no means of enforcing payment. 

It is remarkable thU;i in R%en, where both kanzow and Normann 
declare the state of the pca^aats to have been incomparably more easy 
iu their time than it w^s in Pomerania, tte oppression of this unhappy 
class has, in modern years, far exceeded that wbkb is practised in the 
latter. In Rugen, the nUluher of villeins is to that of free inhabitants 
as three to one: in Pomefanta the aumberitt^ equal* In con* 
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seqncnce of this harsher and more ni{^{>ardly treatment^ the popnkiittii 
of Kn^ii^en has rather declitied durins; the last twenty years of the lUth 
century; in Pomerania it somewhat increased, "The scarcity of 
labourers is, therefore, greater in the former thatf in the latter, and 
their wages proportionally high, amounting to 21 rix-dollars per an¬ 
num, besides certain other perquisites, while the villein-Iahourer re¬ 
ceives only 9 or 10, In Pomerania the villein-labourer receives about 
11 or 12 rix-doilnrs, while the wages of the frce-labourcr do not 
amount to above 15 oflG. 

It is both curious and important to ascertain, if possible, wliat has 
occasioned the gradual increase of rigour and oppression towards this 
unhappy people, during a period wlien the peasantry of other European 
nations has been, if any thing, acquiring rdief and importance in the 
scale of society, Spcculalioii-* upon this 8u)>ject present unusual 
diliicultica; ami when we ha\e obtained -i piineiplc which appears to 
solve the problem in one country, we are disappointed to find, oji ap¬ 
plying it to another, lliat although (he verj same }uhiciplc appears to 
have operated, the results aie ne\eilhcless totally ojipositc, Millar, 
for instance, in his remarks on the English (luvernmejit, (book l.cap. 

5. p, i:iG. Uvo.) explains the gradual extinction of villenage from the 
extensive landed estates acquired by the (>erman setdeVs in the Ro¬ 
man pro\inces, who were thus prevented from lunintainiiig a^igilaut 
inspection over their si i\es, and eomscqucntly obliged to abandon the 
idea of forcibly compelling them to work. It was necessary, he 
to allure them to labour by the possession of aifixed portion of wliat 
they produced, and thes the slaves gradually acquired property, and 
became more independent of their uiastcrs. Now, if we turn our af- 
teiition from England to the eastern pnits of Europe, the fact mom- 
fests ihata*^iin population, scaltered o\cran immense territory, is in 
circuiust^ces the most favour il)le to a perpetual%nd unmitigated 
vdicuage, Rueh is the stite ofPol.iml and Russia, where tlie estates 
of great proprietors are of an extent unknown to the more houn<led 
territories of western Europe, Millar’s theory, tlioicforc, e\ea if it 
were more unexceptionable in point of argument than it reuUy is, 
would be wholly overthrown by on enlarged survey aud eoiupanson of 
difl'erent countries. 

A few general con adorations drawn from an analysis of human 
nature, will tend to ebieidalc the changes which adect the happiness 
of the jioorer classes. 

The motive which impels one man to injure anolhcr is the love of 
enjoy niciit; ami the love of dominion, for the purpose of attaining this 
enjoyment as easily and quickly' as possible. The great mass of 
injury inflicted, therefore, consisln in privation, and in that coercive 
system which is necessary, in order to enforce tlie production and sur¬ 
render of the desirable objects. And if this mass of injury is greater 
in one state of society than in another, tbc reason must be, that mo¬ 
tives have arisen Hetcrmining the oppressors to push their system of 
engrossment and coercion to a greater extremity, wh^e, on the other 
hand, the capacity of resistante, on the part of the oppressed, has 
been diminished. 

VOL. ir. NO. fX. b 
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Now the progress of society uniformly imparts additional strengih 
to idl these motives for ej^action. In a rude age the stimulus arisiag 
from them is feeble end inefficient. When the chi^f enjoys neither a 
more luxurious fare nor a more sumptuous clotliing than the dependant, 
and when both are abundantlv supplied with tliat coarse comfort be*^ 
yond which their ideas do nor extend, the former hasjiitle to gaiu^by 
forcibly pushing the si^rvices pf.the latter to their most productive 
result^ A numerous and warlike retinue is usually the pride of the 
chief, and plentiful subsistence may be obtained for them without 
much oppression^, jJnder these circumstances be may occasionally 
pialtreat, or even destroy, bis dependants, in a tit of passion, but he 
will practi^ no habkuai extortion or cruelty to.^ard6 them* ** Occi- 
clere solent,’' says Tacitus of the ancient Oe^ans, servos, non dis¬ 
cipline ac severitatp, ^ed impetu et ut; inimicum, nisi quod im- 
pun^.”— DeMor. Germ.) . 

^ Kor dpes the love of dominion sj^miilate the rud'e chieftai^ to op¬ 
press his .dependantg, any more than the love of enjoyment. His 
power re^s upon a basis so secure and irresistible, that he has but 
little temptation to extend it by depressing sUU lower those who are 
8 ubjec^;toft. In that univers^simplicity of fare and habits which 
prevails, he has no other mode of distinguishing hin^self, except by 
personal superiority: and the circumstances of mankind during such 
a period, distribute into ^mall tribes continually at^ war with each 
other, conspire to fender his acquisition of these qualities, in some 
degree of perfection,^unperiously necessary. Accordingly, we find 
that in rude times, the men of, the highest birth and opulence are uni¬ 
formly the first men of their day. They shine pre-eminently in all the 
qualities which .are then in.esteem. They are the most courageous 
and skilful combatants, the most capable of supporting^atigue, the 
most distinguished in wrestling, boxing, and all other exercises of 
strength. A tribe never dream of opposing the mandates of one who 
excels in every, accomplishment which their circumstauees teach them 
to appreciate and admire. The constant necessity of employing them 
in military services would, besides, render the chief indisposed to op¬ 
pressive and extortionate acts, even if he had more motive to such 
conduct than ho really has. 

But in process of time these simple habits gradually give place to 
ease and luxury. Personal enjoyments are discovered or invented, 
which it requires Jong and assiduous labour to procure. They are of 
course expensive, and can become the property only of a few. The 
possession of them, therefore, at once creates a visible mark which 
distinguishes the chief from the reat of his tribe, or from other less 
powerful chiefs ; and he is consequently relieved from the necessity 
of that fatiguing perso^ pre-eminence which he had before been 
obliged to maintain. military habits are usually laid aside, and 
the superiority of great proprietors is displayed, not in the field, but 
in exhibitions of comparative Opulence and splendour. Thus the 
thirst for personal enjoyment, riie desire of distinction, and the love 
of ei^e, all unit^ in inspiring an aj^ot demandibr expensive luxuries. 
And this taste can only be gratified by obtaining from the peasants as> 
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large a produce as their labour can pd^sibly be made to funtisfa. 
The strongest 4notive would be created for the aoqui)i|tion of a larger 
money-revenue.* 

In consequence of this alteration of taste, those arratigements for 
production, which had been established dqring the previous era of 
rudeness and simplicity, would at-once be perceived^to be clumsy 
and incompetent." The lord's farm, cultivated by the partial aadtUt* 
tennittent exertions of peasants who w^e engaged in tillage elsewhere 
upon their own account, would meet with careless and unskilful 
treatment. Under these circuhtstandes, there would be two moddi pf 
augmenting the money-revenue of the lord. It might be augmented 
either by placing the peasant upon a fixed and^independent tenure,^ 
by exacting from him a ^finite .^rtion^of produce, and bribing him 
to a stricter elTort and ^attention bv tfie proep^t of securely appro¬ 
priating the remainder. Or it * might be augmefMed if idle lord could 
seize and employ ^okly^r^is own purposes ttie farming capital| the 
services of which had befoire partially belonged to him; eud if, by 
the use of skilful and methodized compulsion, like that exercised 
over a negro slave, he could oblige the peasant to work m the most 
efficient manner which terror can secure, reserving to nimself the 
whole of the produce, except what might be barely sufficleot to main¬ 
tain the life and strength of the labourer. Eitlier of these ti^^modes 
of proceeding would supply the lord with a larger revenue than he 
could obtain by a medium between them. In the former case, the 
stimulus to exertion springs tip spontaneously vdthin the bosom of the * 
peasant; in the latter case, it is provided from without. But if by 
vexatious and indefinite exactions, his native energies are cyppkd 
and repressed, while this deficiency of motive is not supplied by 
external compulsion, it seems evident that the whole produce of 
his labour, as well as the share which the lord received of would 
decline to the lowest possible point. ? 

Though, however, the revenue of the lord might be augmented in 
either of these two ways, it appears undeniable that the latter would 
be the more lucrative of the two. The lord was before a partner in the 
proprietorsliip of the farming capital. To engross the whole of it. 


* Wc Are apt to overrate tlie degree of evil inflicted by one individual upon ano¬ 
ther during a rude airc, because, In perus'mgthe history of such a period, occasional 
acts of excessivo cruelty aud brutality arc presented to us, which a civilized aqciety 
would not have tolerated. The banquet of Thyestes would never have ocdSrrea 
even in the slave plantations of CarolLoa. But deeds which originate entirely 
disinterested revenge or fury can never be very frequent, because the motivd^' to 
perpetrate them must of necessity be confined to a few. The whole muss of injury 
brought about in this manner is always trifiing, when compured with that which 
arises from applying only just us much of the painful stimulus us is necessary to ca- 
Snre complete privation. Self-interest, the motive to the hitter acts, is universal in 
its operation, and therefore the frequency and continuity of such a system of force 
more than compensates for the slighter injury which each individual application of 
it may cause. Compare the present situation of negro-slaves with that which it 
would be, if their masters only demanded of them an much as jQOuld be produced 
by the labour of two days in the week, and if they had only to dread the effects of 
casual fury and intemperance. 

V 2 
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and to make liimself the sole possessor, would be the nios.t profitable' 
patll which be oiqbild pursue. 

But we need not enquire whether this method of compulsory appro¬ 
priation would really be more lucrative than that of settling the 
peasant upon a certain and undisturbed tenure, in order to determine 
which of the two the lords would probably adopt, supposing both to 
be equally easy and practicable. Were the former method attended 
with only equal gain, or perhaps with somewhat less, it would infal¬ 
libly be preferred, fr 9 m the extension of power and supremacy which 
accompanies it. To barter away dominion is at all times highly 
odious and humiliating;' and experience attests, that wherever a 
choice is offered, mankind invariably employ the compulsory process, 
from the flattering sense of superiority which it involves. 

The same motive, tfierefore/ which under one set of circumstances 
would lead a proprietoi**^ lay di>wn his peasant-villages, would under 
another set induce him to place them on fixed and independent tenures. 
Both steps would be dictaterl by bis desire of raising a larger revenue ; 
J[>ut as the former process is both more attractive and eft'cctual, it may 
be assumed,^bat nothing but want of power to realise its conditions 
could have brought jiroprietors to adopt the latter. Instead, therefore, 
of enquiring what occasioned proprietors to adopt it in the North of 
Europe,'we ought rather to ask what prevented them from adopting 
it in the South ; in other words, what imparted to the peasants in the 
South an additional capacity of resistance. 

(To he cov eluded in out nexin) 


YOUTH AND LOVE. 

While Youth o'er Fancy^s gay doinaiu 
Roved heedless of approaching pain. 
Young Cupid, with his wonted art, 

Slily stole liis easy heart, 

And bore it, joying in his guile. 

On Zephyrs to the Cyprian isle : 

There to a rose-bud’s silken shrine 
Did be his throbbing prize consign ; 

With witchery and magic spell. 

For heart to feci, not tongue to tell. 

He folded it from mortal view. 

And seal’d it up with morning dew. 

There steep’d in bliss full long it slept. 
While o’er it Love his vigil kept— 

In vain, for when, with ardent ray. 

The radiant planet of the day 
In fulness of meridian power 
Shone on the faithless guardian flower. 
The opening petals of the rose 
Their trembling captive soon disclose. 

And Youth, who long had sought in vain. 
Found, ne’er to lose, his heart again. 


Y. 
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EARL BUISTOL^S FAREWELL. 

Crbeve not, dearc love, although we often pai4e. 
But know, that Nature gently doth us sever. 
Thereby to traine us up with tender arte 
To brooke that day^hen we must part for ever. 

For Nature, doubting we should be surprised 
liy that sad day, whose dread doth chiefly feare.us. 
Doth keepe us dayly schooled and exercised, 

IjCSL (hat the fright thereof should overbeare us. 


POSTERITY. 

I DIKED the oilier day witli a friend wliQ^Jives at ITampstead, 
and returned to town in the evening (for my .friend has tlie good 
sense to dine at foiir 't>’’clock) by the patliway that Jeads;aeross the 
flelds to the Regent’s Park. As I walked along, congratulating 
myself upon residing in a quarter of London to wliich so rural 
a scene is contiguous, I observed a board announc|pg that the 
adjoining ground was to be let on a building lease, 'i’his notice 
renunded me of what I had lately heard witli much regret, that 
there was some intention of converting tlie whole of the beautiful 
prospect between the New Road and the hills into a mass of brick¬ 
work. The slightest impulse will send the mind on a long jou;(;- 
ney. From reflections tlius casually suggested upon a change that 
I might yet live to witness, I soon passed on to speculate upon the 
many stranger revolutions that may be expected to occur, as well 
in the surface of the soil, as in the moral and political condition of 
the inhabitants, when I, and all tliat belongs to mo, shall be 

among forgotten things.” Without stopping to inquire what 
forms the surrounding scene may assume to my children and their 
children, I at once pushed on to a remoter point, and asked. What 
will London be three or four centuries hence What will Eng¬ 
land be ?—w^hat her jKiwcr, and virtues, and opinions? Will the 
men of that <lay knik back upon us their ancestors with pride, or 
with contempt ? or will they disgrace us by their degeneracy ! Will 
ihev still be for ever waging w^ar upon the French, and taxes upon 
tlicraselves ? Will such things as Holy Alliances be known or 
tolerated? America too, what will she have become? Ar^ there 
yet in store a couple of dozen protracted wars, and some hundred 
sea-fights, to settle the rival claims of her and England ? Will the 
predictions of tlic philanthropist be realized in Africa ? Will New 
South Wales, after passing through successive generations of pick¬ 
pockets, colonists, rebels, and republicans—^will slie at last, starting 
up in the spirit of ambitious insubordination, and ^rding her loin'* 
withhqi: federal compact, become the seat of empire and renown, 
ihe seeds of which now lie ready for exportation in our gaols and 
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transport-hulks ? These, and similar meditations, occupied me 
during the remainder of my walk ; and before I reached my own 
door, 1 had more than once heaved a wish, with the Macedonian 
COTiqueror, that, clioosing my own time, I might be allowed to 
take just one interesting peep from igy grave, in order to ascertain, 
not what the then world would say ot me, but what I should think 
of it. The last Number of the New Monthly lay upon my table 
—I took it up, and having read the continuation of “Jonathan 
Kentucky’s Journal,” retired to rest. My brain was still busy 
with the thoughts of the evening—I was no sooner asleep than I 
became, instanter^ the Editor of “ The New Monthly Magazine.” 
In that capaci^ I fancied myself to be in the act of inspecting 
some papers offered for insertion, when a person of a strange and 
indescribable appearance, whom I had not observed entering the 
room, touched my elbow, and presented a letter, which, he said, 
he had particular instructions to deliver into my own hands. 
Having broken the seal, I turned round to ask if an immediate 
answer was required; but the messenger had vanished. The 
following mere the contents of this mysterious communication 

To the Editor of the New Mouihiy Magazine^ 

mFuturity-Hally Aug. 3, 2200. 

Mr. Editor,— 1 am not in the habit of intruding myself on the 
public; 1 am, on the contrary, by nature, of a proverbially retiring 
disposition—^yet it is well known, that if flattery could have made me 
vain, I ought to entertain no mean opinion of myself; for not only did 
Shakspeare, Milton, Bacon, and the few other British writers with 
whom 1 am acquainted, compose their works professedly rather for 
me than for their contemporaries, but I am credibly informed, that 
irfyriads of authors besides, of every age and country, but whose 
names have never reached me, have had the kindness to express 
themselves as peculiarly ambitious of my approbation—and in all the 
controversies upon their respective merits, have invariably referred 
the question to me as sole and final arbitrator. I have no doubt that 
several of your literary friends, both poets and others, entertain the 
same favourable opinion of my taste and judgment, and are generously 
devoting their time and talents fur my instruction and amusement. 
Pray present my compliments to them (I wish I knew their names), 
and say from me, that I am fully sensible of their liberality, though I 
may never feel the benefits of it. However, as a small mark of my 
gratitude, I have determined, for once, to depart from my usual habits 
of silence and reserve; and as you and my other ancestors must 
doubtless be curious to get a glimpse of Old England in the 23d 
century, and to have an authentic specimen, however trifling, of the 
literary and social opinions of us moderns, I beg leave to inclose for 
your and their perusal, a few extracts from the last number of one of 
our monthly magazines—^the “ Old Hampstead.” It is considered as 
one of the best-conducted of our periodical publication^, and far 
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superior to its inveterate rival, the Highgate Critic.” In this judg¬ 
ment I am impartial, for I occasionally throw ofl' an article for both ; 
but the ** Oki Hampstead” has really more talent, and, besides, it is 
venerable to my imagination'from its antiquity. It was established as 
far back as the year 2050, when the Hampstead side of the metropolis 
was first becoming, what it now unquestionably is, the centre of fashion 
and intellect. The first editor was Mr. Stapleton Scott—a very 
worthy and intellectual person by aU accounts—and who claimed to 
be lineally descended from a Sir Walter of th^ same name, who 
flourished iu literature (as Stapleton used often to boast) between two 
and three hundred years before. This Sir Walter, by the by, wrote 
some pleasing poems, as far as I can judge from one or two extracts 
preserved in the lately-published '‘Specimens of the ancient Schools 
of English Poetry.” His descendant also asserted that the old Baro¬ 
net bad amassed a large fortune, and acquired great reputation in his 
day (the latter of which alone devolved upon Stapleton), by a series 
of novels and romances; but hearing that they all were written in the 
Scotch dialect of the time, and dealt too much in diahtgiies between 
hags and marauders, 1 never felt inclined to read them. 

I hope that what 1 write is perfectly intelligible to yo||. In fact, I 
have taken some pains to hit upontlic exact degree of antiquution that 
may accord with the style of your age—a task for which, I flatter my¬ 
self, I am not entirely unfit, as I often take up a volume of old Field¬ 
ing, Goldsmith, Junius, and that venerable dame of blessed memory to 
the lovers of the marvellous, Anne Radclifl'e. 1 have done the same 
with the following extracts—expunging modernisms, and substituting 
the ancient phraseology wherever I considered the alteration requisite. 
But, on the wltole, our sturdy language wears well, and has been less 
affected by the shocks of time than many of your day predicted. 

With compliments to the 19th century, I am, 

Mr. liditor. 

Ever your’s, Posteritt. 

« Prora the Old Hampstead Magazine for Augmt 2200. 

“ MISCELLANEOUS. 

When I reside iu the country, I am seldom thrown into traiu 3 of 
melancholy reflection upon the evanescence of human hopes and con¬ 
cerns—or (what is but an extension of the same sentiment) upon the 
general tendency to decay in all the visible productions of nature. The 
reason, I take it, is, that in the case of vegetable mortality, the season 
of reproduction so regularly and rapidly succeeds—or, to adopt the 
expression of a celebrated living poet, “ the death of the year” is so 
quickly followed by a glorious resurrection, that it were an idle and 
fastidious sorrow to mourn over what is less a loss than a teno^rary 
separation. It were as rational to pass every night of our live^h be¬ 
wailing the decease of the sun. It is only where the spectator himself 
is on the eve of a final removal, either to another world, or to some 
distant land whence he may never return, that such a feeling should 
be indulged; and then, I allow, it is both natural and relieving, as we 
look for the last time upon the homeliest of the famiUar objects around 
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us, to heave a farewell sigh, aud shed a parting tear. BuC 1 never pass 
many days in a large city, more especially in this gigantic nietropoiia, 
where every street and edifice reminds me of past ages, and is itself, as 
it were, the monument of some dead generation, without being forcibly 
reminded of the lapse of time, and the vicissitudes it brings upon the 
affairs of men. Considered in this view, a stately capital, with its 
grand spires, and ])alaces, and squares, all in the most complete re¬ 
pair, becomes as strong and affecting an evidence of mortality, as if, 
with old Babylon, it lay in ruins and desolation, with nothing save a 
huge mound, like an ancient giant’s grave, to mark the spot where all 
its glory was buried. In either case, the imagination will equally ask 
—Where are the builders ? Where are the old joys, and hopes, aud 
projects, that once revelled within these walls ? Where the now- 
furgotten poet, that strutted in the prophetic assurance of immortal 
renown—or the young enthusiast, with his burning vows of eternal 
constancy and love—or the founders of the many races of extinct 
oinnions, which they fondly imagined had been immovably tixed upon 
a lime-proof basis Alas, even their epitaphs are gone! and the sole 
remnants of their former existence, could we discover where they lay, 
would be a few handfuls of nameless dust! 

“ Such were the reHoctiojis that passed through my mind iu rapid 
but mournful procession^ us 1 looked down the other day from the 
steeple of Brinirose church uj>on the circumjacent wilderness of build¬ 
ings. (This noble structure, if I recollect right, was commenced in 
the last year of the reign of Stephen the Third, of glorious memory, 
A. D. 2096, and completed iu the following year by his illustrious suc¬ 
cessor, Henry the Twelfth, the wisest aud most accomplislicd prince, 
excepting his present gracious Majesty, that ever adorned the British 
Throne.) 1 had ascended to this eminence in company with a friend, 
his wife, and their young family, who had lately arrived from Devon¬ 
shire, and being suddenly recalled, were anxious to be enabled to say, 
on their return home, that they had seen* the whole of London. We 
were accompanied by my ingenious neiglibour, the author of “ Isaac’s 
Letters to his Great-Grandchildren,” a writer who, in addition to 
his being a profound antiquarian, possesses the happy talent of en¬ 
livening every topic that he touches, by that style of genuine humour, 
in which we are confessedly so superior to any preceding age. 

“ The view was a glorious (me ; yet my constitutional melancholy 
began to break oht, and I could not refrain from moralizing upon it. 
‘ I have a painting (said I, turning to iny Devonshire friend,) of the scene 
beneath us, as ancient as the beginning of the nineteenth century— 
the good old days of Wellington and Nelson. It was then a rural 
scene. The mound over which w e stand was, as the name imports, 
covered with primroses. Hither, on Sundays and holidays, the citi¬ 
zens df London, or, to adopt the simple phraseology of the time, 
** numerous well-dressed persons (►f both sexes,” delighted to resort. 
Happy and innocent times! Methinks I still can see the cheerful 
groups moving along in tranquil procession, to enjoy their homely re¬ 
creation, their little children trotting by their side, or sporting in 
the new-made hay upon the plain, or gaily clamberiug up the yellow 
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mounts and returniug, each wUh a glorious bunch of primroses in his 
hand. Alas ! they little imagined what a change a few generations of 
bricklayers were destined to work upon this spot. The site of yon¬ 
der murky brcwbouse was then a delicious tea-garden. In tbe adja¬ 
cent lane, then a shady sequestered avenue, in which the grasshopper 
chirped a welcome to the strolling lovers, the lazy waggon now growls 
along. For the lowing herd we have now the bawling watchman—to 
shrubberies and hedgerows have succeeded hies of hackney-coaches— 
and the very spot, perhaps, upon which the coy maiden of those days 
blushed her acceptance of the plighted vow, is now usurped by anti¬ 
pastoral barrels of pickled beef for exportation, or “ all articles in 
the hardware line, for ready money only.” These changes make me 
sad. The enormous corpulency of our metropolis is, doubtless, a 
j)roud test of our opulence and power; still I can never recur to its 
etfects upon our rural habits, without envying those siinidcr times, 
when the luiniblcst and most central citizen could sally forth once a 
week to refresh his senses, and ventilate himself and his little ones, Iti 
a country excursion ; but now interminable streets and squares fence 
him in on every point, and nature and fresh air have heconie a day’s 
journey from Cheapside.’ 

“ * And yet (returned my antiquarian friend, taking up tbe conversa¬ 
tion) I have never repined at being condenmed to live in the present 
age. I know something of the “ good old times” of which you speak. 
Let not a sounding phrase impose upon us. Our ancestors of the 
nineteenth century may have had a few wise and virtuous men among, 
them ; but as a generation, they were barbarous and perverse. With 
what contempt do the philosophers t)f our days refer to their maxims 
of state and legislation—their eternal wars—their senseless restrictions 
upon commerce—their criminal code—their laws for killing men and 
preserving pheasants—their taxation, the child of glory and the pa¬ 
rent of grumbling—their sinecures—their legal fictions—their special 
action on the case for calling a scoundrel by his proper name. What 
trifling with common sense ! what tampering with human life! The 
same act in those days was murder in a court of justice, and honour 
in a ball-room. You sec that spot beneath us which still retains its 
primaeval name, the once famous Chalk Farm. It was there that 
our “ good old forefathers” used to meet and pistol one another upon 
principles which we arc unable to comprehend. I sha^l not go in 
detail through the folly ot their institutions: let a single fact suffice. 
The youth of those times were taught their first notions of govern¬ 
ment in the Republican writers of Greece and Rome; and when they 
came to man’s estate, were certain of being pilloried or hanged if 
they ventured, in word or act, to manifest a distaste to monarchical 
establishments. The same spirit of perverseness disgraced their Utfe 
rature, I have sometimes taken up a volume of their now-forgott<m 
poetry, but at the first page have been compelled to fling away the 
unnatural trash in disgust. Their most popular poetry was the apo¬ 
theosis of all that can be conceived most loathsome or abominable 
in wretchednens or in crime. Reprobates, who even then would not 
have been admitted into decent society, aid who, if indicted at the 
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quairter-sessions, must have been sentenced to whipping and low diet, 
were versified into right good poetical heroes; and the records of 
their misdemeanours were (to use the critical cant of the day) “ to 
last as long as the English language.’* What a complimentary pre¬ 
sentiment of our morals and our taste! Nor was this generation only 
irrational; it appears to have been completely, miserable. I read that 
suicide was one of the customs of the country. Only imagine what a 
fearful and precarious tenure must have been existence, when a man, 
though he should escape the vengeance of the laws, and his neigh¬ 
bour’s spring-guns, and his friend’s bullet, was, after all, in hourly 
danger of blowing out his own brains. We laugh or shudder at these 
things; but they called themselves enlightened, and would have de-* 
flounced as a fantastic speculator, any one who should hold (what 
we admit as self-evident truths) that capital punishments may be abo¬ 
lished w'ithout increasing crimes—that the laws should not favour par¬ 
tridges—that it is wiser to spend our money in drinking French wine, 
than in shedding French and English blood—that an appetite for mili¬ 
tary glory is the test of a barbarous age~that the democratic writers 
of antiquity arc not the fittest manuals of allegiance—that poetry 
should not countenance beldames and ruffians—and, finally, that it 
was very unthinking in those who denied all this, to call themselves 
** a thinking people.” ’ 

" Mvsic, —Mamaboo, the celebrated violin player from Timbuctoo, 
who for the last four years has been performing in the principal capi¬ 
tals of Africa and Europe, made his first appearance before a British 
nudience on the 20th ult. Wc found that fame bad not belied his 
powers. Nothing can exceed the brilliancy of his execution. He 
was frequently and rapturously encored. Mamaboo is not only one 
of the most admirable musicians of his- age, but we have it from good 
authority that he possesses the mind and manners of an accomplished 
gentleman. He speaks his own language with great elegance, and 
French and English with considerable fluency. One little trait of 
him is worth relating. The day after his arrival in London, when 
asked what national object of curiosity he was most desirous to visit, 
he feelingly replied, * The grave of Clarkson.’ He confirms our late 
statement, that a splendid monumeut to the memory of that illustrious 
philanthropist has been erected in the capital of Timbuctoo. The 
following is the inscription, as translated by Mamaboo. * The Afri¬ 
cans, now free and happy, remember the benefits conferred four hun¬ 
dred years ago upon their suffering ancestors by Thomas Clarkson, 
an Englishman,* And yet perhaps the single specimen of the civili¬ 
zation of modern Africa, as manifested in the talents of this interest- 
stranger, should be contemplated as a more valuable and affecting 
memorial of our countryman’s merits, than the most gorgeous tribute 
that architecture could bestow.” 

** AniiquiHes. Velocipede. A Fellow of Cambridge has just published 
an interesting Treatise upon the origin and use of this curious tnstni- 
ment, respecting which the opinions of antiquarians have been so 
long divided. The prevailing notion of late has been, that it was a 
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mere plaything of our ancestors; but the present writer advances a 
different theory, which he certainly supports with considerable ability 
and research. The substance of his doctrine may be shortly stated: 
• He produces incontestable documents to she^ that the period when 
the Velocipede first appeared in England was in the nineteenth cen¬ 
tury, towards the close of what was denominated the ^ Peninsular 
war/ (It may be necessary to inform some of our readers, that this 
war was conducted in Spain, under the auspices of Wellington, a 
well-known general of his day ; aud that its successful result was 
to give a timely check to the ambitious encroachments of Napoleon 
Bonaparte.) * Now,' says our author, * the enem^ being, at the 
commencement of the contest, superior in cavalry, (an historical fact) 
is it not quite natural to assume, that the Government would buy up 
all the spare horses in the kingdom, and ship them off to reinforce 
the British army ? My conclusion, therefore, is, that in the general 
scarcity of horses, caused by this necessary measure. Velocipedes 
were inveuted to supply their place. This conclusion is corroborated 
by three most powerful circumstances: First, There is extant a co¬ 
loured engraving, bearing date about the period in question, in which 
a Royal Duke is represented as travelling from London to Windsor on 
a velocipede. Is it to be imagined, that a prince of the blood 
would not have procured a horse, if the substitute were not the fami¬ 
liar vehicle of the higher classes? Secondly, Velocipedes fell into 
disuse shortly after the conclusion of the war; and. Thirdly, I find, 
by the parliamentary records, that about the same time the agricul¬ 
tural tax was repealed—a tax, let me say, w hich our ancestors, not¬ 
withstanding their ignorance of the first principles of political econo¬ 
my, would never have imposed, had not the pressing demands of the 
state for those animals been such as to justify the apparent impolicy 
of the measure.' On the whole, we are rather disposed to concur 
with this ingenious antiquarian." 

“ AMERICA. 

“ To the Editor of the Old Hampstead Magazine, 

London^ July 17, 2200. 

Mr. Editor, —I cannot refrain from making a few observations 
upon a letter signed Columbus, inserted in your last,therein the 
writer, as it appears to me, has been seduced by his national prepos- 
sessious info a strain of very invidious comparison, and into many un¬ 
founded conclusions upon the subject of the respective merits of 
America and England. 

** The first point that he introduces, and on which he seems especi- 
ally to pique himself, is, * the superior courtesy and refinement of mari¬ 
ners, which so pre-eminently distinguish the American gentleman 
from the less fortunate inhabitant of every other quarter of the globe.' 
Really, Mr. Editor, this is going rather too far. This is the first 
time I ever heard it was a misfortune to have been born an English¬ 
man; and even if it were so, I should not deem it * pre-eminently 
courteous' in this American ‘ gentleman,’ to make a voyage across the 
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Atlantic for the purpose of telling me so. 1 know not what Culuni* 
bus's notions of reHiiemcnt may be, but I sincerely pray, that the 
youth of Olil England may long continue uninfected by the hnical airs 
and jaunty gait, and c^eminate babble, aud sentimental languor, and 
6uperhuma%grimace, Qf the Transatlantic coxcombs that infest our 
drawing-rooms. 

" He goes on: * Even the boasted ” British fair” consider their at¬ 
tractions incomplete, unless their minds have received a final polish 
in the brilliant circles of Washington and Pluladelphia, and tbeir per¬ 
sons a final fascination from the unrivalled productions of the Ameri¬ 
can loom.’ Mr. Editor, in answer lo this pretended superiority of 
American manners and manufactures, I appeal to all (except the 
ladies, who will never listen to reason) wtietlier English conversation 
and English studs have not always been allow^ed, by the most compe¬ 
tent judges, to be fully equal (in my opinion they are far superior) 
to any thing in that way that we have seen imported from America— 
and if the * British fair' have had the folly to think otherwise, does 
not Columbus see that it is, and has been from time immemorial, a 
part of woman’s nature to despise every thing native, and to dote 
upon whatever is foreign. They must have foreign fashious, foreign 
phrases, foreign attitudes, foreign perfumes, foreign shrubs and flow¬ 
ers ; even in daily conversation, the indelible character of their sex 
breaks out, and, try to fix their minds upon what you will, they are 
sure to fly off to something foreign to the sobjcct. It is hence, be¬ 
lieve me, and not from the intrinsic beauty or value of the articles, 
that wc see our wives and daughters bedizened in Kentucky gauze, 
and East Florida satin, and Susquehana lace, and head-dresses 
a tlllinoisj and the various tdher items of Transatlantic frippery. 

** Columbus complains of our travelling: he rails at the insolence of 
our w^aiters and hostlers, and descants in a strain of sensitive subli¬ 
mity upon the transcendent horrors of a double-bedded room, ‘ an 
abomination never heard of in his native land.’ In answer to this 
exquisite tirade, 1 shall merely ask him, if he ever chanced to hear of 
the homelv Jonathan of days of yore, who never gniinblcd at making 
one of thrcc-in-a-hcd, and w'ould have been affronted at its being 
Innted to him that he was not enjoying substantial comfort. I shall 
not follow Columbus through his pompous detail of the political im¬ 
portance and resources of the American empire, nor through his rap¬ 
turous eulo^ums upon the American schools of painting and sculpture, 
and upon * the generations of statesmen, ])hilosophers, and poets, 
whose names have shed a lustre upon the laud that produced them,’ 
As to some of the facts asserted, I shall only say, that, judging from 
a single specimen, I must allow his countrymen to possess tlic inven¬ 
tive faculty in a high degree, while his reasonings and general views 
seem to savour mofe of the exploded absurdities of three or four 
centuries ago, than of the juster notions tliat distinguish the present 
philosophic and enlightened age. 

‘‘ Your constant Iloailcr, 

“BuiTANNicrs.” 
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“ LITERATURE. 

» , 

“ To the Editor of the Old Hampstead Magazine* 

“ SiR,^—^Your inhuman allusion to me in your late strictures upon 
modern poetry was too palpable to be misunderstood, l^ave there¬ 
fore to inform you, that my poem was submitted to the public at the 
ardent solicitations of several literary friends, whose judgments are 
not inferior to that of any periodical critic in the kingdom. But I 
never expected that it could please the present degenerate taste. I 
told them what I now tell you, that it was written for posterity, and 
to the decision of an impartial posterity 1 confidently appeal. 

July 6, 2200. Yours, 

** Anthony Sanguine." 


TO THE DAISY.* 

Sweet simple flower, though lost to fame. 

And scorn’d by every thoughtless wight; 

How proud the orb which gave thy name— 

That splendid orb which jields us light! 

Surely thou Vt Nature’s favour’d flower I 
She form’d thy peerless virgin ray. 

Then bade thec grace young Spring's new [jowct. 

And, with him, hail the God of Day. 

The glowing God beheld thee fair. 

As brightly glancing from the sky. 

And, pleased at Nature’s friendly care. 

He said, “ Henceforth be call’d mine eve.” 

Now each returning season brings 
Thy little silv’iy form to light. 

When Nature’s fairy finger flings 
Her gifts, all teeming with delight! 

Why valued less, because not rare 
Thy beauty meets the common eye? 

The Jay's blest orb on each his share 
Of warmth bestows—on low and high I 

Th^ modest mien, thy lowly sphere. 

Shall to my footsteps sacred be. 

And as 1 view that orb so dear. 

Sweet flower! I 'll still remember thee. 

L. 


* << Thus the ^ord * daisy' is a thousand times pronounced, without our advert* 
ingtothe beauty of its etyinoloi^y, viz. ‘ the eye of day.' "—New Monthly Mao. 
vol. L page 133. art. CAMPDiat'a Lec ruuES. 
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LETTEKS FROM SPAIN. 

BY DON LEUCADIO DOBLADO. 

LETTER V, 

Dear Madam, Seville, - 1790. 

I NOW forward to you the conclusion of my friend's narrative On 
the formation of the intellectual and moral character of a Spanish 
Clergyman/^* My next letter will introduce you to a national 
spectacle peculiarly our own,~io the arena of a bull-fight. 

L. D. 

** The Spanish universities had continued in a state worthy of the 
thirteenth century, till Campomanes, an enlightened minister of 
Chafes III., gave them an amended plan of studies, which, though 
far below the level of knowledge over the rest of Europe, seems at 
least to recognise the progress of the human mind since the revival of 
letftrs. The present plan forbids the study of the Aristotelic philo¬ 
sophy, and attempts the introduction of the inductive system of Ba¬ 
con; but is shamefully deficient in the department of literature. 
Three years successive attendance in the schools of logic, natural 
philosophy, and metaphysics, is the only requisite for a masters 
degree ; and, though the examinations are both long and severe, few 
of the Spanish universities have yet altered the old statute, which 
obliges the candidates to draw their theses from Aristotle's logics and 
physics, and deliver a long discourse upon one chapter of each ; thus 
leaving their daily lectures perfectly at variance with the final exami¬ 
nations. Besides these preparatory schools, every university has 
three or four {professors of divinity, as many of civil and canon law, 
and seldom less of medicine. The students are not required to live 
in colleges. There arc, how^ever, establishments of this kind for 
under-graduates; but being, for the most part, intended for a limited 
number of poor boys, they make no part of the Academic system. 
Yet some of these colleges have, by a strange c(»mbination of circum¬ 
stances, risen to such a height of splendour and infiuence, that 1 must 
digress into a short sketch of their history. 

** The original division of Spanish colleges into minor and mujor, 
arose from the branches of learning for which they were intended. 
Grammar and rhetoric alone were taught in the first; divinity, law, 
and medicine, in the last. Most of the major colleges were, by papal 
bulls and royal decrees, erected into universities, where, besides the 
fellows, students might repair daily to hear the public lectures, and 
finally take their degrees. Thus the university of this town (Seville) 
was, till lately, attached to this major college, the rector or head of 
which, elected annually by the fellows, was, by virtue of his office, 
rector of the university. This, and four other colleges at Salamanca, 
enjoying similar privileges, but far exceeding ours in wealth and in¬ 
fiuence, formed the literary aristocracy of Spain. Though the statutes 
gave no exclusion to plebeians, the circumstances required in the 
candidates for fellowships, together, with the esprit de corps actuating 
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the electors, confiaed such pl^es to the noUcMc. Anxious to in¬ 
crease their influence, none of the five major colleges of Spain could 
ever be induced to elect any one who was not connected with some of 
the best families. This, however, was but a prudential st^, to avoid 
the public disgrace to which the pruebas, or interrogatones rdative 
to blood, might otherwise expose the candidates. One of the fellows 
was« and is still, at Seville, according to the statutes, to repair to the 
birth-place of the parents of the elected member, as well as to those 
of his two* grandfathers aild grandmothers—except when any of them 
is a foreigner, a circumstance which prevents the journey, though not 
the inquiry—iu order to examine upon oath, from fifteen to thirty 
witnesses at each place, who, either from their own knowledge, or the 
current report of the tow^n, must swear that the ancestor in question 
never was a menial servant, a shopkeeper or petty tradesman, a 
mechanic, had neither himself, nor any of his relations, beenpunist^d 
by the Inquisition, nor was descended from Jews, Moors, Africans, 
Indians, or Guanchos, t.c. the aborigines of the Canary Islands. It 
is evident that none but the hereditary gentry could expose them¬ 
selves to this ordeal: and, as the pride of the reporter, together with 
the character of his college, were highly interested in the purity of 
blood of every member, no room was left for the evasions commonly 
resorted to for the admission of knights in the military orders. 

Thus, in the course of years, the five »ia;or colleges * could com¬ 
mand the influence of the first Spanish families all over the kingdom. 
It was besides a point of honour among such as had obtained a fellow¬ 
ship, never to desert the interest of their college: and, as every 
cathedral in Spain has three canonries, which must be^btained by a 
literary competition, of which the canons themselves are the judges, 
wherever a major collegian had obtained a stall, he w'as able to secure 
a strong party to any one of his college who should offer himself as 
a champion at those literary jousts. The chapters, on the other 
hand, were generally inclined to strengthen their own importance «by 
the accession of people of rank, leaving poor and unknown scholars to 
grovel in their native obscurity. No place of honour in the church 
and law was left unoccupied by the collegiavs; and even the distribu¬ 
tion which those powerful bodies made of their members—as if not 
only all the best otiices and situations, but even a choice of them, 
were in tfaeit hands—was no secret to the country at large. Fellows 
in orders, who possessed abilities, were kept in reserve for the literary 
ccmpetiticfM* Such as could not appear to advantage at those public 
trials were, by means of court favour, provided for with stalls in the 
wealthiest cathedrals. The absolutely dull and ignorant were made 
inqnintars, who, passing judgment in their secret halls, could not dis¬ 
grace the college by their blunders. Medicine not being in honour,' 
there were no fellows of that profession. The lay uienibera of the 

* Tliere exist in Spain some other colleges which arc also called major; but 
none, except four at Salamanca, and one at Seville, were reckoned as a part of the 
literary aristocracy of the counUy. None but these had the privilege of referring 
all their interests and concerns to a committee of the supreme council of the nation, 
expressly named for that purpose/' 
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major colleges belonged exclusively Vo the law, but they would never 
quit their tcllowships except for a place among the judges. Even in 
the present low ebb of collegiate influence, the College of Seville 
would disown any of the fellows M'ho should act as a mere advocate. 

** While the colleges were still at the height of their power, Cam- 
ponianes, a young lawyer, whose great abilities were his only recom¬ 
mendation, offered himself as a candidate for one of the fellowships at 
Salamanca, and was disdainfully rejected. By an extraordinary com¬ 
bination of circumstances, he rose to be prime minister of state, 
under Charles III. The extraordinary success he had met with in 
public life, could not, however, heal the wound his pride had received 
in his youth. But, besides the inducement of his private feelings, he 
seems to have been an enemy to all influence which was not exerted by 
th$ king and his ministers. Tw'o powerful bodies, the Jesuits and the 
colleges, engrossed so forcibly, and, I may say, painfully, his attention, 
th^ it was wittily observed, ‘ thait'ic spectacles he wore had painted 
gliRses, one representing,^ Jesuit, the other a collegian’—he was so 
intent against both. The destruction to which he had doomed them 
was, at length, accomplished by bis means. His main triumph w^ns, 
indeed, over the Jesuits : yet bis success against the colleges, though 
certainly less splendid,- was the more gratifying to his personal feel¬ 
ings. The method he employed in the downfall of the last is not un¬ 
worthy of notice, both for its perfect simplicity, and the light it throws 
upon the state and character of the country. Having the whole 
patronage of the Crown in his hands, he placed, within a short time, 
all the existing members of the Salamanca colleges, in the most 
desirable situ^ions both of the church and law, tilling their vacancies 
with young men of no family. Thus the bond of collegiate influence 
was suddenly snapj)ed asunder : the old members disowned their suc¬ 
cessor^, and such as a few days before looked upon a fellowship as 
an object of ambition, would have felt mortified at the sight of a ro- 
latjjre wearing the gown of a riformrd college. The majtfr college of 
Seville was attacked by other means. Without enforcing the admis¬ 
sion of the unprivileged classes, the minister, by an arbitrary order, 
deprived it of its right to confer degrees. The convention of doctors 
and masters were empowered to elect their own rector, and tianie 
professors for the schools, which were subsequently opened to the 
public in one of the deserted houses that had belonged to the Jesuits. 
Such is the history of the university where I received my education. 

Slight, however, are the advantaged which a young mind can 
derive from academical studies In Spain. To expect a rational system 
of education where the Inquisition is constantly oatihe watch to keep 
the human mind within the boundaries which th^ church of Rome, 
with her host of divines, has set to its progress, would shew a perfect 
ignorance of the character of our religion. Thanks to the league 
between our church and state, the Catholic divines have nearly suc¬ 
ceeded in keeping down knowledge to their own level. Even sucIl 
branches of science as seem least connected with religion, cannot 
escape the theological rod ; and thc'spirit which made Galileo recant 
upon his knees his discoveries in astronomy, still compels our profes- 
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SOTS to teach the Copcrnican system as oii hypothesis* The truth is 
that, with Catholic divines, no one pursuit of tlie human mind is inde¬ 
pendent of religion. Since the first appearance of Christianity, its 
doctrines have ever been blended with the philosophical views of their 
teachers. The scriptures themselves, invaluable as they are in form¬ 
ing tbe moral character, frequently touch, by incident, upon subjects 
unconnected with their main object, and treat of Nature and civil 
society according to the nptions of a rude people in a very primitive 
period. Henc^ the enoroachments of divines upon every branch of 
human knowledge, which are still supported by the hand of power in 
a great part of Europe, but In none so outrageously as in Spain. 
Astronomy must ask the inquisitors' leave to see with her own eyes. 
Geography was long compelled to shrink before them. Divines were 
made the judges of Columbus's plans of discovery, as well as to allot 
a species to the Americans. A spectre monk haunts the Geolo^st in 
the lowest cavities of the earth; and one of flesh and blood watches 
the steps of the Philosopher on its surface. Anatomy is suspected, 
and watched closely, whenever she takes up the scalpel; and Medicine 
had many a pang to endure while endeavouring to expunge the use of 
bark and inoculation from the catalogue of mortal sins. You must 
not only believe what the Inquisition believes, but yield implicit faith 
to the theories and explanations of their divines. To acknowledge, 
on the authority of Revelation, that mankind will rise from their 
graves, is not sufficient to protect the unfortunate Metaphysician, 
who should deny that man is a compound of two substances, one of 
which is naturally immortal. It was long a great obstacle to the re¬ 
jection of the Aristotelic philosophy, that the substantial forms of the 
schools were found an exceedingly convenient veil for the invisible 
work of tranmhstantiation; for our good divines shrewdly suspected, 
that if colour, taste, smell, and all the other properties of bodies, 
were allowed to be mere accidents —the bare impressions on our sense 
of one variously modified substance—it might be plausibly urged that, 
in the consecrated Host, the object of their adoration had beelS con¬ 
verted into bread, not the bread into the body. But it would bc^ 
endless and tedious to trace all the links, of which the Inquisition baa 
formed the chain that binds and weighs down the human mind among 
us. Acquiescence in the voluminous and multifarious creed of the 
Roman .^church is by no means sufficient for safety. A man who 
closes his work with the O. S. C. S. R. E. (Omida sub correctitme 
^wct<B Romans Ecclcsim) may yet rue tbe moment when he took pen 
in hand. Hetero^xy may be easily avoided in writing; but who can 
be sure that neng 6f his periods smacks of heresy (sapiens haeresiin)— 
none of his sent^cesare of that uncouth species which is apt to grate 
pious ears (piarum aurium oifensivas) ? Who then will venture upon 
the path of* knowledge, where it leads straight to the Inquisirio li ? ♦ 

• .... 11 s’est ^tabli dans Madrid un systdme dc liberty snr la yente des produc¬ 
tions, qui s’etend ra^mc h celles de la pressc j ct que, pourvu qiie je ne parle cn mes 
ccrits ni de Tautorite, ni du culte, ni de la politique, ni dc la morale, m dcs gens en 
place, ul des corps en credit, ni de TOpern, ni dcs autres spectacles, ni do peraonne 
qui ticune quelque chose, jc puis tout hnprimer libremeut, sous rinspection de 
deux ou troig censeurs. — dc Figaro, det 5, Sc. 3. 
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** Yet fiucb is the energy of the human mind, when once acquainted 
with its own powers, that the best organized system of intellectual 
tyranny, though so far successful as to prevent Spanish talent from 
bringing any fruit to maturity, fails most completely of checking its 
activity. Could 1 but draw accurately the picture of an ingenuous 
young mind struggling with the obstacles which Spanish education 
opposes to its improvement—the alarm at the springing suspicions of 
being purposely betrayed into error—the superstitious fears that 
check its earliest longings after liberty—the honest and ingenious 
casuistry by which it encourages itself to strike out of the prescribed 
path—the maiden joy and fear of the first transgression—the rapidly- 
growing love of new-discovered truth, and consequent hatred of its 
tyrants—the final despair and wild despite that possess it on finding 
its doom inevitable, on seeing, w'ith an appalling evidence, that its 
best exertions are lost, that ignorance, bigotry, and superstition claim 
and can enforce its homage—nojdot of romance would be read with 
more4nterost by such as are not indift'eront to the noblest concerns of 
mankind. As I cannot, however, present an animated picture, I shall 
proceed with a statement of facts. 

An imperfect knowledge of logic and natural philosophy was all 1 
acquired at the university before I began the study of divinity ; and, 
like most of my countrymen, 1 should have completed my studies 
without so much as siispedting the existence of elegant literature, had 
it not been for my acquaintance with an excellent young man, much 
my senior at the university, who, by his own unassisted industry, had 
made some progress in the study ami imitation of the classics. To 
him I owed my first acquaintance with Spanish poetry, and my 
earliest attempts at composition iii my own language. My good for¬ 
tune led me, but a short time after, to a member of the vmjor college 
of this town—another self-improved man, whose extraordinary lalenls 
having enabled him, at the age of nineteen, to cast a gleam of good 
taste over the system of his own university of Osuna, was, subsequent¬ 
ly, af Seville, the centre of a small club of students, who, through the 
influence, of his genius, rose so far above the mass of their academical 
fellows, as to shew, by the fair, though scanty, produce of their minds, 
the rich promise which the state of their country had blasted. 

** In all the Spanish uiiivcrsincs with which I am acquainted 1 have 
observed a similar struggle between enterprising genius and consti¬ 
tuted ignorance. Valencia, Granada, the college of San Fulgencio, 
at Murcia; Salamanca, above all, and Seville, the least among 
them, have exhibited symptoms of reform, arisiDg|roni the undaunted 
ardour of some young members, who, having opened for themselves a 
path to knowledge, would, at some time or other, ^ake a desperate 
efibrt to allure the rising generation to follow their steps. The bold¬ 
est clf^mpions in this hopeless contest have generally started among 
the profi^ssors of moral philosophy. Government had confined them 
to the puny Elements of Jacquier and Hoinoccius; but a mind, once 
set on " the proper study of mankind,” must be weak indeed not to 
extend its views beyond the limits prescribed by the Ignorance of a 
despot or his ministers. To the alarm and consternation of 
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tasielled heads*^ and the thrilling hopes of their secret eiietuies, ctwi- 
iiected series of Theses have of late appeared among US| which, in 
spite of the studied caution of their language, betrayed both their 
origin and tendency. Genuine olTspring of the French School, the 
turn of tlieir phrases gave strong indications of a style formed in 
denance of the Holy Inquisition. But these tits of restless impatience 
have only secured the yoke they were intended to loosen. 1 have 
visited Salamanca after the great defeat of the philosophical party, 
the strongest that ever was formed in Spain, A man of first-rate ^ 
literary character among us, whom merit and court favour had raised 
to one of the chief seats in the judicature of the country, but whom 
court caprice bad, about this time, sent to rusticate at Salamanca, 
was doing me the honours of the place, when, approaching the con¬ 
vocation-hall of the university, wc perceived the members of the 
faculty of divinity strolling about previous to a meeting of their body. 

A ruu'away slave, still bearing the marks of the lash ou’his return, 
could not have shrunk more instinctively at the sight of the jAiuters 
meeting at the council-room, than my friend did at the view of the 
cowls, ‘ white, black, and grey,’ which partially hid the sleek faces 
of his ofi'ended masters, lie had, it is true, been lucky enough to 
escape the imprisonment and subsequent penance in a monastery, 
which Avas the sad lot of the cliief of his routed party; but he himself 
was still suspected and watched closely. The rest of his frientls, the 
flower of the university, had been kept for three or four years, in 
constant fear for their j)ersonal liberty, being often called before the 
secret tribunal to answer the most captious interrogatories about 
themselves and their friends, but never put in possession of every 
count of the indictment. After this and a few' such examples, wc 
have, at last, perceived the folly of engaging in a desperate game, 
where no)>ossiblc combination can, for the present, give the dissenl- 
ing party a single chance of success. 

French philosophy ha<l not found its way to the university of 
Seville, at the time when I was studying divinity. Even the knowledge 
of the French language was a rare acquirement botii among the profes¬ 
sors and their hearers. 1 have mentioned at the beginning of this 
sketch that one of the few books which delighted my ciiildhood was 
a Spanish translation of Tclemachus. A fortunate incident hud now' 
thrown into my hands the original of my old favourite, and 1 attempt¬ 
ed to understand a few Hues by comparing it with the version. My 
Ihiccess exceeded my hopes. In a few weeks 1 could read on Avithout 
cither gramtnar or dictionary, guessing, it is true, a great deal, but 
visibly improving my knowdedge of the idiom by comparing the force 
of unknown words in difl'erent passages. A single volume of Racine's 
tragedies was my next French book. Imperfectly as 1 must have uu-. 
derstood that tender poet, his play^s gave me so much pleasure, that 


* A coloured tassel on the cap is, in Spain, the i>eculiar distinction of doctors 
!Uid musters. IVlntc, denotes divinity: green, canon law; crimson, civil law: 
yellow, medicine; and blue, arts, i.e. philosophy, niosc caps are worn ouly on 
public occasions at the universities. 
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by repeated readings I found myself able to understand Freneli 
poetry. It was aboutthU time that I made my invaluable acquaintance 
at the major college. My friend had learned both French and Italian 
in a similar manner, with me. He was acquainted with one of the 
judges of our Audiencia> or provincial court of judicature, a man of 
great literary celebrity, who possessed a very good library, from 
whencO was indulged with French books, as well as Italian, when 
by a little ingenuity and the analogy of my own language, I had also 
enabled myself to read the language of Petrarch. 

** Hitherto 1 had never had courage enough to take a forbidden 
book in my hands. The excommunication impending over me by the 
words ipso facto was indeed too terrific an object for my inexperienced 
mind. Delighted with the taste for poetry and eloquence which I 
had acquired, I had never brooded over any religious doubts—or 
rather, sincerely adhering to the Konian Catholic law, which makes 
the examination of such doubts as great a crime as the denial of the 
article of belief it affects, I had always shrunk with terror from 
every heterodox suggestion. Put my now intimate friend and guide 
had made canon law his profession. Ecclesiastical history, in whicli 
he was deeply versed, had, without weakening his Catholic princi¬ 
ples, made him a pupil of that school of canonists who, both in 
Germany and Italy, having exposed the forgeries by means of which 
papal power had made itself paramount to every human authority, 
were but too visibly disposed to a separation from Rome. My friend 
denied the existence of any power in the Church to inflict excommu¬ 
nication for a breach of discipline, without a declaratory sentence in 
consequence of the trial of the oflcndcr. Upon the strength of this 
doctrine, he made me read the * Discourses on Ecclesiastical History,’ 
by the Abbe Fleury—a work teeming with invective against monks 
and friars, doubts on modern miracles, and strictures on the virtues 
oftnoderu saints. Eve's heart, I confess, when 

. . ■ her rash hand in evil hour 

Forth reaching to the fruit, she plucked, she ate, 

could not beat more convulsively than mine, as I opened the forbid¬ 
den book; Vague fears and doubts haunted my conscience for many 
days. But my friend, besides a sound Catholic, was a devout man. 
He had lately taken priest's orders, and was now not only my literary 
but my spiritual director. His abilities and his affection to me had 
obtained a most perfect command over my mind, and it was not lo3i|; 
before I could match him in mental boldness, on points unconnected 
with articles of faith. 

** This was, indeed, the happiest period of my life. The greatest 
part of my time, with the exception of that required for my daily at- 
iendaifee at the dull lectures of the divinity professors, was devoted 
to the French critics Andre, Lc Bossu, Batteux, Rollin, La Harpe, 
and many others of less note. The habit of analyzing language and 
ideas, which I acquired in the perusal of such works, soon led me to 
some of the French metaphysicians, especially Condillac. 

It was the favourite amusement of mvself and those constant as- 
sociates of my youth that formed the knot of friends, of whom the 
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ofleii-mciitioned major collegian wfM the centre and guide, to examine 
allAkur feelings, in order to resolve them into some general law, and 
trace them to their simple elements. This habit of analysis and ge¬ 
neralization extended itself to the customs and habits of the country, 
and the daily incidents of life, till in the course of time it produced in 
Die the deceitful, though not uncommon notion, that all knowledge is 
the result of developed principles, and gave me a distaste A^r every 
book that was not cast into a regular theory. 

While I was thus amused and deceived by the activity of my mind, 
without endeavouring to give it the weight and steadiness which de¬ 
pends upon the knowledge of facts, Catholicism, wi^h its ten thousand 
rules and practices, was mechanically keeping up the ill-contrived 
structure of devotion, which it had raised more in my fancy than my 
heart. It had now to contend, however, with an enemy whom no¬ 
thing but fixed hope can keep within bounds—but religion had left 
me no hope. Instead of engaging love on her side, she ha<l farced 
him into an inseparable league with immorality. 1 will not describe 
the misery that embittered my youth, and destroyed the peace of my 
iiiaturer years—the struggles, perhaps the crimes, certainly the re¬ 
morse, that were in me the consequence of the barbarous laws of my 
country. They are too intimately blended with self too intricalely 
entwined with the feelings of others, to be left exposed for ever to the 
cold indifierence of such as live on, wicked, or innocent by rote. 
Whatever on this point is connected with the general state of Spain, 
has already been touched upon. Mine, indeed, is the lot of thou¬ 
sands. Often did I recoil at the approach of the moment when 1 w'as 
to bind myself for ever to the clerical profession, and as often my 
heart failed me at the sight of a mother in tears. It was not worldly 
interests—it was the eternal w'olfarc of my soul, which she believed to 
depend on my follWing the call of Heaven, that made the best of 
mothers a snare to her dearest child. The persuasions of iny confes¬ 
sor, and, above all, the happiness 1 experienced in restoring che^ul- 
ncss to my family, deluded me into the hope of preserving the same 
feeling through life. A very short time, however, was sufficient to 
open luy eyes. The inexorable law that bound me was Ihe^ bitterest 
foe to my virtue. Yet devotion had not lost her power over my fancy, 
and 1 broke loose, more than once, from her thraldom, and was as 
often reclaimed before the awful period which was to raise me to the 
priesthood. 

If menial incitement, attended with the most thrilling and sublime 
sensations, though arising from deception, could be indulged without 
imury to our noblest faculties—if life could be made a long dream 
without the painful startings produced by the din and collision of the 
world—if the opium of dclusiou could be largely administered with¬ 
out a complete enervation of our rational energies—the lot of mu\w bf 
feeling, brought up in the undisturbed belief of the Catholic doctrines, 
and raised to be a dispenser of its mysteries, would be enviable above 
all others. No abstract persuasions, if 1 am to trust my experience* 
can cither soothe our fears or feed our hopes, iudepciideiit of the ima¬ 
gination ; aud I am strongly inclined to assert that no genuine per- 
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suftdion exists upon unearthly subjects, without the co-operation of 
the imaginative raculty. Hence the powerful effects of the splendid 
and striking system of w'orship adopted by the Roman churches. A 
foreigner may be inclined to laugh at the strange ceremonies performed 
in a Spanish cathedral, because these ceremonies are a conventional 
language to which he attaches no ideas. But be that from the cradle 
lias been accustomed to kiss the hand of every priest, and receive his 
blessing—that has associated the name and attributes of the Deity 
with the consecrated bread—that has observed the awe with which it 
is handled—how none but a priest dare touch it—what clouds of in¬ 
cense, what brilliancy of gems surround it when exposed to the view 
—with what heart-felt anxiety the glare of lights, the sound of music, 
and the uninterrupted adoration of the priests in w'aiting—are made 
to evince the overpowering feeling of a God dwelling among men—such 
a man alone can conceive the state of a warm-hearted youth, who, for 
the first time, approaches the altar, not as a mere attendant, but as 
the sole worker of the greatest of miracles. 

** No language can do justice to my own feelings at the ceremony 
of ordination, the performance of the first mass, and during the in¬ 
terval which elapsed between this fever of enthusiasm and the cold 
scepticism that soon followed it. For some months previous to the 
awful ceremony I voluntarily secluded myself from the world, making 
religious reading and meditation the sole employment of my time. 
The Lxercises of Saint Ignatius^ which immediately preceded the day 
of ordination, filled my heart with what appeared to me a settled 
distaste for every worldly pleasure. When the consecrating rites had 
been performed—when my hands had been anointed—the sacred ves¬ 
ture, at first folded on my shoulders, let drop around me by the 
hands of the bishop—the sublime hymn to the all-creating Spirit ut¬ 
tered in solemn strains, and the power of restoring sinners to innocence 
conferred upon me—wlien, at length, raised to the dignity of a *fel- 
low^orkcr with God,’ the bishop addressed me, in the name of the 
Saviour: * Henceforth I call you not servant.... but I have called you 
friend I truly felt as if, freed from the material part of my beiug, I 
bclonged'to a higher rank of existence. 1 had still a heart, it is true 
—a heart ready to burst at the sight of my parents, on their knees, 
while impressing the first kiss on my newly-consecrated hands; but 
it was dead to the charms of beauty. Among the friendly crowd that 
surrounded me for the same purpose w^ere those lips which a few 
months before I would have died to press; yet 1 could but just mark 
their superior softness. In vain did I exert myself to check exube¬ 
rance of feelings at my first mass. My tears bedewed the corporals qp 
which, with the eyes of faith, I beheld the disguised lover of mankind 
whom I had drawn from heaven to my hands. These are dreams, in¬ 
deed,—ithe illusions of an over-heated fancy; but dreams they are 
which some of the noblest minds have dreamt through life without. 
waking—dreams w'hich, while passing vividly before the mental eye, 
must entirely wrap up the soul of every one who is neither more nor 
/css*than a man. 

To exercise the privileges of my office for the benefit of my 
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fellow-creatures^ was now my exclusive aim and purpose. I daily 
celebrated mass, with due preparation, preached often, and rejected 
none that applied to me for confession. The best ascetic writers of 
the Church of Rome were constantly in my hands, I made a study of 
the Fathers; but, though 1 had the Scriptures among my books, it was, 
according to custom, more for reference thyi perusal. These feel¬ 
ings, this state of mental abstraction, is by no means pncominou, for 
a time, among young priests whose hearts have not been withered by 
a course of premature profligacy- It would be absurd to expect it in 
such as embrace the clerical state as a trade, or are led to the church 
by ambition, and least of all among the few thhtv^would never bind 
Ihcinselvcs with the law of celibacy, bad they not previously freed 
their minds from all religious fears. Yet, among iny numerous ac- 
cjuaintance in the Spanish clergy, 1 have never met with any oue, pos¬ 
sessed of bold talents, who lias not, sooner or later, changed from the 
most sincere piety to a state of unbelief.’^ Were every individual 
who has undergone this internal transformation to describe the steps 
by which it was accomplished, I doubt not but the general outline 
would prove alike iu all. 1 shall, however, conclude my narrative bv 
faithfully relating the origin and progress of the total change that tooic 
place in my mind within little more than a year after taking priest's 
orders. 

“ The ideas of consistency and perfection must be strongly attached 
by every sincere Catholic to his system t)f faith. The Church of 
Rome has played for many centuries a desperate, though, till lately, 
successful game. Having once jiroclaimed the necessity of an abs¬ 
tract creed for salvation, and made herself the infallible framer and 
expounder of that creed, she leaves her votaries no alternative but 
that of receiving or rejecting the whole of her doctrines. Luckily for 
her interests, men seldom go beyond a certain link in the chain of 
thought, or allow themselves to look into the sources of traditionary 
doctrines. Her theological system, on the other hand, bavin(|f so 
shaped its gradual growth as to fdl up ileliciencies as they were per¬ 
ceived, afl'urds an ample range to every mind that, without venturing 
to examine the foundations, shall be contented with the symmetry, of 
the structure. 1 have often heard the question, how could sucli men 
as Bossiiet and Feiielon adhere to the Church of Rome and reject the 
Protestant faith? The answer appears to me obvious. Because, 
according to tlieir undoubted principles on this matter, they must 
have been either Catholics or liitidcls. Laying it down as an axiom. 


• This is notpcculiur to the Spauishi'lergy. 1 onco iiearil au English gentleman, 
who had resided a long time in Italy, whero he ohtuiuod lodgings in u convent, re¬ 
late his surprise at the termination of a friendly discusbion whu’h he had with the 
most able individuals of the house, on the points of difFcrcnre between the Churches 
of England and Rome. The dispute had been animated, and supported with gr^at 
ability on the Catholic side by one of the youngest monks. AVheji, at length, all 
except the chief disputants had retired, the young monk, turning to his ^glish 
guest, asked him whether he really believed whal he had been defending ? Upon 
receiving a serious answer in tlie uflirmative, lie could not liclp exclaiming, A Hot 
tci rrrde jnu che tniio tl B. 
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that Christianity was obieSy intended to reveal a system of doctrines 
necessary for salvation, they naturally and consistently inferred the 
existence of an' authorized judge upon questions of faith, otherwise 
the inevitable doubts arising from private judgment would defeat the 
object of revelation. Thus it is that Bossuet thought he had triumph¬ 
antly confuted the Prdfestants by merely shewing that they could 
not agree in tl^ir Articles. Like Bossuet, most Catholic divines can 
see no medium between denying the infallible autliority of the Church 
and rejecting revelation. 

“ No proposition in Euclid could convey stronger conviction to my 
mind than that wldch I found in this dilemma. Let me but prove, said 
I to myself, that there exists a single flaw in the system, and it will all 
crumble int6 dust. Yet, as in a Catholic * once to doubt is once to 
be resolve<l,’ I might have, like many others, eternally closed my eyes 
against the impression of the most glaring falsehoods ; for how could 
I retrieve the rash step of holding my judgment in suspense while I 
examined ? The most hideous crimes fall within the jurisdiction of a 
confessor; but the mortal taint of heresy cannot be removed except 
by the Pope’s delegated authority, which, in Spain, he has deposited 
in the hands of the Inqiiisilion. Should I deliberately indulge my 
doubts for a moment, what a mountain of crime and misery I should 
bring upon my head! My office would, pr<»bably, lay me under the 
necessity of celebrating mass the next day, which, to do with a con¬ 
sciousness of unabsolved sin, is sacrilege, while this particular offence 
would besides involve mein the ecclesiastical sentence of suspension and 
intei'dict. The recurring necessity of officiating at the altar, before 1 
could remove these inabilities, would increase them everyday tenfold, 
and give my life a foretaste of the torturing fire to which I should be 
doomed by the sentence of ray church. These fears are not peculiar 
to timid or weak characters ; they are the legitimate consequences of 
a cc^sistent and complicated system, and cannot be dispelled but by 
a decided rejection of the whole. 

The involuntary train, however, both of feeling and thought, which 
was to make me break out into complete rebellion, had long been 
sapping the foundations of my faith, without my being aware that 
the whole structure nodded to its ruin. A dull sense of existence, a 
heaviness that palled my taste for life and its concerns, had succeeded 
my first ardour of devotion. Conscientiously faithful to my engage¬ 
ments, and secluded from every object that might ruffle the calm of 
my heart, I looked for happiness in the performance of my'duty. 
But happiness was fled from me; and, though totally exempt from 
remorse, I could not bear the dcath-Iike silence of my soul. An uy- 
meaning and extremely burdensome practice laid by the Church of 
Rome upon- 'ber clergy, contributed not a little to increase the irk¬ 
someness of my circumstances. A Catholic clergyman, who em¬ 
ploys his whole day in the discharge of his duty to others, must yet 
repeat to himself the service of the day in an audible voice—a per¬ 
formance which neither constant practice, nor the most rapid utter¬ 
ance, can bring within tlie compass of less than au hour and a half 
in the four-aiul-twenly. This exhausting exercise is enjoined under 
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pain of mortal sin, and th« restitutbn of tbatday'ji inoome on which 
any portion of the oftice is omitted. 

** Was mine a life of usefulness?—Was not the world, with all it^ 
struggles, its miseries, and its vices, productive of nobler and more 
e\alt^ minds than this tame and deadening system of perfection 
How strong must be the probability of futu|s reward, to. balance 
the actual certainty of prolonged misery? Suppose, ,h6wever, the 
reality and magnitude of the recompense—am 1 not daily, and hourly, . 
in <lauger of eternal perdition ? My heart sinks at the view of the 
interminable list of offences, every one of .which may finally plunge 
me into the everlasting flames. Everlasting ! and why so? Can there 
be revenge or cruelty in the Almighty ? Such were 4lic harassing 
thoughts with which 1 wrestled day and nights Prostrate upon my 
knees I daily prayed for deliverance; but niy prayers were not heard. 

1 tried to strengthen my faith by reading Bergier, and some of the 
French Apologists of Christianity. But what can they avail a dotdil- 
ing Catholic? His system of faith is indivisible. Whatever proves 
it all, proves absurdity. To argue with a doubting Catholic is to en¬ 
courage and hasten his desertion. Chateaubriand has perfectly un- 
derstuod the nature of his task, and, hy engaging the feelings and 
imagination in defence of his creed, has given it the fairest chanee 
against the dry and tasteless philosophy of his countrymen. His 
book propped up my faith for a while. 

** Almost on the eve of the mental crisis, I had to preach a sermon 
upon an extraordinary occasion; when, according to a fashion derived 
from France, a long and ambitioius discourse was expected. 1 made 
infidelity my suliject, with a most sincere desire ol* convincing myself, 
while I laboured to persuade others. What effect my arguments may 
have had upon the audience I know not; they were certainly lust 
upon the orator. Whatever, in this state, could break the habit of 
awe which 1 was so tenaciously supporting—whatever could urge nie 
into uttering a doubt on one of the Articles of the Roman Creed, 
was sure to make my faith vanish like a soap-bubble in the air. 1 
had been too earnest in my devotion, and my Church too pressing and 
demanding. Like a cold, artful, interested mistress, she either ex¬ 
hausts the ardour of her best lovers, or harasses them to distraction. 
As to inyseif, a moiucnt’s dalliance with her great rival. Freedom, con¬ 
verted my former love into perfect abhorrence. 

One morning, as 1 was wrapt up in my usual thoughts, on the banks 
of the Guadalquivir, a gentleman, who had lately been named by the 
government to an important place in our provincial judicature, joined 
me in the course of my ramble. We had been acquainted but a short 
tiine, and he, though forced into caution by an early danger from the 
Inquisition, was still friendly and communicative. His talents of fo¬ 
rensic eloquence, and the sprightliness and elegance of his conversa¬ 
tion, had induced a conviction on my mind, that he belonged to the 
philosopbical party of the university where he had been educated. 
Urged by an irresistible impulse, I ventured with him upon neutral 
ground—niuiiks, ecclesiastical cticr(»ac'hriiciits, extravagant devotion— 
till the stream of thought 1 had thus allowed U> gliile over the feeble 
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mound of my fears, swelling every moment, broke forth as a torrent 
from its long and violent continemeut. I was listened to with en¬ 
couraging kindness, and there was not a doubt in my heart which I 
did not disclose. Doubts they had, indeed, appeared to me till that 
moment; but utterance transformed them, all at once, into demon¬ 
strations. It would b# impossible to describe the fear and trepida¬ 
tion that seized me the moment I parted from my good-natured confi¬ 
dant. The prisons of the Inquisition seemed ready to close their 
studded gates upon me ; and the very hell I had just denied, appeared 
yawning before my eyes. Yet, a few days elapsed, and no evil 
had overtaken me. I performed mass with a heart in open rebellion 
to the Church that enjoined it; but I had now settled with myself to 
offer it up to my Creator, as I imagine that the enlightened Greeks 
and Romans must have done their sacrifices. I was, like them, forced 
to express my thankfulness in an absurd language. 

** lliis first taste of mental Ijberty was more delicious than any feel¬ 
ing I ever experienced; but it was succeeded by a burning thirst for 
every thing that, by destroying my old mental habits, could strengthen 
and confirm my unbelief. I gave an exorbitant price for any rrench 
irreligious books, which the love of gain induced some Spanish book¬ 
sellers to import at Llieir peril. The intuitive knowledge of one an¬ 
other, which persecuted principles impart to such as cherish them in 
common, made inc soon acquainted with several members of my own 
profession, deeply versed in the philosophical school of France. 
They possessed, and made no difficulty to lend me, all the Anti-chris- 
tiaii works, which teemed from the French press. "NVlierc there is no 
liberty, there can be no discrimination. The ravenous appetite raised 
by a forced abstinence makes the mind gorge itself "with all sorts of 
food. I suspect I have thus imbibed some false, and many crude no¬ 
tions from' my French masters. But my cireumslances. preclude the 
calm and dispassionate examination which the subject deserves. Ex¬ 
asperated by the daily necessity of cAternal submission to doctrines 
and persons 1 detest and despise, iny soul overflows with bitterness. 
Though I acknowledge the advantages of moderation, none being 
used towards mo, 1 practically, and in spite of my better judgment, 
learn to be a fanatic on my own side. 

Pretending studious retirement, I have fitted iip a small room, to 
which none but my confidential friends find admittance. There lie 
my prohibited hooks^ in perfect concealment, in a well-contrivcd nook 
under a staircase. The Breviary alone, in its black binding, clasps, 
and gilt leaves, is kept upon tlic table, to check the doubts of any 
chance intruder.” 
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** Gratiano says an infinite deal of nothinga. 

More than any man in all Venice.”— Merchant of Fcnice, 

Me. Editoe,—Do you wish to know wh^ cant is f ’Tls what 
Hamlet studied, * Words, words, words,—not Wordsworth as 
a gentleman of my acqumntance would say, who has the gift of 
making the very worst puns possible), for there is no worth in 
them. They stand for no ideas, or rather stand for all. They 
are expressions to let, and are taken into the service of those muddy 
conceptions, that are beyond the reach of all ordinary language. 
Were writing and speaking confined to their legitimate ends, there 
would be no sucli thing; but where quill and tongue go for the 
writing and speaking sake, there is -no way of getting over* the 
breaks, the puzzles, and the dubiosities, of meaning, without a co¬ 
pious vocabulary of cant It is like its parent—a many-headed 
monster; and from the cobbler to the king, each calling hath its 
stock. With but this difference between the kinds, that the more 
vulgar arc the more expressive—nothing being so dull, so stupid, 
and uttcrlyjade, as the cant of high life. ' 

The only person free from tliis habit, and independent of this 
auxiliary, is the citizen of the world; but he is almost an imaginary 
being. We are a universe of tradesmen, and all delve at some¬ 
thing; there are labourers in the palace, as well as in the vine¬ 
yard. We are each surrounded with our own little atmosphere, of 
which the atoms are mighty to us: the o])jects with whicn wc are 
there conversant, are ever present to our senses,—become a part 
and parcel of our minds, and when wc take distant and more ge¬ 
neral views of things, we tacitly refer them to, and illustrate them 
by those lesser objects, which are hourly before our eyes. Hence 
the expressiveness of the vulgar, who apply the homely and the 
tan^ble, where the learned and fashionable use the affecte<l and 
ideal. Cant with the vxilgar is metaphor; with others, conceit 
—as a term of reproach, indeed, it should be applied only to the 
latter. 

Those who lay most claim to be considered citizens of the 
world, are travellers; yet among this class are to be found the oldest 
and most egregious of canters—from Sir John MandevUle to Tom 
Coryatt, and from the much-abused author of the Crudities to any 
one you please. Travel, I fear, wears out more shoes than preju* 
dicesas the greatest and most startling novelty to the voyager is 
the language and strange sounds of foreign countries, he catches 
words first, and leaves ideas to follow at their leisure—often omits 
them altogether, f articular dmm Much in the same way 
with all of us, when we travel into life and knowledge; we are 
taught vocabularies—made to repeat whole dictionaiies by rote— 
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learn explanations ten times more formidable than what they ex- 
phdn, ignotwn per ignotiuSi and get our ideas of thin^ 1^ the 
same method that, folks say, lawyers get to heaven. No wonder 
if wc cant and babble nonsense. We are tai^ht dead languages 
and dead sciences, and are left to catch the living principles, the 
vital knowledge of hftmanity, from unmeaning conversation, and 
from the worthless stray volumes on the subject which may fall 
into our hands. We are left for all this discipline—this nurture 
of the soul, in boyhood and youth to sanguine iancy and untem¬ 
pered pasnon; and, os years roll on, are compelled to learn from 
that hard, cold teacher, Experience, the futihty of former hopes 
and old ideas. We are led thus to judge of things that are to be, 
by the things that were to be: we learn the vanity of hope, but, in 
learning the harsh lesson, we lose the mental strength, the inde¬ 
pendent, self-subsisting spirit, which might have enabled us to do 
without it. Thus cheats of the future, we turn our views upon 
the past—our reflections upon ourselves. Wc consider our race 
of existence as run; and, with the spiritual pride of beings tliat 
hav^ fulfilled their period of existence, wc turn philosophers, and 
speculators, and teacliers. Our feelings and perceptions, dormant 
upon one another, lie rankling and rotting into morbidity and 
corruption. Ever contemplating our own confused minds, and 
their more confused copies of things, we grow dizzy, as wc flatter 
ourselves we grow wise. A haze spreads itself between us and 
the world of intellect; yet we talk on, as if the objects were as dis¬ 
tinct as ever. The crazed mind, from which has been blotted 
every idea, clings in vanity and dotage to the words, and the 
sounds, ^th which it has been familiar; and in pleasing and 
happy self-delusion takes sound for sense, and cant for philosophy, 
—like Lear with his straw sceptre, it ‘ is every inch a king.’ It is 
often Xhc primates of intellect who are thus visited ; but it is some 
consolation to them, that the world can scarce perceive their aber¬ 
rations—there is no measure by which they can be meted. If 
thrir efliisions be unmeaning, a spirit still glows through them, 
which affrights the vulgar from questioning, and makes them 
esteem it profane to attempt unveiling the nothingness that is en¬ 
shrined witliin. There is generally a slight glimmer throughout 
that l(x)ks like Platonicism, and is more striking from the sur¬ 
rounding darkness. With the vulgar reverence for obscurity, wo 
are at first more inclined to attribute the unintelligibility of a 
work to our own dulness than to that of tlie author, till we take 
up books of philosophy and perspicacity united, which shake our 
worshipful opinions of the obscure. 

“ Tne works of Des Cartes,” says Le Clerc, “ were the first 
books that brought Mr. Locke (so he himself told me) to tJie study 
mi philosophy : fur though he did not assent to the truth of all 
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his notions, he found that he wrote with gresd clearness, which 
made him think that it was the fault of the authors, ratlier than 
l)is own, that be had not understood some other philosophical 
1xx>ks.” 

If we proceed from hence to poetry, we shall find cant more at 
home: it is here in its original signification of song, and not ine:s:« 
pressiyely derived, bearing as it does, eVen in its most prosaic 
state, such a resemblance to those popular snatches of tune, which 

“ Wc whistle as we go, for want of thought.” 


There are many who could no more live without the favourite 
tune or favourite hne of the hour, than they could without die 
morning newspaper; it is to them just what tobacco is to tlic 
poor arlizan—a soothing employment, a gentle opiate, * 


“ To steep the senses in forgetfulness.” 

We arc such unspiritual beings that thought requires some me¬ 
chanical accompaminent; some people, even of intellectual habits, 
cannot raise an idea while they sit—their minds ivon’t go without 
their legs. Wo know an author who regularly destroys a pair of 
gloves—literally cats them—for every song he writes; and ano¬ 
ther, who always sits down to a lathe, as a preparative for com¬ 
position. For those whose cogitations do not tend paper-wards, 
a tune is the simplest spell of the kind, at once soothing and ex¬ 
citing. But we have heard or read somewhere, that radical men 
look upon a person’s having one of these snatches continually in 
his head, as a symptom of some disorder. I have not had much 
experience in this hne, but I have found, that people thus affected 
are generally very much inclined to commit verse. 

The fashionable catch the air from the last opera, and the ex¬ 
pression from Boxiana or Cribb’s Memorial. The Savoyards have 
been a national benefit in tliis way, and have furnished matter for 
humming to all the boys about town: this humming is at first an 
accompaniment, and afterwards a substitute for thought. Exactly 
the same, but without the music, are the thousand species of ex¬ 
pressions, adages, and illustrations, which on their first application, 
no doubt, meant something, but which have long since laid aside 
the useful property of meaning. Those sweet words are to the 
author what the favourite tune is to the saunterer—ti stop-gap in 
cogitation and in sentences. A reader may be puzzled to find 
out the association; but the difficulty is solved, when he learns, 
that, like the Paa? vobiscum of Wamba, it is a. passe par-tout. 

Cant is the epidemic of periodical essayism (wc have no doubt 
of this very page practising what it preache.s); but with a “ mi. ig- 
nosco mcis vitiis^ it is very allowable. Who could be for ever 
wi'iting sense ? or who would, when nonsense will do better ? A 
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Uvdy gontU^nan, with a stock of egotism, and the old dramatists 
oooimon^placed, will write more popular cs^ys in a week than 
Bacon and CWeudon excogitated in a year. Cant is cuirent 
coin, as Langland would say; sense is your heavy ingot, that no¬ 
body will carry, or take the trouble of assaying. Wisdom will 
not be listened to, unless ushered in by nonsense; and the only 
way to convey instruction is par parenthe^Cf surrounding it with 
drollery, like the knowing fellow’s inode of passing a bacf guinea, 
** Slip it between two half-pence, and it will jiass without chal¬ 
lenge,” 

There are some species of cant extremely fusing, from the 
impudence with which it is endeavoured to ptes them for somc- 
’ ing better: they stare you in the face, like a lawyer of empty 
.g, with most vacuous iinixirtancc. Of these the nioat insignifi- 
nt are the most barefacca—witness the da,s-h, and the letter 7. 


t 

cant 

Of the pages of modern composition they have more than ono-hall‘ 
in their own possesrion, yet the sum of their signification is no¬ 
thing. How is it that our ancestors were content with colon and 
semicolon, and yet contrived to be abundantly witty ? That the 


itty 

dasliless Addison was facetious, elegant, philosophic^—all in the 
Way of plain punctuation ? But taste is changed : we reail, think, 
ana talk hurry-skurry, and should never get to the end of a speech 
or ^laragraph without the assistance of - ■ , parenthesis, and ejuo- 

tation: 


Hail! thou inscrutable* prosaic Muse, 

Where’er thou dwell’st,—^in would-be poet’s dream, 

Or essayist’s, or preacher’s sonorous tluine; 

Welcome to ull, ’tis hard for tliee to choose. 

And yet I ween, ne’er did thy wing delay 
To visit with tliy sage and sapient store 
Of common-place books and compiled lore, 

(Comma’d and noted well, “old book,” “ old ]day/) 

Me, thy long-studious votary, that have 
In all tliy temples been, and sung the Paean, 

Which erst to thee black-letter d Pluebus gave, 

And in the realms Cottonian and Harleian 
Daily resounds in mild and musty song 
To thee, Goddess of the quill-driving throng. Y. 
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** The streets were fill'd; 

The croaking nuisance lurk'd in every nook; 

Nor palaccH, nor even chambers, 'scuped ; 

And the land stunk, so numerous was the fry/'«^owp£R. 

_ ^ 
Imagine not, patient reader, 1 am about to declare wax' upon thfiit. 

part of the present generation which is growing up in real gentlealii|» 
around me; xny intention is only to expose the vain clainjs of certain 
scape-graces belonging to it, who would take the world by violence, 
and, under false pretences, make, proselytes among our youth. The 
Tall bully that lif^s^is head and lies,"—Greek of St. James’s- 
street and Pall-mal^^the tight-laCcd spark of fashion, with his hat qn 
one side, and his elbows projected behind him like the thigh-joints of a 
grasshopper;—the being who struts the pave of this huge metropolis, 
wearing stays and an eye-glass, having no defect of vision, but being^^ 
in other respects, as herein-aftermentioned and all those who drive 
a tilbury, habited in superfine broad cloth, upon which Stultz or Wes¬ 
ton have exhausted the utmost efforts of their supereminent skill in 
tailorifics—being at the same'' time unprincipled, unmannered, uncre- 
dited, unwitted, but not undunned—^all and everj^ of such beings come 
within the scope of my argument. I, may, perhaps, arouse their angec^ 
by a new nomenclature ; but that anger 1 need not fear, for it is m-« 
noxious—“ hissing, but stingless;” and I shall render a service to the 
philosophy of manners, in despite of it, by vindicating au abused word, 
and substituting a correct term for a species of animal, 

To ascertain whose sex, 

TWilve sage impaniicll’d matrons 'twould perplex : 

Nor male, nor (cinale j neither, and yet both. 

Of neuter-gender, and of Irish growth; 

A six-fonl suckling, mincing in its gait. 

Affected, peevish, prim, and dclicate.”-^nuRCHiLL. 

Mats revenonii d nos mmtons. —^Emiileht scholars, like Porson or Parr, 
have frequently been unable to' determine the precise signification of 
certain words in the dead languages; they have pored and pored, 
shook their ambrosial curls,” and, at las^ left the maj^ in doubt. 
The truth is, that language, as well as fashion, having its fiuctuations, 
tlic best philologists find it impracticable to" trdice its multiform 
changes: words, for example^ ^lat, in the days 6f our bdybood, ex¬ 
pressed a particular idea, we find, when we have arrived at man s estate 
and mingled with the world, express one just the very reverse. It has 
happened thus with the wor^^ff^i/Zman, lor^U mankind is aware that 
the term is now commonly used to desi^ate one who may be an 
arrant knave. This abuse of an appellative, held in great esteem by 
our grandfathers and grandmothers, as the pink of every tiling excel¬ 
lent in man, would have made “ our ancestors startle with mfignation” 
—^to use a phrase of Lord Colchester's, unjirovable according to 
Judge Best. 

“ Sir, I am a gentleman,” is at pibsent the reply of every pick¬ 
pocket or bully, who robs or insults a worthier member of society, 
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aa4 out of tte scra^ 1^ giving himself a false appellation.— 
yW ^oubt mjr being^ gi^leman, Sir?” is the refuge of a 
fashioiiabte liari who is caught in an untruth. ** Upon my honour^ as 
a gentleman,” is an asseveration that must not be disputed ; it gravi¬ 
tates like lead to the very centre, carrying with it all intervening doubts; 
for, who dares dispute the honour of a genila)ian ! “ I am a gontlemsin, 
and expectv satisfaction,”—^is often the language of a ruffian, who has 
not Ae smallest pretension to the title : nay, highwaymen have been 
IcnoWn, of late year^ to pique themselves upon' committing a robbery 
in a geiitleifianUke way,< and have expressed an earnest wish to prevent 
the ladies they arc pillaging from being alarmed. It may be con¬ 
tended, Aat gdlantry to the fair has been inb€;||i||| wiA all gcnilamn- 
h^hiiavm’t^y since the days of Mucheath: how<||p^ Ais may be, it is 
not indif^pU^able in the composition of what is Ubw understood by tlic. 
epitliet of which we arc treating. Scones in our law courts and places 
, of amusement have lately proved this: that honourable feeling which, 
in spite of individual antipathies, never loses sight of the chivalric and 
magn^imous homage due to —nay, Ac very pleadings of that 

aex itself, gtiUhmtn, in the modem sense of the term, even among the 
beiilcr born, have not capacity to comprehend, nor high-bred sensibi- 
litj^ enough tt> honor, 

I would tlicrefore propose, Aat having adopted the word ^cv^of 
our langu^e—^for we have pfleudodipteral, pseudology, pscudodox, 
pseudophiloBoj^y, andmUny Similar words—^wc should restore Ac term 
gfwf/cujflff to its old signification^ of a man of unimpeachable honour 
and gallantry, of dignified carriage, bjmtless reputation, a high mind, 
liberal views, and a gbodly education ; and that wc use the term Pseudo- 
Gcnflcmn*^ to signify gentleman in its modern and abus|^ sense, that 
tnc ancient appellative may be no longer scandalized. 

Pseudo-gentlemen support various Aaracters in life, and it is often 
easier to define what they are not, than what they are. The pseudo¬ 
gentleman has all the vice -of Ac Chesterfield gentleman, without his 
dignity of carriage, elegance of manners, or affiibility: he is distin¬ 
guishable in the street at first view, by an unmeaning stare, often from 
a ** round unthinking face;” and an occasional lifting-up of the' 
shoulders, like Ae last dying convulsion of a si^endcd malefactor, 
and this be mistakes for a gentlemanly carriage. Ine manners of the 
Chesterfiidd gen^tnaa cannot be jfractised by an impostor; they being 
s« linked with him as to appear abort bis nature. The pseudo-gentle¬ 
man may be successfully rivalled by uie city apprentice, Ac attorney’s 
clerk, 40r an u|lper joameyman tailor :-^he last, possessing facilities for 
imitation, by mving a access to tape and broad-doth, beyond the 



* The public uiind is MnnctiiucH highly Aetaiblc Cf philolofiteal propriety, aikU 
ia the present ensf, has cnclitayourcd to designate the Psoudo-Ocotucnian liy some 
other titthan Gc/iflcman, Wliidi Intter it snw was an abuse of tcrms-^heucc the ’ 
words Dandify Co7infhian,Swflif E^ipnsUey Ac. &c. , But some highliteraiy autho¬ 
rity was wanted to rerord the change id lasting print, and for that reason, neither 
of these w ords h.iH been uaiversolly adoptod'^thcy had no poet to ]>cri>ctuate them 

m^Soitky itncni ^nntaii natr^ ! 
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power of the ot}^ two, can scaxtelv er^ be c^atingiMi^eii} from tlie 
original he copiea. The Chester&ld gentleman waa niwaya tuc//- 
dressed; the pscudo-gentlemaii is, in appearance and manneri die^cari- 
cature of a fop, the ultima Thule of extravagant frij^cry. 'Jhe real 
gentleman generally gave his coat a character ; tlic pseudo-gentleman 
gets his character from his coat. The first was distinguished by a 
manner and an address visible under every garb, even if it were thread^* 
bore; were he clothed in rags, he would still be “ every inch a gentle¬ 
man;” the address and spirit of the character were inherent in him. 
Such men are yet to be found in society, though but sparingly scat¬ 
tered, like diam on ^^ in a mine, surrounded with opaque spars and 
gravelly concrctiottyBrnmerable. They are the Grandisong of the age 
—the best picturaf^BTman in his majesty, and the extremes of social 
and visible attraction. 

The pseudo-gi'ntleman must never be taken pu At, He must always 
be seen with clothes of tlie newest cut, in company with hi*? dogs, or 
in the stable with his horses, if Ig? has the means of keeping them. He 
imagines that the respect paid to him is in the ratio of his conjectured 
expenditure, and, in conscqncnee, he always talks of money in great 
sums, and in wliole numbers; though he draws largely on Ins inven¬ 
tion for tills sort of couvgrsati on, and wliat he says on the subject is 
often purely imaginary- He bullies every man who only implies S 
doubt of his word, and demands satisfaction; yet he talks of his in¬ 
trigues with women whom he netfer saw, and boasts of crimes that 
common charity tells us he could never be monster enough to commit. 
His mind is a chaos of confused vices and vanities; an uncultivated 
waste, npurisbing only weeds and pernicious plants. He has not tabiit 
enough an office in 'common society; tliough his famifyV 

borough interest may somQtimcs cover his dcfiwncies suiliciently to 
qualify him for a sleejnng Lord of the Admiralty; a ministerial underling 
in Parliament, to count one on a question; or, ho may be drilled by 
an expert Court master of the cereinopiea, into a decent I^ord of tlie 
Bedchamber. 

^riie old genuine English gentleman joined to the liiglijt&t poLsh of 
manners, the integrity of a man of principle, and the kindest heart; 
courage was, with him, only a secondary qualification. The psoudo- 
gcntlcmon is directly the reverse; he is heartless, and entirely destitute 
of integrity. courage or bravado he i^ not altyays deficient; but it 
is of the wolfii^ Species, that never borders on heroism : it is the in¬ 
stinctive bravery of the common soldier, constitutional ito Englishmen; 
but it is not that of the gentleman, or general. The btavery of Lord 
Hay at the battle of Fonb^op^ when he exclaimed, Gentlemen of the 
French Guards, give us your fire!*’ is beyond the compasb of liis under¬ 
standing, as much as the conduct of Sir Philip Sidney (the most 
finished gentleman of fais age) when dying before the walls of Zutphen; 
or the noble'act of the French officer to Colonel Ponsonby, at tlic 
liattlc of Waterloo. If in the Army, and there arc many pseudo*'gcn- 
tlcmen of that cloth, he prefers the corps tl»t see no climate but their 
own, and iliat arc “ cankers of a calm u^orld, and a long peace.” 
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Pseudo-gentlemen of the army may always be distinguisfaed from their 
brother oilioers; they 

-'' shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a wailing gentlewoman.” 

They call for a clean silk handkerchief to dust their boots after a 
campaign in the Park; and relieve their fatigues in a warm-bath, 
covered with a fine linen sheet, in which a couple of bottles of Fmu de 
Cologne, have been emptied. They are ill fit to bear tlie toils of a 
campaign : the foe who cried out in combat, faciem feri mile/i! would, 
of all others, the soonest panic-strike them. these pseudo- 

gentlemen went to the Peninsular war, expcctinj W^l ^he worst times, 

a decent beef-steak, a silver fork, and a plate n8|pm with a shallot;'’ 
but found themselves sadly mistaken in their ideas of liard service. 
Leave of absence, for a perpetuity, from the Duke of Wellington, 
purged his gallant array of most wiio did not appear to reform radically. 
The Navy produces few or none of the breed : the intractable nature of 
the initiation into that service, operates as an effectual bar to their 
introduction. 

'I3iere are pseudo-gentlemen who have an invincible attachment to 
grooms, coachmen, and stable-assistants. It is not so much from a 
r^ard to the generous horse, that this predilection arises, as from the 
sympathy of a congenial nature with his keepers. The driving four 
horses, or tits^ in a mail-carriage, is the nv plus ultra of ambition with 
many, whose pride soars no higlier than to imitate the Jehus of the road 
in dress, manners, and language. They will go out of town a hundred 
miles, to meet and drive a stage-coach up, feeing the coachmen for 
thrir practice : disguis^^d in a frieze coat with,pearl buttooli they take 
their glass of “ gin and bitters” at the pot-houses on the road, open the 
doors for the passengers to get in, with “ Now, gentlemen, if you 
please and seem perfectly at home- Some of our hereditary legis¬ 
lators may be found among the number of these. Instances arc on 
record of the fore-tooth of a pseudo-gentleman having been punched 
out, in order to spit like a coachman, and project the saliva clear of 
the “ cattle and traces,” into the hedge, on the left-hand side of the 
road. These coachmen-like practices, which give rise to a boundless 
expenditure of revenue, generally introduce the pseudo-gentleman to 
the society of Jev^ and money-lenders, in whose hands he pledges all 
his property, present and prospective; so that when he has arrived 
three or foiir.^cars beyoinl the age of discretion, he becomes in w^ant of 
the necessary supplies of cash fur bis support. Then, ii’ the accident 
of birth have placed him in the patrician r&nki^ he is often made, all at 
once, to shew 

-a most intense and Ba^ant zeal 

To serve his country. Ministerial grace 

Deals him oui money from the public chest 

and he, who could not govern himself, lives by mis-governing others. 
If ho be of plebeian order, he finishes his career in Banco Regis* His 
shifts and expedients to keep up his credit are numerous. He some¬ 
times tries to putcli las fortune by matrimony, and makes love with 
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that nonchalance of manner, and drawl of language, which it is beyond 
the power of the pen to describe, but which may be best conceiv^ by 
looking at the principal figure in Hogarth’s Marriage d la Mode, and 
guessing how it would articulate.. With the weaker part of the sex, 
the negligence of his manner is lost in the superior cut of his coat, and 
tile tight lacing of his stays; women being naturally fond of coxcombs: 
but the impression the “ dear creature ” makes at first sight is seldom 
lasting. He is neither constant nor romantic enough for a W'ard in 
chancery, and he cannot make verses—an indispensable requisite in that 
species of love, unless, indeed, lie happen to he a colh'gian upon tlie 
town, and can th^gMomething of mind into his address, and discuss 
the merits or relate well a moving love-story. As to rich 

widows, they are^ffierally placed beyond his reach by tall Irishmen,” 
wlio are observed to take off almost all the modern dames of Ephesus. 
His principal trust, however, when his family happens to be resjiect- 
ablc, centres in the efliirts of his parents to negotiate for him; ba¬ 
lancing family, or some other contingent, against money; and thus lie 
secures his daily bread by a clmrch-hallowed ]>rostitution. 

Some pseudo-gentlemen, among the fortunate ones of the species, 
commence life in the dragoons, and finish tlieir probationsliip in the 
church. It may be called a redeeming period in their lives, W’hen the 
Christian sword of w^ar is laid bv for that of ibe Christian divine, and 
justice of the peace. They become gards dc chasse to the courtly, flog 
vagrants, descant upon loyaltv* browbeat the country gentlemen, shoot 
and hunt right apostolically, feed at public dinners, and perform other 
feats truly orthodox; while their numerous engagements, and the ri.s* 
of “ belhes witli good cajion lined,” prevent the performance 
of more tHhn a weekly sermon of ton minutes, generally furnished them 
from Paternoster-row. 'J'hey spare tlicniselvos the trouble of' ever 
being seen ‘‘ beside the bed wdiere parting life is laidand lay their 
ponderous frames in their churchyards at a good age, leaving a record 
of “ deeds immortal” at the whist table, the parish vestry, or at the 
’squire’s, by swallowing the third bottle, like “ Atlas unremoved.” 
Hut there is not a titlic of a tithe among the brood of pseado- 
gciitlemcn, who close life so reputably or so gloriously as the pseudo- 
gentleman priest. 

Much more might be wTitten on the present subject; but I have 
said enough to shew the necessity of avoiding any further clasliing of 
appellations, and of establishing a useful distinction in language. I 
hope, finally, that every misnamed gcutlenuin, who reads this proposal 
for re-baptizing him, may be duly grateful to the wTiter, nor feel, 
the perusal, comme ai^ petit diable an fond dnn benitierf 

©. 
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ON INNOVATIONS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 

Mr. Editor, —I liuve lived more than half a century, and most sin¬ 
cerely do I congratulate my sera and my country, that this period has 
perhaps done more towarils the advancement of general knowledge, of 
improvement in the arts and sciences, and in the comforts and elegan¬ 
cies of life, tlian any former equal portion of time. It has also been 
my lot to depend for my subsistence upon an occupation where change 
and variety have been the life aqd soul of success, and I have not been 
soured by disappointment. With these preliminaries, it cannot well be 
supposed that 1 am one of tliose crabbed, superannuated mortals who 
think every innovation a crime, every improvcmaMI^Hji evil, or that 1 
should, without examination, pronounce that tu^P^ road to be the 
best which has cost the parish the least labour, or the least money. 
No, Sir, I have seen the important changes of round-toed, spider-toed, 
and square-toed shoes, without a particle of disgust, because I know 
of no standard by which to estimate their merits, and because I felt 
myself at full liberty to adopt or reject them, as inclination or conve¬ 
nience should direct. I have also been comparatively an indifferent 
observer of that change in the fasliionahle world wliich assimilates so 
closely to the precession of the equinoxes; and which will, in time, 
effect its own reform, by completing its circuit: and I rejoice that 
upon this principle my grandchildren may rise with the votaries of 
pleasure and fasliion at four o’clock in the morning, and breakfast at 
six. For I hold it to he as uncontrovertible an axiom as any in Euclid, 
that if the lapse of a century has gradually changed the hour of break¬ 
fast from seven in tlic morning to seven in the evening, another century 
must inevitably bi’ing it to its former standard : my sole regret is, that 
my period is not at lliat lavourablc juncture. With all this equanimity, 
there are, however, somj practices that move my spleen; and if you 
will spare me a page or two, I will bestow a little time in what 1 con¬ 
ceive to be some well-grounded com]daints on the absurd and increas¬ 
ing obtrusion of fon-ign words, and of foreign pronunciation, into our 
language. 

Some of the distinguishing excellencies in a language, 1 have always 
considered to be, that the uniformity of its construction should admit 
hut of few exceptions to general rules; that its analogies should he 
extensive, and Ibundcd in reason ; and that it should contain the capa¬ 
bilities of improvement in its internal structure and genius. Admit 
tliese principles, and the approach towards perfection would be gradual, 
but sure, and a permanence might be hoped which should bid defiance 
to the changes of time and caprice, and secure admiration to sucli a 
language as that of the immortal Paradise Lost, as long as die dura¬ 
tion of the world. To trace the almost imperceptible changes that en¬ 
croach upon us is difficult; they excite no alarm, because they come 
singly, and under the disguise of service; a few absurdities are suffered 
because their effects appear trivial, and uncorincctcd with general dan¬ 
ger ;—^but lot the present indifference of philologists continue, or ra¬ 
ther lot their rage for bastard innovations go on, and the classic purity 
of Po}>e or Addison will, in a few centuries, be as unintelligible to 
general readers as the pages of Chaucer or Gcoflry of Monmouth. 
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Innovation in the English Language. 

There is something in our nice conception of the exact shades of ’ 
meaning in the words of a language, which every one feels, (and more 
especially if he understands more languages than one) but which it is 
impossible to explain. For instance, the word mcEiirs has by abme 
been translated morals, and by others manstrs, while each party must 
have been aware that his word but imperfectly expressed the idea in¬ 
tended ; both arc right, but both deficient, as the original lias an inter¬ 
mediate meaning, or rather includes both, w^ith all the hair's-breadth 
ideas associated between them. Yet still, though so expressive a word, 
it can never be properly Anglicised, and we ought rather to content our¬ 
selves with our deficiency, than attempt to graft so heterogeneous and 
crab-like a mixt^|tt|ipon our stock. The word enmn has lately made 
more rapid stridHiinnong us than its laziness would seem to counte¬ 
nance (and the fascinating talc which bears its name has aided the 
adoption); but liow miserable a figure does it cut in our English uni¬ 
form! Fashion prescribes that its Gallic pronunciation shall be pre¬ 
served ; and surely it is enough to give an Englishman the vapours to 
twist his jaws to the barbarous attempt at ong-mt\ The trial is ridi¬ 
culous, and while for our comfort we have lomtude, marincss, spleen, 
languor, and the hluc-derils at command, I should think our vocabulary 
is as rich and copious as the heart of melancholy itself could desire. 
Some recent adoptions have highly pleased me, as according well w'ith 
the standard of simplicity, and approving themselves at the same time 
to the judgment of the linguist in their etymology; and Such words as 
telegraphy panuraina, and kaicidaseopc, w ill hold a deserved place iu our 
dictionaries as long as these elegant inventions shall be know'n; but 
never can common sense or English cars be reconciled to the horrid 
jargon of ayd-de-vaung, futng-froy, bong-tong, sluty-doo-\'er, hong-mo, rc- 
ehne, sce-di~x'(ntng, rong-dv^roo, o~t.ure, day*nu-maung, fray, day-bu, and 
such-like trash, which is likely to delude us to infinity. Can a mei‘e 
Englishman pronounce them ; or, if he could, why must he ape a 
knowdedgo above his conception ? lie may mangle them till lie is tired, 
or till the feelings of his liearers arc completely excruciated, but never 
will lie fully comprehend their meaning, nor articulate them at all 
better than a jackdaw- Let us take one or tw^o instances from these 
words, as samples for inquiry, and sec if convenience, beauty, or ne¬ 
cessity, can ofter any tiling in tlicir favour, Won-nutt (good word) will, 
by any Frenchman, be understood as wit well expressed; but our nit- 
ficism gives all the sense, and a deal more of propriety; for what 
would be thought of a counsellor w’ho should offer his serviises to speak 
a bon-wot for a criminal at the bar? We have a provincialism which 
deserves some degree of tenderness and respect from the extent of its 
circulation, and for a still better reason, that it was till lately the 
standard pronunciation, and perhaps ought to have been so continued. 
No small degree of ambiguity has crept in upon us by pronouncing heat^ 
feat, meat, &c. as beet, feet, meet, &c. It is true, that if the bid 
w’ere continued, assimilating with bait, gait, u'ait, 8cc. some confusion 
w'ould still remain, but certainly not so much as w'ould be siM^rificcd. 
One of this class still retains its primitive sound, and if great be al¬ 
lowed to rhyme with slratt, surely treat lias an equal right to flic privi- 
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. lege. Take then your ncw-faugled Anglo-gaHicism iraii^ and it will 
he found not a whit behind the former in absurdity ; it is totally un- 
tractabhs and will no more class with English perspicuity, than a pig 
wi|||class with a zebra, or Roniliiski with Daniel Lambert. Pronounce 
it as you wuil, and you gain nothing but a confusion of ideas; call it 
Iraifj and it smells of the butler’s pantry, of the jajjanner’s shop; or 
your hearers arc left to guess, if you mean your dog or a tea-board; 
pronounce the terminating ^ and it may then l)ecome turtle^soup, lolly- 
pop, or any other nick-nack in epicurism. And why admit this illegi¬ 
timate upstart, when our good old featvre contains every tittle of tlio 
other’s meaning? Feature of the face, of tlic mind, of the coiuttry, of 
a hook, is as comprehensive and analogous in evca^jfespcct wliatcvcr. 

It is useless investigating the crowd of gallicisu^^t miglit he pre¬ 
sented, and ninety-nine in a hundred of them would be found as useless 
in their application. Two or three examples may be stated to slicw 
tlie effort a language is c<apablc of making to relieve itself from the 
harsh admixture of foreign intrusion;—the word curmudgeon must he 
acknowledged to be whimsical and grotesque both in appearance and 
sound;—no length of time or literary jjatromige can make it an elegant 
word, though it can hardly be denied to be an expressive one ; and it 
harmonizes infinitely better with ns than its original avur^mcchant^ 
(bad-hcart.) Inf-tcnant is another crippled subject, tortured into sub¬ 
mission, and losing what little importance he had in military gradation, 
by merging into unintelligible nonsense. For a post of honour to l>c 
thus turned into ridicule, may to some be a subject of regret; but in the 
language of the kitchen much precision ought not to he expected—and 
blonnmge may be as easily comprehended as blanc-mangcr (white eating.) 
A few words, by way of digression, may shew that our transmarine 
neighbours can rival us in similar absurdities. 7'hey have adopted 
boo-lin-grin for bowling-green ; and roshif for roast-beef—and if those 
alone who are faultless are entitled to cast the first stone,” we have 
no right to commence the fray. 

I have given these instances as borrowed from the French, that being 
more generally understood than any other language, and because our 
literary, commercial, and (would to God I might not add) our murder¬ 
ous intercourse, have exposed us most to tlic innovations of wliich I 
complain. Many other examples might be adduced as taken from 
odier languages, and wliich are countenanced by the literary world ;— 
of these (to avoid prolixity) 1 shall only state the ill-matched and dis¬ 
cordant tcjpjinations from the Greek and Latin plurals. We have 
naturalized the useful and expressive word me7)unmdum, and why should 
not the s form its plural, and thus correspond with our genial rule ?— 
But no~ 

“ He drew his bow, and shot at random. 

And killM his wife for a memorandum.'* 

or as our innovating pluralists would have it— 

** And kill’d two men for mefnoraada.** 

Thus wfe have fdienotncnay stmu/iy hirala^ fungi, errata, and a thousand 
more ready to fastcu^upon, as individual caprice may suggest, and witli 
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the fatality of the vampire—each one contributing his share towards 
the obscurity and eventual destruction of a language which, probably, 
has had more varied capabilities displayed by the genius of its writers 
than any other w^hich ever existed. 

But whatever reasons or apologies may be given for these mon^e! 
innovations, and as if this evil were not sufficient, the public arc foster¬ 
ing anotlier malady, and altering our pronunciation as fast as ignorance 
or levity can dictate. Singularity appears to be the predominant 
whim; and 1 fear many of our distinguished contemporaries had rather 
be remembered by their absurdities than sink into oblivion :— 

So much they scorn the crowd, that if the throng 

Byci^e go right, they purposely go wrong.” 

In the republi^w literature, however, all men are equal in rights, 
and my little forty-shillings mental freehold secures me an equal vote 
with my opulent neighbour of a thousand a year. Ability will find its 
consequence, and command respect without any badges of distinction. 
If I W'alk the street in decent apparel, 1 have no occasion to insist on 
taking the wall of every person of inferior appearance; courtesy will 
give me the preference more perfectly than any laws could enforce it; 
and so it is in literature, (xenius may recommend, but it has no right 
to dictate; and the authority which attempts to remove our literary 
land-marks, should be resisted and brouglit to reason by numbers. 1 
may admire the intellectual energies of a Johnson, a Walker, a Sheri¬ 
dan, or an Elphinston; but should feel as little disposed to submit to 
their fiat, as, in a political sense, I should have been satisfied witli the 
sway of a Ca?sar or a Frederic. Let the public allow them consequence, 
hut not arbitrary power, and scrutinize their proposed emendations 
witli candour, but with independence. 

Claiming, therefore, the liberty of protest, I shall use it against those 
senseless and would-be-improvenicnts which violate jcstablishwl rules, 
sanctioned by custom, by reason, and by analogy; and 1 have no fear 
of rendering niys(‘]f ridiculous or censurable by such interference. Thus 
I find bovtid, Jovftdj gre/zz/rf, boimd, poundj rounds sounds 8cc, all per¬ 
mitted to remain in unison; why must wound be singled bur and 
modernized as an objection ? If it be not a Gothic barbarity to inflict 
such a woond without provocation, then houghing and scalping are 
innocent amusements. Again wc have, by common usage and con-, 
sent, hour, lour, soiir^ floury &c.; by what stupid perversion, then, can 
wo suffer that pour shall be torn from his associates, and sent into the 
exile of a parish workhouse? We cannot spare the woj;id pewr from 
the language; and as it belongs to so vast a majority in the “ social 
order,” surely it is of sufficient importance to stand alone without'iany 
infringement upon its dignity. It may be urged that pour and power 
having been similar in sound, no extra confusion is made by the 
change; but to this it may be replied, that where a solitary instance of 
analogy is to be set in opposition to numbers, the appropriate, rule 
should be to give the weight to quantity. 

Let us now see what a Babel-jargon has been thus vauntipgiy intro¬ 
duced under the garb of authoritywhat w'ould the witlings of the day 
have said if Paddy O'Blarney, the Irish watchfoan, had first started 
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the lingo, and thus commenced die relation of a nocturnal fratkm —a» 
we call it ? 

** On going my ropnd at a very late ho&r^ 

ijoond a poor wretch all at length on the groond. 

The rain did in torrents tremendously poor. 

And 1 thought, tho’ so dark, 1 discover’d a wwmd** 

1 can bear to see the pretty sylphs of the day screw up their dress with 
one hand to display their symmetry, and carry their purse in the 
other to shew that they are not peUnyless; let them rend^ themselves 
as ridiculous as they please, it is their own concern. But when Ma¬ 
ma has delegated to Miss Fiflecnetta the important charge of making 
tea, and the fashionable babbler asks me if I will (^w her to poor me 
out another cup? she is stepping out of her sphere if she were to 
poor her let into my shoes I do not know that it would do more violence 
to my feelings. Instead of multiplying our difficulties, this rule of ana¬ 
logy will enable us to reduce diem; thus the words four and your 
will be found deviating from the common standard, but as their un¬ 
sociable pronunciation is established, let them pass; or at any rate 
let us rather force them to compliance, than make the majority bend 
to their humour, and as a measure of imiformity, I should say, let 
them in future rhyme with sour, /owr, devour^ &c. 

There are, I suppose, few persons who have not hesitated as to die 
best pronunciation of foreign names of persons and places; and it 
must be admitted that on either side some awkward and grotesque at¬ 
tempts will inevitably be made. If we are always to take the foreign 
accent, then no person can presume to read a newspaper to others till 
he has learnt somewhat of every language in existence, dead or living. 
On the other hand, to attempt to give the F4nglish sound where the 
possibility does not exist, is distressing and oflen ludicrous. Who 
does not remember when the contending armies were hovering (vulturc- 
like) in the ncighbourliood of Ypres, and how did my poor country¬ 
men distress themselves, or their few knowing friends, with the proimn- 
ciatiou of this word so familiar to French understandings! One called 
it another yerps^ a third iDhipprevs^ and while nobody was right, 

the belligerents were slaughtering each other with as little ceremony 
or compunction as this poor name was mangled by our cobbler politi- 
^ cians, or mechanic newsmongers. I will, however, venture to affirm 
that the fewest outrages will be committed by adhering as closely as 
wc can to tlic English sound; and tliis is perhaps the mode most coun¬ 
tenanced by.,custom. If I say I went through heel to Parec 1 must 
expect to be unintelligible; and a total want of similarity in the name 
is less liable to misconception than die endeavour to accomipodate our 
organs of speech to every dialect under die sun. Thus, Stamboul and 
Consiantinoplv^ Etienne and Stephen^ VAllctnagnc and Germany^ will be 
more universally understood to mean the same thing, than an erroneous 
pronunciation can possibly be. 

But, Sir, I have not yet quite done with the former class, though a 
few words more shall release you from the (perhaps) tiresome perusal. 
By what stupid or wilful ambiguity could a worse change be adopted 
than that of subsuti^ng the j or dz for d ? Is it possible to under- 
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stand what a person can mean who should say ** I have been brushing 
the dzltu tills morning” ? One may put invention upon tlic rack, but 
the darkest enigma of Uie celebrated sphinx could not be more enve¬ 
loped in mystery. Thus, it may be supposed that lie had been cheats' 
ing an Israelite in a bargain for some old clothes, or it may possibly 
mean that he had been sparring with Mendoza; but least of all would 
it be thought tliat lie had been only sauntering in the dewy meadows. 

We have seen that some words will by slow degrees become trans¬ 
missible into our vernacular state; it is much to be regretted that the 
facility of exchange in other cases should be instantaneous ; for surely 
the jostling of such a word as dishipaicd out of our pronouncing dic¬ 
tionaries, and the substitution o( dizzy-paicd in its stead, must pro\oke 
a smile from gravity, or a frown from common sense. Have we not 
addle-^patcdj num-sfuUj .skalloio^hrams^ and many more synony¬ 
mous terms; what possible advantage then can arise from tiie new 
coinage, if more weight and value must be purloined from anotlier 
quarter ? 

That these interpolations, so revolting to established custom, and so 
degrading to die judgment of the practitioners should be tolerated at 
the tea-table, at the bar, or on the stage, is surely more than suificient; 
but to insult the house of God by the silly affectation is abominable. 1 
can sit with tolerable patience to hear (as 1 sometimes have done) the 
“ Vapting of our sal\ alien,” or, “ in the fust place reform, and in the 
next pur^zv-verc but when I hear from one pulpit, diat “ wc are all 
by Nd-chure the irta-dutns of wrath, but that the CohpU p(m^^ die 
balm of comfort into the xumndtd buzZfUit or from another the peti¬ 
tion, that die “ Almighty would in liis ow^n dJiU time accomplish his 
purposes”—then are my devotions dizzt/pafed, and my indignant feelings 
roused ; and then it is that 1 devoutly wish all such \ile, corriijU, 
puerile, hotch-potch lingo at the de^il. J. L. 


SONNET FROM VINCENZIO DA TILICAJA. 

See a fond mother and hi r offspring round. 

Her soft soul melting woih zndU'rn.il lo\e. 

Some to herbicasl she clasps, <md others pio\c 
By kisses her affection: on the ground 
Her readj foot affords a rest for one; 

Another smiling sits upon her knee ; 

By thetr desiring eyes and actions free. 

And lisping words their little wants are known— 

To those she gives a smile, a frown to these, 
ftut all in love. Thus awful Providence 
Watches and helps us—oft denies our sense 
But to unite more earnest prayer and praise. 

Or by withholding that which we implore. 

In the refusal gnes a blessing more 
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IJUMBOLDT^S TRAVELS.* 

Tiiehk arc some men whose names seem to irradiate the age in which 
they are born, whose every step in life forms an epoch in science, and 
who, as if Nature herself were scdidous to guard them as her histo¬ 
rians, escape unhurt through perils that would alike appal the mind, 
and overwhelm the bodies, of less enthusiastic, less gifted individuals. 
Such is Humboldt, every addition to whose travels is an addition to 
our stock of knowledge. In him all the qualities that arc requisite for 
a philosopher and a man of science are most happily combined, whilst 
the energies of his mind seem to transform themselves into physical 
powers of more than natural strength, to enable him to follow whither 
his ardour leads him. The termination of his ** Personal Narrative” 
has made its appearance, and the last part is no way inferior to the 
first, in vigour of research, truth of inference, and beauty of moral re¬ 
flection. It is not easy for persons who stay quietly at home, to ima¬ 
gine the exceeding energy of mind which, must be called up, to bear 
some of the torments, the privations, the perplexities, of a man exposed 
to every variation of climate, and to peculiarities attendant on each, 
of which he may be totally ignorant. The mmehtitoes, for instance, 
just beyond tlie mouth of the Rio Aranca, assume the appearance of 
an evil so formidable as to forbid all the attempts of man towards civi¬ 
lization in the quarter which they infest, in a degree greater than is 
known in any other part of the habitable globe. 

“ The lower strata of air, from the surface of the ground to the 
height ortiftecn or twenty feet, are filled with venomous insects like a 
condensed vapour. If in an obscure spot, for instance in tlie grottoes 
of the cataracts formed by superincumbent blocks of granite, you 
direct your eyes toward the opening enlightened by the sun, you see 
clouds of moschcttocs more or less thick, according as these little ani- 
mfils, in their slow and regular movements to their own music [mouve- 
mens lents et cadcnccs^j form into groups, or spread themselves abroad. 
^ the mission of San Boija, the suffering from moschettoes is greater 
than at Cairichana; hut in the raudalessj at Atures, and above all at 
Maypures, this suflbring may be said to attain its ntaxhnum, I doubt 
whether there be a country upon earth, where man is exposed to more 
cruel torments in the rainy season. Having passed the fifth degree of 
latitude, you are somewhat less stung; but on the Upper Oroonoko 
the stings arc more painful, because the lieat, and the absolute want of 
wind, render the air more burning, and more irritating in its contact 
with tlic skin.” 

No wonder that in the missions of the Oroonoko, ia the villages 
placed on the banks of the river, surrounded by immense forests, 
stations to which the unfortunate priests of Spain arc condemned for 
twenty years together, the plaga de los moacos, the plague of the flies, 


* « Personal Narrative of Travels to the Equinoctial Reffiens of the New (3on- 
tiuent, during the years 1799^1804. By Alexander De Humboldt and Aim6 
Bonpland; with maps, phuis, &c. Written in French by Alexander de Humboldt, 
uud translated hiip Eoglibh by Helcn-Maria Williams.'’ Vol. V, 
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affords an inexhaustible subject of conversation^ and that when two 
persons meet in the morning; the iirst questions they address to each 
other are “ How did you find the zancudoos during the night ? How 
are wc to-day for the moschcitocs ?” Some of these poor missionaries 
shewed their logs to Mr. Humboldt, which were so discoloured by the 
repeated stinging of the dificrent species of these tormentors (for their 
name is legion) that it was difficult to see a trace of the whiteness of 
the skin between the spots ^f coagulated blood. The different species 
do not congregate together, but; pccupy the air in succession, and 
sometimes there is a short interval of quiet between the changes, which 
is enjoyed with an ecstasy that must make the recpmmcnccment of the 
attack still more insupportable. It is a mistake to imagine that the 
Itiilians arc less susceptible of the bites of these insects than the Ku- 
n)poHns. ** How comfortable must people be in the moon,” said a 
Saliva Indian to father Gumilla; “ she looks so beautiful and so clear 
tl»at she must be free from moscliettoes.” Mr. Humboldt’s accountof 
this plague of the deserts is minute and highly interesting ; ns is also 
his description of the missions in general, and of those whom God has 
ordained, as the monks despairingly express themselves, to inhabit 
them* But our limits forbid us to enter into j>articiilars; instead of 
which wc will present our readers with the following characteristic 
sketch of a part of the travelling suite of Mr. Humboldt and his com- 
}>anion Bonpland, in their passage up the Rio Negro. 

“ In one of tlje huts of the I^acimonalcs wc made the acquisition of 
two large fine birds, a toucan CpifipocoJ*^ approaching the ramphastos 
erytlirorliynchos, and an am, a species of macaw, seventdl^n inches 
long, having the whole body of a purple colour, like the p. macao. 
We had already in our canoe seven parrots, two m.inakins (pipra), a 
inotmot, two guafis, or paras tie monte, two manaviris (cercoleptcs or 
viverra caudivolvula), and eight monkeys, namely, two atelests two 
litis X, one viudita§, two douroucoulis or nocturned monkeys ||, and the 
cacajao with a short taillf. Father Zea whispered some complaints 
at tile daily augmentation of this ambulatory collection. The ton- 
can resembles the raven in its manners and intelligcn^. It is n 
courageous ixnimal, but easily tamed. Its long and stout ocak serves 
to dcfbnd it at a distance. It makes itself master of the house, steals 
wliatcver it can come at, and loves to bathe often and fish on the banks 
of the river. The toucan wc Imd bought was very young; yet it took 
delight, during the whole voyage, in teazing the cusicusis, or nocturnal 
monkeys, which are sad and passionate. I did not observe what has 
been related in some works of natural history, that the toucan is forced, 
from tlic structure of its beak, to sw'allow its food by throwing it up 
into the air. It raises it indeed with some difiiculty from the ground, 


* Kiapoco, or avinpoco, 

1* Marimonda of tlie Great Cataracts, sitnla bdzebuth, Rrisson. 

X Slmia sciurea, the saimiri of Buffon. (Sec iny “ Rcc. d*Obscrv. de Zoologle," 
vol. i. p. 337, 334, 353, and 357.) § Simia lupens. (Ib., p.319). 

II Cuskiisi or slmia trivlrgata. (Ib. p. 307 and 3.SH.) ]i'hl8 is the aotas of IlHgcr. 
^ Slmia mclanoccpbala, mono feo, (lb. p. 317.) These lost three species arc 
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but, having once seized it with the point of its enonnons beak, it has 
only to lift it up by throwing back its head, and hold it perpendicularly 
as long as it is in the act of swallowing- This bird makes extraordinary 
gestures when preparing to drink. The monks say, that it makes the 
sign of the cross- upon the water; and this popular belief has obtained 
for the toucan, from the creoles, tlic singular name of (God 

grant it thee.) 

Most of our animals were confined in small willow cages ; others ran 
at full liberty all over the boat. A^^the approach of rain, the macaws 
sent forth frightful cries, the toucan wanted to gain the shore to fish, 
and the little monkeys, the ti^s, went in search of father Zea, to take 
shelter in the large sleeves of his Franciscan habit. These scenes were 
^often repeated, and made us forget the torment of the 

Of many tribes of Indians being in the constant habit of eating 
human fii^sh, M. Humboldt docs not appear to entertain the smallest 
doubt; and, indeed, it would be folly to disbelieve what the missiona¬ 
ries, though unwillingly, admit, and tlic Indians themselves boast of. 
Cociiy, a celebrated warrior, and chief of the Manitivitanoes, used to 
devour the finest and fattest of his wives, an instance of epicurism 
which scandalized not^ little the wortliy missionaries, who converted 
liim to Christianity; tlioiigh, witliout working that clmnge In his appe¬ 
tite which they did m his belief. It is a bad habit^^ says father Gili, 
of these people of Guyana, “ in other respects so good <wd so rnild,*' 
“‘Vou cannot imagine,’ said the old missionary of Mandavaca, 
* all the. perversity of this/^/7;;z7zu de Tndws. You receive men of a 
new tribe' into the village ; they appear to be mild, good, and labori¬ 
ous; but, suffer them to take part in an incursion (attrada) to bring in 
the natives, and you can scarcely prevent them from murdering all they 
meet, and hiding some portions of the dead bodies,’ In reflecting on 
the manners of these Indians, we are almost terrified at that combina¬ 
tion of sentiments, which seem mutually to exclude each other; that 
faculty of nations to become but partially humanizt*d ; that pre¬ 
ponderance of^customs, prejudices, and traditions, over the natural 
ri^ections ^f the heart. VVe had a fugitive Indian from the Guaisia in 
our canoe, who had become sufficiently civilized in a few weeks, to be 
useful to us in placing the instruments necessary for our observations 
at night. He was no l^tes mild than intelligent, and we had some de¬ 
sire of takipg him into our service. What was our regret, when, 
talking to him by means of an interpreter, we learned, ‘that the flesh 
of the marimonde monkeys, though blacker, appeared to him to have 
the taste of humor^esh.’ He told us ‘ that his relations (that is, the peo¬ 
ple of his tribe) preferred the inside of the hands in man, as in bears.’ 
This assertion was accompanied with gestures of savage joy. We in¬ 
quired of this young man, so calm and so affectionate in the little services 
which he rendered us, whether 1^ still felt sometimes a desire to eat of 
a Cheruvichahena. He answered without discomposure, that, living 
in the mission, he w'ould only eat what he saw was eaten by los Padres, 
Reproaches addressed to the natives on the abominable practice, which 
w'e here discuss, protlucc no effect; it is as if a Rrainin of tJie Ganges, 
travelling in Europe, rcpruacliod us witli our habit of feeding on tlie 
flesh of animals. In the eyes of the Indian of the Guaisia, the Cheru- 
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vichabena was a being entirely different from himself; and whom he 
tliought it was no more unjust to kill, than the jagiuirs of the forest. 
It was merely from a sense of propriety, that, as long as he should re¬ 
main ill the mission, he would only cat the same food as los Padres, The 
natives, if they return to their tribe (al monteJ, or find themselves 
pressed by hunger, soon resume their ancient habits of anthropopJiagy. 
And why should we bo so much a;ptoniahed at tins inconstancy in the 
tribes of the Oroonoko, when we are reminded, hv terrible and well 
ascertained examples, of what h^s. passed among civilized nations in 
times of great scarcity? In Egypt, in the thirteenth century, the habit 
of eating human flesh pervaded all closes of society ; extraordinary 
snares were sjiread for physicians in particular. They were called to 
attend persons, who pretended to he sick, hut who were only hungry; 
and it was not in order to he consnked, but devoured. An historiarr 
of great veracity, Abd-Allatif, has related, how a practice, whicli at 
first inspired dread and horror, soon occasioned not the slightest 
surprise.*” 

Next to the contemplatioif of this feast of the anthropophagi, wc re¬ 
commend the following for its Angularity, to the imagination of our 
readers, to look upon with what appetite they n^y. 

“ The hut, wIktc the natives were assembled, displayed during seve¬ 
ral days a very singular asptict. There was neither ^-tabJe nor bench, 
but large roasted monkeys, blackened by smoke, were ranged in order 
resting against the wall. These were the manmondcs (ateles helzcbuth), 
and those boarded monkeys called capuchins, which must not be con¬ 
founded widi the weeper, or sai (simia capucina of Bufiim). The 
manner of roasting these anthropomorphous aninuils contributes singu¬ 
larly to render their appearance disagrecidilc in the e5'‘cs of civilized 
man. A little grating, or lattice, of very hard wood, is formed, and 
raiscul one foot from the ground. Tlie monkey is skinned, and bent 
into a sitting posture; the head generally resting on the*aims, which 
are meagre and long; hut sometimes these are crossed behind tlie hack. 
When it is tied on the grating, a very clear fire is kindled below. 

The monkey, enveloped in smoke and flame, is broiled ai^ blackened 

$ 

• Account of Effppl by Abd‘AUaiif, Physitian of Bagdad, travsiatrd vito French by 
M, Silt), fie Safy, p. JttiO—374. “ When tlie poor began to eat human flesh, the 

horror and astonishment caused by repasts so dreadful were such, that these crimes 
furnished the never ceasing subject of every conversation. But at length tlic j>eo- 
ple became so accustomed to it, and conceived such a taste for this detestable food, 
that people of wealth and respectability were found to use it,^ their ordinary food, 
to cat it bv way of regale, and even to lay in ^ stock of iC This flesh was pre¬ 
pared in different ways, anil the practice being once introduced, spread into tlif 
provinces, so that examples of it were found in every part of Egypt. It then no 
longer caused any surprise ; the horror, it had at first inspired, vanished; and it 
was mentioned ns an indifferent and ordinary thing. This ftny of devouring one 
anotlicr became so conimoa among the i)oor, that the greater part perished in this 
manner. These wretches employed all sorts of artitices to seize men by surprise, 
or decoy them into their houses under false pretences. This happened to three 
physicians among those who visited me ; and a bookseller, who sold uic books, an 
old and very corpulent man, fell into their snares., and escaped with great difficulty. 
All the facts which we relate ns ocular witnesses fell under our observation acri- 
dontJi.'Jly, for we generally avoided seeing spectacles, which inspired us with si» 
much horror.’* 
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at the same time. * On seeing the natives devour the arm or leg of a 
roasted monkey, it is difficult not tp believe, that this habit of eating 
animals, dial no much resemble man in tlieir physical organization, has, 
in a a;rtain degree, contributed to diminish tlie horror of anthropo¬ 
phagy among savages- Roasted monkeys, particularly those that have 
a very round head, display a hideous resemblance to a child; the Eu¬ 
ropeans therefore, who*are obliged to feed on quadrumanes, prefer 
separating the head and the hands, and serve up only the rest of the 
animal at tHcir fables. The flesh of.jmonkeys is so lean and dry, that 
Mr. Bonpland has preserved in his collections at Paris an arm and 
hand, which had been broiIj|d over the Are at Esmeralda; and no 
smell arises from them after a great number of years.” 

Whilst we arc on the subject of fastCy wliich is allowed to bo mere 
matter of opinion, not of disput^,^>we will make mention of another 
diet, nof'cxactly either animal or vegetable, but which we suppose may 
combine the flavours of both to tliose who indulge in it. We speak 
of the Otoniacs, a tribe in the rudest state, who inhabit the pictu- 
resqiic inission of Uruana, and who present one of the most extraor¬ 
dinary physiological phenomena. 

“ The ^toniacs,” says Mr. Humljoldt,,“ eat earth; that is, tliey 
swallow every day, during several months, very considerable quanti¬ 
ties, to a]>pcasc Onager, without injuring their health.” And his ar¬ 
guments on tliis singular custom are so curious, that though our 
limits fp^id us from pursuing them further, we cannot but recommend 
th^, \rali the whole of the work, to tlie attention of our readers, as 
very highly interesting. 


V 


TO LELTA. 

O, saii^'d licUa! w'hen the dew-bright rose 
Shines ill the pule moon’s pure and pearly light; 

While o’er its blu.diing head serenely flows 
The bongyof love’s mild melodist of night— 

’Tis Nature’s record of thy beautks-tj-wherc 
Thy lucid eye is ^ibleiu’d by the dew,—' 

Thy brow df whiteness, by the moon-light fair, 

Aud*thy soft cheek, by the rich rose’s hue.— 

O, 1 have seen this emblem ! and have thought 
The nightingale’s sweet warbling like thy voice. * 

Yet, thoug^the dew-bright rose and moon-light brought 
Thy form t<) mind, I cOuld not long rejoice ; 

For as I gaz’d upon the flow’r dclignied, 

I sigh’d 10 think, it might, like thee, be blighted ! C. L. 

V 

£ 


* “ Suon aftt»r iny return to Europe, an engraving was published at Weimar, from 
a drawing composed with great spirit by Mr. Scbick at Rome, representing one of 
our resting’places on the banks of the Oroouoko. iu the foreground some Indians 
are occupied in roasting a monkey.'* 




( 319 ) 


THE MOUNTAIN KING, TUOM A SWEDISH LEGEND. 

One is surprised that the legendary lore of Swt'den sliould be so 
little known to the rest of Europe; for, altliougli it is a country less ex¬ 
plored by travellers than any other so far advanced in civilization, 
there is a penetrating spirit in popular poetry, tliat usually enables it to 
make its way, under every disadvantage. 

The incidents in the following tale are taken from an old Swedish 
Ballad, founded on a superstition common in ancient^ times to that 
country, and our own; the mythology of both nations having peo¬ 
pled the interior of their mountains w™ a powcriul, vindictive, and 
mysterious race—objects always of terror, and sometiuif's of unwary 
love, but usually fatal to thos(» by whom they were not sedulously 
shunned. , 

“ Open, open, green lull, and let a fair maid in,” with the suhse- 
cpicnt admittance of the damsi^l, according lo her invocation, in one of 
our uursiTy-tales, is evidently akin to the fate of Isabel, 

«r 

THE MOUNTAIN KINO. 

She heard the bell toll, and went forth at the dawn— 

It IS not to matins the maiden is f»onc * ^ 

The inotiier btluvcs that her child w(ut to pray— 

No piaycL did fair Isabel utter that da). 

Whcie, thiou^h the »;rey twilight, did isahcl go? 

Alas! In the inountams with hehncis of snow, 

Wliose dark lirous seem to frown oVr tlielauicl and lo'-e 
'I'hat so lovingly undti their shadows rejiose 

On the Ingh.'st of hills did fair Isahcl rest,— 
ilei delicate fingers lia\u tapped at Us breast, 

Hisc, King of ilio inouniaut^ * unbar thy ptceii door, 

I have seen lliec m dreams! 1 must sec thee oncc‘ni6rc ”— 

(Vase, Isabel, cease! I refuse for thy sake; ^ 

'J'hat maul ts my liride who licholds me awake 
And some cruel inllictiou the Fates ever bung 
To her who espouses the pale Muuiitaiii-kiug.”— 

Let niy fate be ilie darkest thy caverns have spcn, 

1 will brave ail Its horrors to move as thy ^uccu; 

Then rise! Mountain-monarch! unbai thy grvcii docjr, 

I must ga/c on thy terrible beauty once moie.*’— 

The lightning flash’d blue, and the thunder spake loml. 

The sun was obscured by an ominous cloud; 

The doors of the mounlam, iu darkness and storm. 

Flew open,—and closed over Isabel’s form. 

In a palace of splendour, received as a Queen, 

A rich lobe is crasp^d round her by handmaids unseen, 

And the gems of her crown are selected to vie ^ 

With her sun-shine of smile, and her soul-speaking eye. 

Sweet vviices, rcs|jonsive, breathe softly around. 

And poui oil her name all the treasures of sotiiul,— 

Now lunuonioiisly bleuding, now pearly and briglit. 

Falls each delicate note, like a diop of pure light. 
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Now they linger and fade, like a lover’s last sigh, 

And now the fa4tChorus floats proudly on hi^, 

' Where, like Iris in hue, shedding odqurs divine, 

Lamps nourish’d with perfumes eternally shine. 

But the wild rush of hope that check’d Isabel’s breath 
Closed' her ear, to sofl tones, like the dull ear of death ; 
And she .mark’d not the splendour Ibat litter’d around, 
Her eye sought but one ooject—^her ear out one sound.-— 

’Twas a moment, no more—^yet seem’d ages to fleet. 

Ere the pale^ountain-monarch appear’d at her feet: 

He kjffit at her feet* he whisper’d soft vows^ 

Words, pan d^e hot inner, have^made her his spouse. 

His subject are thronging with looks of surprise, 

^ And fix on her face meir inquisitive eyes'^ 

They drew ncarvvith respect,-yet she met them with awe, 
#or a likeness in each to their n\dharch s^ie saw, 

"And wherever she turned, some lines were impress’d 
Of the visage imprinted so doepin her breast; 

So sweetly majesdc—so mildly severe— 

That her mimulous love often thrill’d^ into fear. 

l^tic calms her in whispers, and gems her dark hair 
With treasures, and wondcrs-^the'hefutcous—the rare— 
Sought in darkest recesses of^ desolate caves. 

Paved with jasper, and cover’d'with deep-flowing waves. 

^ Her oni^mooih ocean of boundless repose, 

^l^ithout qhance, change, or tin^e, like eletni^ shews, 
Savc^that eight smiling infants successively shine. 

Flashing star after star, in their beauty divine. 

. When she drank the deep love of their fathomless cyea, i 
Feeling Heaven's own breath in their infantine sighs. 
These inoBable stirrings of nature awaken 
The deepest-remorse for a pother forsaken. 

In tlft'^ll tide of passion did Isabel'flkig 

Her fair forin "at the feet Of the pale Mountain-king ;— 

“ A I5ooft from my lord and my husband 1 fctare, 

Letflid^ kiss my fond mother, or weep o^er her grave.” 

Then g& to ^hy niother,—in sadness bereft. 

But say not a vrord bf the babes thou hast left.’’— 

Soon was Isabel lick’d in a parent’s embrate. 

And the tcap of forgiveness fell fast on her Bicc. 

*‘Oh't rem^, my^lost bird, in the haunts of thy youth. 
Nor again fleC the precincts of honour and truth ; 

Though the gardens of Error are perfumed with flowers, 
The adder and snake lie ^onceal’d'in her bowers.” 

“ With thc^blushes of shiO^ had her check ever buni’d 
To her home Hhd fair Isabel never return’d; ^ 

m the King of the m^rftains selecled^as queen, 
l1i(yLruc|t arid-fondesrof wives have I been. 

^ In liis re^mseicithcr sorrow nor sickness appear— 

1 had nearly for^otr-alpiost long'd for—a tear; 

And ohr bridal is hlc?t by the bounty of Heaven— 

1 have one peerless daugnter-^jny sons they are seven.” 
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Then strode o^er the threshold the pale Mountain-king— 

Why Standcst thou here, thus presumhig to fling 
Such aspersions on me as I ne'er can forgive?— 

The revcaler of secrets deserves not to Jive.” 

No aspersions on thee have these lips ever thrown* 

1 have dwelt on thy h)vc and thy kindness alone ” 

”Thou hast mention'd the babes with thy venomous breath— 
Thou fool I that vain boast haS cofndemn’d them to death. 

Forewarn'd, thou hast broken the merciful spell ' 

That permits in our palace those children to dwell, 

Whose existence has never been whisiiprVl on earth— 

Oil I accursed the hoiirl rejoiced in ibcir birth J** 

Then he struck her fair face as she kupit at his feet— 

“Oh ! the death-blow,” she cHed, “frotn thy bands will be sweei' 
Since the deep chords bf love thus mysteriously tfcrill. 

While I suffer iit |)Jtiende resign’d to thy will.” « 

*• Tnthis ill-fated mansion no more shah thou stay, ’ 

Where thy ctIiuc was cotiiniitlcd :—Away! then—Away!” 

•* Farewell, my dear father !—^iroweil, iriy fond mother ! — 
Farewell, weeping sister!—farewell, infant bra||ber!— 

“ Farewell, yc high Ilca\ens !—^farewell, thou giecii eaigii I— 

And farewell, thou sweet home, the dear pUce of my bifili '- 
For the King of tlic mountarns J left befon*, 

And for hun, m his anger, I lea\c )c once more.” 

Iloirid laughter appi^irs in the Moiiaich’s darkijfece, 

\\ hilc nine qjrelcs around the tall mountain they trace,—^ 

And the Lears on fan Isabels bosom fell fast. 

As smaller c«ich circle became than the last. 

The glad sun m the blue depths of beaien sjiune hiigbi 
i\s she gaspingly sought the last lay of its light; 

Her young daughter beheld her with teiror o’ereati— 

“ Oh, mothti, dear inoilier I repose thee at last. 

“ Beneath this gold canopy lav thy pale head, * 

Where eushions of crimson profusely I’ve siircad.” 

“ My child ! give me wine—bring the cup of iny death— 

Then close my sad /pyclids—recenc my last bieath. 

A more tender farewell thy poor mothicr would take. 

But fears, my sweet daughter ! thy ^niing heart ’twould break ” 

She drank—and to icc a more warm bcattwas chill'd. 

Than by love’s richest trcasuics had eicr been fail'd. 

Thus from home and ftom happiness Isabel stray’d. 

And thus the pkkb^Monarch her pabsion repaid $— 

Like a lily bhe Sknk when a pitiless shower 

Has unsparingly beat on the delioatfc flower. M. A S. 


There are several kind.s of Jiice men; but I shall contt^nt my 
readers with two of Ihem:— * 

I- Tfie nire-fas/cd man .—lie is your* h^porcritic ki literature, 
painting, sculpture, music, acting, dancing, and singing ; and is, 
moreover,over-profound in the virtit of coats, suutF boxes, and kept- 
Chlocs. A creature of this class is as troublesome to you with bis 
VOL, IT. NO. IX. z 
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opinions, as an old over-^providcnt housekeeper of the Mistress Ahsoii 
frugality, or a conscientious steward; (but these are very scarce 
troubles.) 

All niceness is efleminacy; niccncss of judgment is but mental 
edeminacy. Strong minds arc sometimes diseased down to it; but 
there are some minds that seem )>oru with this sickliness of the judg¬ 
ment; one can conceive that they had a severe taste in pap, when 
infants; and when boys, were supreme-judgmented in taws, blood- 
alleys, and pl^-tops. The man is as much to be pitied wbo has this 
malady of the mind, asdf he had any^ one lingering disorder oi' the 
whole catalogue of suiferings which bur “vile flesh is heir to.” A 
nice woman is put-iip-wkli-;ablc;—1 knew one who was so over- 
exquisite, she lyoukl not be cantered in a swing set up in a kitchen- 
gardcR,'because, as she whispered, Ute potatoes had c^es; but a nice 
man is a nausea: it is, as a certain Irish orator would say, the lion 
upivg the lap-dog ; llie oak the violet. 

You shall know this class simply by tbeir noses. There is ob¬ 
servable, in thafci^cry expressive ieature, a prominent indication of 
never-fal]jpg coneeiteduess of opinion, and a nice dissatisfaction with 
every thing but ilu-mselvcs, in the up-curling of its widely-dilated 
nostrils: the nose I mean is very like the poet Gray’s. You would 
think, at the furst wiuk, that it was merely hypercritical in suulfs, 
aiidfiTofouad in ^tin^uishiug adulterated Irish Blackguard from the 
; hut, upon a nearer acquaintance, you discover that its disccrii- 
m^t is of a higher and nicer character. This nose may vary in its 
shape: it may have the straightness of the Grecian; the eagle- 
beaked curve of the Roman; the strength and manly beauty of the 
English; the shortness and pertinacity of the Scotch; or the snubbi- 
ncss and obstinate stupidity of the Irish nose: the contour may vary, 
but the sentiment, the expression of tlic nose, is ever the same. 

A critic of this class will not suH'er you to admire any one thing for 
yoursel|^: it is'.his pleasure (which, eunseqiiently, is your pain) to 
poiu|; out two things you should admire, which are not worthy to be 
admired^ and two hundi^ed you should nut, which arc. If Venus her¬ 
self bbuld bud out of her imaginary existeuce into the full-blown 
beauty of a thing of life, and come among the inhabitants of this “ ter¬ 
raqueous earth,” our nice man would find out that she halted in her 
gait;*'or that slie squinted ; or that her teeth were not so white as 
Ruspini’s; or th$t her waist required stays d la Diana, to give it a 
graceful, littdulatihg bend; or that her yellow tresses had too much of 
the sandy hue in them, and perhaps call her a “red-haired wench.” 
If you have a new coat, yqu must consult his taste, and not your own; 
or endure the penalty of being held by the third button (that is his 
favourite one, because three is the number of the Graces,) w hile he 
lectures on the cut and constitution of coats, from the remotest collar 
of antiquity, to th<? most recent cape of modern days—from the little 
coat of Samueh to the gi*eat cOat of Soames. You sprain your ancle 
in a slip from the pavement, and he falls to shewing you how you 
might have sprained it with more grace in a Psychean quadrille. You 
weep the loss of some dear friend before him, and he asks you wiicthcr 
you have ever seen the celebrated statue of the weeping Narcissus, or 
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that of the tearful Niobe ; he thinks their attitudes have more of the 
grace and sentiment of sorrow in them than your's. This is imperti* 
nent and unfeeling enough*; but I verily believe that if his brother 
were about to endure what is technically termed the ** Tyburn-tie,” 
he would object to the taste of the county-valet, and would, perhaps, 
step up on the scaffold to change the knot to the tic d la CavmdisJu’ 
He is a critic in every thing, from a l^in to a pyramid; from an epic 
to an epigram. He looks at Meinnon’s head (in the Museum) through 
a microscope, and discovers that the granite is not without naws. It 
is not easy to please him who cannot please himself. 1 should as soon 
hope to please a fleet-footed greyhound, by ordering him to be horse¬ 
shoed. Did Apollo himself indulge his car with a capriccio, he 
would play too flat or too sharp. It is no wonder, therefore, that 
Shakspeare shocks him; and that his dramatic style is a bad one 
or that “ Ben Jonson's wwks, taken altogether, are but trash.^ (Pope.) 
Milton, be agrees with Waller in considering as nothing more than 
“ an old, blind schoolmaster, who wrote a jioem,” something about 
the loss of Paradise, or his pug-puppy, he forgets which, Avho, if 
diiiiiesH and length arc the principal requisites fdt*^ a grand work,’^ 
certainly was a great author. You shew him a painting of^O|>c you 
have Just finished; he asks you to let him look at Despair, and gives 
\ou to understand, bv a certain smirk of couecit writhing in the cor- 
ners of life mouth, which he would prefer if he had to marry either of 
them by th^ choice of her portrait. You shew hiin:a sketch yoii have 
nuule for a grand picture of the Furies dragging Eiirydice back to itie 
infernal regions; and he asks you why you did not persuade the 
Furies to put their snakes in papers, “ for you see they are horribly 
out of curl." You shew him your own portrait; he glances hastily 
at it, and says, ‘‘You have flattered the old geiqiemaii too much," 
meaning your falhcr. You assure him that it was intended for yon, 
and he lifts up his brows with surprise, and assures you, iu return, 
that it is not a bit like you : besides, “ who would know it to be the 
portrait of a painter? Let it Iiavc some mark and likelihood in it. 
Why not throw in a touch or two of St. Luke’s style—a bull's head 
and a pallet in it ?” You do not suspect him then, and you paint 
another; and to pourtray your profession as well as yourself, you in¬ 
troduce the portrait of a favourite ass on the easel. You call him in ; 
and at the first glance be cries, “Why, what is this? Here is the 
ass’s head to the left, and your’s is to the right; but perhaps you 
designed to shew the same head in tw o positions V You (luarrel with 
him for his ill-nature; and then he begs jour pardon for his severity, 
and confesses that he is a little out of temper, because he had pricked 
his fingers with “GamraarGurton'snecdle^'^’in buying a Whitccha|)el*^ 
one; ami then, to restore you to smiling, he says, “Tut, man, nm^r 
be fretted by a sneer! Sneers are to a fine-spirileil genius, what, 
spurs are to a high-mettled horse—they prick him on*to strong; en¬ 
deavour. Why, there was Whafs-his-name^ ihe c:veat linc-art-ist, 
sneered at me but yesterday, with his polar, cold-looking nose^^not 
that I consider myself a genius—Apollo forbid !) and why. guess you ? 
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because I insifited that the toe-nail of the Piping Faun^ was a more 
perfect semicircle than the eyelid of John of Bologna’s Couching 
Venus t 1 did not ^afe and fret, and pull my wig upon my brow— 
not 1! I coolly, aira with all possible consideration, requested him, 
if he did not mean to saturate me with a cold, to favour me so much, 
when he sneered to-morrow a^Oie, as to take the chill off his nose. 
The creature grinned his best Sardonic grin, (copied from an antique 
gem in his cabinet), and would have lent me his wife for my wit.” 

You confide your new comedy to his hands; he looks at the cover, 
and admires its Grecian border, though he thinks ** the Egyptian 
would have been more Apropos, as the scene lies in England” (this is 
bis manner of sneering); reads through the title down to lb2€[,’' re¬ 
turns it, calls it a farce run to seed, advises you to study divinity, and 
sends yon a pastoral discourse by old Toplacly. 

' Mrs. Jenkiiison introduces her French shock-dOg to him, and be 
shocks her, by declaring that he sees nothing in him but an aniuiufed 
henrth-rug. 

There is a line which 1 was in the ten years’ innoCent habit of ad¬ 
miring, for the beauty of its thought: 

“ The conscious water saw its Lord, and blush'd:” 

he proved, perfectly to my dis-satisfaction, that it was nonsense; ** for 
(said he) though blushing might give to the water the hue of wine, it 
required something more to give it the quality^' 

He is proud to be considered a man of taste, though he sometimes 
allows that taste is a great maker of little minds. A friend of his 
says of him, that “ he is like the Lord Mayor’s taster, — he makes a 
lueol of DO one dish, and is hungry with plenty before him.” He is, 
however, a very gmrmand in taste; and it is not a few dainties will 
satisfy his appetite. He picks a leg of the young Antinous ; a bit of 
the breast of Canova’s Venus; a lip of the Piping Faun ; a knuckle 
of the Gladiator; the wing of an angel from the Cartoons; and a 
pope’s eye from Lawrence’s Pontiff;—these tid-bits serve for his 
morning repast. His more substantial, or ditiner-meal, consists of an 
oUa p^rida of Lamb’s tales, Crabbe’s talcs, and Hogg’s—a 
strangely-selected literary dish, all of which he tastes of, with a 
hungry ostrich sort of haste, grumbling as he picks them to pieces, 
like a gourmand who is fuller of' spleen than satisfaction, when his 
soles arc done to devils. Two dozen of Milton objections, instead, of 
one of ditto oysters, serve as a side dish. A mouthful of Bacon, 
swallowed, with some complaints of there being too much of the At¬ 
tic salt in it for his taste, and an insinuation that U has grown rusty 
froft antiquity, and is not likely to be relished by high tastes, finishes 
tb^meal. 

Ilia opinions are not worth much; but 1 was glad to hear him say, 
“ that any lord who wrote poetry, and could be priggish enough to 

V bsse^ that Cowper was no poet, would be intemperate enough to take 
the next chair s wig off' to wipe his own mouth with.” 

. IL The Nice, or Ladies Man, —This is a sort of Tom ShulHeton 
grown flat, staid, and fortyish ; a fop running to seed ; just such a 
being as would have made Cowper’s “ wheel-footed chair, wide- 
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elbowed an^ wadded with hair/' (for which be thanked Lady Heg- 
kelh pleasan^) a thorn-stool. Flc says, of such an one— 

** I cannot talk with civet in the roonij^, 

A fine puss-gcntleinan, that’s all pe^oie; 

The si^<ht's enough—^no need to smell a beau j 
Who thrusts his head ij||p a raree-show ? 

His odoriferous attemp*o please, / 

Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees j 
But we that make no honey, though we sting, 

Poet^ are sometimes apt to oiaul the thing.” 

The ingredients ‘^hich go* to his composition, are—a good face, 
white teeth, ^d regular (or, as a waggish friend of mine describes 
them, teeth Which keep good hours); a nose that lias neither sneers 
nor snuff about it, though it politely puts itself to the expense of 
maintaining a box for noses that carry their own sneers, but take any¬ 
body's snuff; a very moderate'share of sense, and an immoderate 
share of nonsense, mixed aceonling to the Gratiano recipe, (that is, 
in the proportion of two grains of wheat to two bushels of chaff); a 
Vince that sounds agreeably musical in a ** How-d’ye-do?” in the 
anti-room, in a quartett or conversation in any room, or in a good 
night” at the extremity of the hall-stairs ; a back which can bend 
like a willow to niy Lord George, or my Lady Fanny; a smile and 
insinuated sovereign, which purchase tny lord’s butler, and procure 
him hot plates, choice bits, and frequent changes of botli, besides 
careful heipings-on of great coats, infinite care-takings of hats, 
umbrellas, and w alking-sticks, and gentle shuttings of hall and hack¬ 
ney-coach doors after him; a smirk that does not displease my 
lady’s confidential maid, when it is accompanied by something sub¬ 
stantial though flimsy; hands white, long-fingered, and acorn-nailcd, 
if convenient: legs w'itli some probability of calf; ancles as mucli 
superior to the Apollo Belvidere as possible ; two eyes of one colour; 
whiskers and hair of his own growth; with washes, essences, lavender 
soaps, tooth-picks and powders, tight waist, tighter pantaloons, rilk- 
stockings, ^c, &c. ^ 

He is of an equable temper, lightly pleased, and not lightly dis¬ 
pleased. lie is as cheerful to-day as he was yesterday; his boots 
and his wit were equally brilliant yesterday and to-day. 1 have, how¬ 
ever, known him melancholy; but that w^as when his “ dear Chloe** 
was unkind, and w^ould not confess (what he had some violent suspi¬ 
cious about) whether the crop of shavings he found on her toilette 
were the produce of that pretty piece of common-land, her chin. And 
then he talked of committing suicide, by throwing himself the 
arms of the Dowager Countess Closelist, with 90,000 attractions 
a year; and then Chloe frowned him out of her presence; atui^ben 
he came like a prodigal in penitence back again ; and then Chloe for¬ 
gave him, at the entreaties of a set of brilliants, valued at ^0 gui¬ 
neas by Love; and then he w*as made so happy anil tractable, tiaa-t idle 
sent him out of her house on the stilts of elevation just five it^nutes, 
fiy the gold repeater he had lately given her, before his rival, the 
Marquis, descended from bis close carriage to fly to her anus hnd her 
drawing-room. 
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He has not any opinions he has so many: but what he has are ah 
ways your*8. lie a^ees generally with the last speaker. * 

** Ho would not with a peremptory tone 
Assert #ic nose upon his face his own; 

With hesitation, adrainibly slow, 
lie humbly hopes, pre&uines it nuiy be so,” 
lie , 

** Knows what he knows, as if he knew it not; 

What he remembers seems to have forgot, 

His sole opinion, whatsoe'er befall, 

Centering at last in having none at alU” 

I ^ 

Reing independent as to property, he may be considered us a kind of 
amateulT toad-eater; a toad-eater, witliout thc'^vcnonil dfunc of these 
reptiles. If his lordship is disposed to be profoundly axiomatical, and 
says, that mock-turtle is not real turtle, be does not dispute it, hut 
swallows my lord's mock-turtle and hh real opinion at the same time. 
My lady asserts that Chaucer did not write Comus, and ho confesses 
that the strength of her ladyship's assertion has staggpred an opinion 
he had held to the contraiy. If lus lordship is merely witty, he al¬ 
ways laughs in time and in tune. His laugh is loud, long, and pe¬ 
culiar; his acquaintance is therefore much cultivate<l by ‘'witsamong 
lords,” and lords among wits it is something like a chromatic run 
down the keys of the piano ; whether it is to shew the soundness of 
his teeth, of organ-key whiteness and regularity, or the compass of 
Ills voice, or to conMnee you how wide he could sawn, if forced to it, 
and thus increa*-e the value of Ins attention, by betraying how awful 
and grave-gaping his inattention would bo, is perhaps known by him¬ 
self. It is thought to be \ery cordial; so it i&»: there is but one 
thing 1 prefer to it, and that is an instrument which is now making 
under the exclusive patronage of high life, by which laughing is inii 
tated in all its wide varieties, from the laugh obligato or forcetl, aiul 
the laugh reluctant or equhocatory, to the laugh delightful or satns- 
factory^ and the laugh extempore or voluntary : I prefer this, because 
here 1 do not despise the man in the instrument. 

His other uses are,—to hand young ladies to carriages, and say 
nothing of their ancles, if they are not to his taste, and as much as 
he pleases if they are, so that it be not in their mammas’ hearing; 
but it may be as much as possible in the luMring of any rival beauty 
who cannot boast of the “ Milainc foot of fire.” He may too, if there 
is an opportunity, insuiuate that the foot of the bluc-stoekirig Lady 
Sapphira Sapphic, is like a foot of the heroic measure (meaning a 
Life-guardsman’s): this will notdis]>Ijase tliem^ for they utterly abhor 
Lady tgpphira, because, at her last rout, her grooms squeezed into 
hei room a thin young gentleman, and thereby had a majority of one 
over the number pressed in at the rout of the countess their mother's 
the preceding evening* To hand old ladies to their sedans on court- 
days, atM be Oa patient as Vetielopo in compressing them and their 
hoops into them. To qugdnilo with young ones, if a younger lord 
has not come to his time* To sit seriously and at case with battered 
beauties and decayed dowagers, in w inter-c veiiings, and look as if he 
had never been happier; and, if possible, ieineniher the lust days ul 
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the ilowagoTB, and forget when the Honourable Miss Tittermoutb 
combed her own hair» and giggled among her own teeth. To wait on 
lovely countesses at Almack’s, between the daticcs; and serve lemon- 
udes, ices, and jellies with a page’s precision, knd a prince's polite¬ 
ness of back and body. To say handsome tilings io the ordinary Miss 
Houourables, and look unutterably })t^ndsomc things to the beautiful 
ones. To shop with thfrm at the jeweller’s, once in a way; and ad¬ 
mire their taste when they prefer French JiUgree to English reality 
and sterlingness. At the opera^ to cry bravo for weak-voiced elderly 



umusenieuts,^ad> all logetlier, they make up a v^ry harmless sort of 
nice being, which one can no more object to than one can ta honey 
and bread for breakfast, honey and biscuit for hincheon, honey a{ul 



and gingerbread for supjier. 
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Tu£K ]>aused the birincr from his foul repast, 

And from h‘v> mouth the gory remnants cast; 

Till, cleansed his lips fiom clotted blood and ban. 

The gloomy tale his itecents thus declare; 

** Thou usk’st a thing, whose thought to desperate pam 
The \\\si recalling, harrows up iny brain; 

And, ere luy tongue the direful scene unroll, 
lleuiember’d anguish loads my wretched soul. 

But should these words, these tears, with guilt and jhauie 
Blast in the lealms of day the traitor’s name, 

Whose hateful scull with ravening looth 1 hare— 

Nor woids this mouth, nor tears these eyes shall spate 
“ Who thou may’st be, and thrpugh the realms id pain 
How thou hast wander’d here, to guesfl wxrc \ain , 

JJut the sweet accent of my native land 
Bes[ieak.s thee born on Arno’s flowery sirapd. 

Count Ugolino was my namemy prey 
This felon’s scull once did a mitre sway; 

Iluftgiero was he colKdnow leant the causr 


Of this our doom by Hell’s unerring laws. 

My faith by him abused—^niy hapless fate 
Consign d to chains, ’(were needless to relate , 

But the dark secrets of that prison drear 
Thou hast not beard—and now thou art to heat 
“ Full many u moon had shot a silvery dew 
Through the small chink that air’d our narrow 1 mew—* 
*rhc Tow'cr of Famine, named from me (nor I 
The only wretch there doom’d iiuniorcd to die;, 



* Count Ugolino de' Glicriirdeaohi aotiglit tp obtain the sovgrei^ty oi l^a in 
1288, and joined Ruitgieri degU Ubnldiui Nino di Galituh ^e/ormer ob¬ 

tained their object, but aftcni orda quarrelling, Knggieri betrajrel jPgOlino by ffdse 
representations, and heading the enru;;cd people, tikby imprlsmiedbMIlt &ndtwoof bis 
sons in a tower on the Piazza degli Anzioni, where t buy were Starved to ^ath. The 
tOwer has since been called La torre dcllk fame,'* The tower of fauMue«—Sec 
Dante, Inferno, Canto 33. 
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Wheu, as 1 slept, A 5 lrcam of awful power 

the (Urk veSithat shrouds the future houi 
Methought to ibostt fair hills with ohtcs^rtvii 
Whuh Pisd’s haughty walls fioin Lucca screen, 

Ku^iero, proud ui hot and arduous ehacc. 

Held a daik wolf and all his bnndicd race,j; 

Gualandi, SUmond, Laufrunc led the way," 

And fierce andwagfA hounds pursued Ine prey. 

^horf, space weary hrutes ha^c strength to fly $ 

They feiat--4:ltey siuk—the huncereycll—they die 
Breathless i wake, and hear a Treble scream,— 

QhC^od! itiafny liitlc ones that dreani; % 

Jrheat them moan, alKvrajit in bleep they lie, 

5||Aod# * Father, give us bread/ they faintly ciy 

mortal^ thfen what flash'd uj>oniii\ brain; 

And m tliat thought Ll/th(Vu from tears rcfiain. 

Stern, stern iitdeep art thoUf and pitilcsb of pain 
And nof^, (|draliiwcr>j}iaBt, the hour draws nigh 
Thdt brtugl^iyf daily fooa thy scant supply. 

SflenC and lo^fin lllfwghtful glooniilt 

In the dark dreaift each scans tlbc couiiiur doom : , 

When tbft drear lower shook wuth a liOirUI jai-*- ' 
jU was the cikng of bolts and'ciieuking of th(; bar 
Then all was siUntfbrf did not uioan— 

Despair and horror Iroac my soul to sionc 
1 upon the innocents—aud^iiey 
Wept borrly—and I hcaid one fall'nng sa^ 

(My liule Aiischn) * Father, Look npt so — 
vV hat ailrf^thcoj/athfet P^in that day of wot 
I spAfce not, wept Hot*nor jin the long night 

—nor till i>ro||;e the morning light, 

WL^d, a» my image in the ivjetehtd four, 

Patenhhy’:* tet pledge, i saw oi)ce more, 

Jn hitterness of luy \ay hand< 1 tort ; 

And they, beUevioAlhAt ror want of bread 
I finawchmy fl^sh^uick btaited. up and said^ 

" * Feed on MS, father I less w ill he tiic p^in,~ 

Tbou»gav\t thubO wrt?ich*d hmhs>and takfc them h'rk agaii 
1 tlien was dlcfliiil, thin I might not wring 
Thuir t€|ijtdcr boult with added ^uflering. 

That day In silence, and thanext weTc pass’d — 

. Oil God! Oh God! sverq not the last 
^ The fourth mom, at iny feet, in agony 
My Gaddo fell; ^^d ‘ Help me, father, why 
Dost thou not help ine'!^ was the dying cry 
0f tliat detr^childJ^anAthub the other three, 

J Kre the sixth mMn airived, liAd ceased to be. 

, Famine and rtlgrs then qucnchM the visual light, 


} 
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_ rub their features play d. 
4^ys I ttU'd tbetr hamesr^^t |hcy were dead 
The fmth inZ^g*ring the fatter tpirkfled/' 
Thul 8pakqk|K Fiend; and a# he *pakC, hi$ eyes 
Shot forth Alkwnt ibe wrath that HOver dies. 

With grin maibgu he clench’d Am tf^tlDr’s head, 

And to th^ir i^engcfi^task his tccih indicate sp^. 
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* NO. II. 

• 

Thb adventures of Peter Ciaus, or (according to his new i^peUa- 
lion) Rip-van Winkle,^verted our attention frpm the observationa we 
were about to make in aaformer Number, on the value of the tradilson- 
ajy tales, which have built themselies upon, and often become the 
sole preservers of kitefesUng ^storical fa^, as wellas the records 
aucietit manaers and supersUtions. * ^ 

Into the clouds of damsome duiibt ancj unceildinty which overhang 
the early davn of Teutonic enterprise, vve cahnot attempt here to 
penetrate, tiiough the thcmeds one on*whicb^n often uiediwc with 
an interest proportionate to the ditfictiUy and perplexity of the sub¬ 
ject. ^fae Goths evcrywheVe, ahd on eveiy account, excite ourvMSt 
lively curios^ and command Iftle ikoSttrettp^ctM atten^oo^ '’Their 
origin and a^ptarancein Europe, their ftirmSof whlltt|^en^and pro¬ 
gress in civiluriillp), Sk all subjects full of speimlation to the philo¬ 
sophic historian, for raiey were the Ipbus brought with them, 
and infused into the \9tsiGm contHkml, the veiy stontipa of vitality, 
of prorngijt, manly principle and a!btloii; so tRat we ti^e "^to them, 
wherev^i^ they settled, almost all that is great and cbaracteritittic of 
European pre-eminence. ^ Their institutions So soon nvoulded them¬ 
selves into the substautiai and enduring pruiciples of order and good 
government, that we can hafdly bring ourirlv^ltto believe, that they 
could ever have been the mere acciden^ahcpmbinations of/ude barba¬ 
rians, the chanceHmedh'^o&cbaotic'atoit^ We confess tilm^heo we 
think of these things, we are often fn gom earnest incline^ n pin our 
f&ith on the flattering aodounts which Jornaudes gives ilCthe literaiy 
and philosophic acquirements of his countrym^ in the earliest times; 
how (at their hours of leisure flrom tho'^alinost perpetua} oonfiictS^ 
which the ambitious policy of Rome >yas ever provoking]^ tiheim wijt4 
men turned themselves to Walk in tijp^gpaths df philosophy; boW^e 
scrutinized the face of the heavens ;<auo](^er explored the nature of 
herbs and fruits; a third calculated the tfses and laws^ motion o£ the 
moon; and a fourth investigated the rules by which thoisun performed 
bis diurnal course, aqd contemplated the theory of the zodiacal s^ps. 
These pursuits, indeed, square little witll the pictures of barbarism 
sketched by Roman pride; t'kouM, in thav result, we see these bov-^ 
barians rising in vigour of inteu^jmd splidity Of cjharacter, aod 
maturing everywhere institutions w^pnhav^ borne the test o^tnl^ 
and withstood* alike the encroac^tients of despotism and demecjj^y# 
while their classic despfters fontil tibcir iKmslea* pre-^inetK in 
luxury and elegant raflneinents, onl^ hurrying them up fasier tp Hgnay 
and ruin. 

^ We hava^befosc alluded or W 

tfie es^Rept ages, commemoralsd &e ft^loita^f the TeufdpRcJmfrioini, 
and wme^ i^x the days ^ tlharWiagne, duoiently 
ia|ked of t^e bigh,^t th^^me maiAierWstffl 

eariierdociimentB had beep to the time oi Th«e>it*is trOe, 

have periled like their predecenso^^ut th^recan be htfi|Moubttimt 
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some of the old heroic poems still in existence are, at my rate, founded 
<m vei) ancient materials. The circumstantial details of the achie\e- 
ments of Attila and Theodcric have manifestly their foundation in fact; 
and in the Scandinavian Sagas we actually find the original songs re¬ 
ferred to as then in repute, and considered of historic authority. Thus 
the Wilkinaand Niflunga Saga says, “ Worthy of notice are the German 
songs of the inhabitants of Susa, [the residence of Attila is so called 
in this Saga] where these actions happened. They shew the ganlen, 
the dungeon, and the Munster and Bremen men tell the same 
facts, without knowing of the other accounts, almost i^ithout varia¬ 
tion ; from which we see the fidelity of the historical poems of the 
Teutoiuc language." 

It is quite clear that a great mass of poetic literature, of some sort 
or another, had been, froni the lemotcst antiquity, cultivated among 
the German tribes; but the degree of peifectiou to which it had 
attained before the pieces which have survived to us, is a more doubt¬ 
ful question. We think that it must have reached a very considerable 
extent of comparative refinement for some time previflUiB to the cle\ enth 
century. The poets of the Buabian age, we know', embodied the 
materials, if they did not actually copy the songs, of ages long gone 
by; andth^ elegahcc of their diction, as well as the artificial, and often 
very barmonious, scheme of their versification, will (if our wanderings 
should chance hereafter to lead us tliither) give us abundant reason to 
believe that they are not the characteristics of a people just emerging 
from positive barbarism. 

One of the most pi^minent and peculiar features of the traditionaiy 
tales oC Germany, is the repeated allusion to the existence in some 
remote age of two conflicting races, the one of giant, the other of^ 
dwarfish dimensions. The giants are always depicted as making 
irruptions upon, and generally ejecting, the dwarfs, who, in their turn, 
are described as fleeing for refuge to boles in the rocks and forests, 
where they are proscribed as mischievous freebooters, who availed 
themselves of every opportunity^ and even of magical arts, to vox and 
plunder their conquerors. The historic groundwork of these tradi¬ 
tions is evidently of very high antiquity. The dwarfs are very differ¬ 
ent personages from the pigmies that appear singly in the pages of 
later romance, as pmecs of court furniture, or as tlie messengers of 
the courteous knight and his lady. They are here free agents, acting 
in bodies, fonniqg states, warrra on, and warring in return; men 
who were by no means despicable edengics, and who 

** Though look’d &o little, d^d strong things sometimes.” 

Wherever or however these tales atose, certain it is, that the feuds 
between these^ supposed dwa^f and giant tribfss have intermingled 
themselves with every dfMdes ojL popular tradition, from the Eddas 
and Sagas of Scandinajia stories of the nursery, in 

which we meet, hi various guises, the friend of our youth, Thomas 
Thumb, and the more imposhug personage 

Who ^at upon a rock and bobb’d for whale.” 
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In the oldest poetic reliques of the North, we find the .same class of 
beings answering in all their attributes to their counterparts in popu¬ 
lar story; though, as might be expected, the poet generally bedepks 
his heroes with a larger proportion of the marvellous. As an illustra¬ 
tion of this, we shall make a few extracts from the poetic version of 
the exploits of a monarch of the pigmies, the renowned King Laurin, 
who in sober history was monarch of some powerful German nation. 

In the “ Little Garden of Roses,” which is generally quoted as 
forming part^of the Heldcnbuch, this little monarch is a most con¬ 
spicuous figure. Similt sallies forth with Dietlieb, her brother, to 
hold her rural festivities under the linden tree of the forest. In the 
midst of their revelry, she is carried ofi'by the little king, who puts 
upon her the ** /am,” or “ neW-cap,” whicn has the power of render¬ 
ing its wearer invisible, and boars her as a prize to his court in the 
forest. 




He bore her to his cave i ;■ 

^ Where he ruled in royalty, 

^*^'er hill and valley wild. 

With his little chWalty. 

Dietlieb and his knights set forth in pursuit of the lady, and in the 
course of their journey are informed of the exploits and wondrous 
fiOAvcr of the king. They are told that his great pride is in his mag¬ 
nificent Garden of Koses, round which is drawn a silken line; and 
that any luckless wight who trespassed on his majesty's parterres 
would rue the aggression. 

The tale is repeated to Dietrich (or Theoderic) of Bern (Verona) 
and Wlttich his friend, and they immediately resolve to try the mettle 
of the monarch by rifling his roses. Theoderic is, however, on 
arriving at the spot, ravished with the beauty of the scene ;—not so 
Wittich ; he has no horticultural taste, and commences forthwith the 
W'ork of destruction. The pride of the garden soon lay prostrate, 
and the heroes sat musing cm their doughty exploit, when on a sudden 
the Owner appears. We shall give his portrait in a few stanzas, in 
translating which, we confess we have done little more than put a new 
dress upon the correct but demi-prose version confined in the 
“ llUisIraiions of Northern Antiquities.” 

Behold there came a little kemp, 
lu warlike manner dight, 

A king he was o’er man^ a land 
And Laurin was he higl^ 

A lance with gold entwined round 
The little king did heat. 

And on the lance a pennon gay 
Wav’d fluttering in the air. 

And thereupon two greyhounds fl^et 
Right seemly were pohrU^d, 

And alway look’d as thougHfmey chac*d 
The roebuck throu^ me glade. 

His courser bounded like a ftwn 
With golden trappings ^y. 

And costly gems arourm him shone. 

Bright glittering as the day. 

2 A 2 . 
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And in his hands the hero grasp’d 
Right finn the golden rein i 
With ruby red the saddle gleam’d 
As he prick’d o’er the plain. 

« » « « 

Around his waist a girdle fair 
He wore of magic might; 

Th^ power of twelve the stoutest men 
It gave him for the fight. 

« • » « 

Cunning he was, and deep of skill. 

And when his wrath arose 
The foe must be of mickle pow’r 
That could withstand his olows. 

♦ • » • 

And tall at times his stature grew 
With spells of grainmarie. 

Then to tnc noblest princes he 
A fellow meet might be. 

c « * » 

A crown of purest gold he bore 
Upon hib nelmct bright. 

With richer gems, or finer gold. 

No mortal king is dight. 

And on the crown and tow’ring helm 
Birds sung their merry lay j 
The nightingale and lark did chant 
Their melodics so gay.— 

It seem’d as on the greenwood tree 
They tun’d their minstrelsy; 

By hand of master were tlnj wi ought. 

With spells of gramniarie.— 

A savage combat ensues, and when the king is obliged to yield a 
little to the superior strength of Tlieoderic, lie has recourse to the 
friendly “ tarn cap,'" which makes him, of course, invisible, and ena¬ 
bles him to strike with greater eftect. Of this resource, however 
he is, ill the end, deprived; and, alter a long struggle, a reconciliation 
is eflected- The champions arc then invited to the king’s palace, in 
the forest. The scene there is described in a passage of considera¬ 
ble beauty; the whole of which we regret that our limits will not 
allow us to quote. 

There all the live-long day and night 
The birds full sweetly sang, 

And through the forest and the plain 
Their gentle measures rang. 

For there they tuned their melody. 

And each one bore his part j 
So that with merry minstrelsy 
They cheer’d each hero’s heart. 
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And o’er the plain there ranged free 
Of beasts both wild and tame ^ 

In merry gambols there they play’d 
Full many a lusty game. 

• ft • • 

The meadows there so lovely seem’d. 

The flowers bloom’d so fair, 

Certes, the lord who rul’d that plain. 

Could know nor woe nor care. 

The traditional talcs of the Hartz have continual reference to the 
same disseiibions between rival nations of diilerent stature. Its wilds 
and mountain-fastnesses, even the e\i5ting names of places, are every 
where associated with tales of W'ars, conducted against inferior tribes, 
of their conquest and lingering resistance, their ]>redatory incursions 
on the possessions of their triumphant enemies, and in the end, their 
total expulsion or extermination. Concealment in rocks and woods 
became the only protection of tlie vanquished party, and poetic fancy, 
as well as popular superstition, added the assistance of the tam 
or ncbel-cap^ to shield the little warrior at times from the superior 
physical force of his oppouent. This ex])cdient reduced the attacked 
parly to the necessity of playing a serious game of blindman s-buff 
with his enemy, till, by some chance, he could displace the magical 
covering, and make caption of the convicted plunderer. 

The following tale contains the cuirent account of the final expul¬ 
sion of the little marauders: 

“ Yonder holes in the rocks, on the south side of the Hartz, were 
formerly inhabited by the dwarfs; and are, on that account, called 
dwarf-holes. In general, they are so low and narrow, that full-grown 
men could only enter them by creeping on all-fours; but some have 
large roomy dv\elling places within, capable of holding many persons. 
Between Walkcnried and Neuhof, two large tribes of these dwarfs 
once dwelt. An inhabitant of those parts observed that his fruit and 
vegetables disappeared every night, but who was tiie thief he could 
by no means discover. At last he went to take counsel of a wise 
woman ^ and, by her advice, began late one evening to beat about in all 
directions in the air, over his pea-field, with a long pole. It was not 
long before several of the dwarfs stood before him in their proper 
figures; for he had knocked off the nebel-caps, which had till then 
made them invisible. The culprits fell trembling before him, and 
confessed themselves guilty of having been in the habit of robbing the 
fields, which they said hunger compelled them to resort to for sub- 

sUteuce. ^ 

The story of the prisoners soon put the whole neighbourh^pp in 
commotion. The dwarfs at last, sent ambassadors to beg for the re¬ 
lease of their brethren, promising ia return, to quit the country for 
ever. This was soon settled; but the mode of taking their departure 
gave rise to much dispute. The farmers would not allow them to go 
off with all their plunder, and the dwarfs refused to be visible at their 
departure. At last it was agreed, that they should go over a little 
bridge, that led to Neuhof; that each of them, as be passed, should 
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throw iDto a la'rge vessel, to be set for the purpose, a certain part of 
his property, as a toll for free passage, but that none of the farmers 
should be present. And so it was arranged; but some curious folks 
hid themselves under the bridge, that they might hear the dwarfs go 
otf. For many hours they beard nothing but the trampling of the 
little men, and i^ seemed just as if a great flock of sheep passed over 
the bridge. Since that time, only here and there one of these little 
animals has been seen; but every now and then, one of them has made 
his appearance from the holes of the mountains, and played mis¬ 
chievous pranks, such as stealing into the neighbouring houses and 
leaving changelings in the place of the infant children whom he chooses 
to carry off." 

The German antiquarians are convinced that these stories arc 
founded on historic fact. It is certain, that many of the Gothic 
tribes were of very large stature and strong muscular power, while 
other nations, such as the Huns, for instance, are represented as re¬ 
markable for natural inferiority, though in reality the difl'crence was 
in no case very great. Ceesar mentions the jeers of the Gauls at the 
inferior stature of the Romans, who must at any rate, have reached 
within a very few inches of their enemies’ standard. But conquest 
c^rywhere created a disposition to insult and disparage the van¬ 
quished, and in this way we see more than one art employed to exalt 
the victor. In old drawings, the personages intended to be honoured, 
are exhibited as towering in size above the humiliated, aud the captive 
Wittekin scarcely reaches above the knees of his conqueror Charle¬ 
magne. The nature of the combats, moreover, which are recorded 
between the rival races, proves strongly their natural origin: with all 
the pretended disparity of bodily power, the parties fight with a[)- 
parently equal success, aud with the same weapons, if we except the 
occasional use of the aebel-cap ; whereas, if the whole had been a 
fiction of the imagination, each would have been endued with attri¬ 
butes and weapons suitable to bis peculiar rank and character in the 
scale of beings. 

We shall not here weary our readers, by entering into the historical 
questions arising out of these records of the revolutions of nations— 
that part of the subject is chiefly interesting to the local investigator, 
and, so far as it is connected with the ancient inhabitants of the Hartz, 
has been ingeniously handled by Otmar, in whose hands we leave it 
to be de^^d, whether the Celts, the Huns, the Suevi, the Sclavi, or 
Vendi, (t^Which latter people hts opinion, strengthened by several 
etymological coincidences, inclines) are the warriors whose fair pro- 
po^^us are thus curtailed and libelled by their spoilers. * 

Iw^view, after all, is, in the opinion of some of the far-sighted too 
conmed, which does not carry the eye of the inquirer to a far more 
remote period; for undoubtedly the traditions may mount much higher, 
and savour of the themes of those songs which record the battles (at 
the first iiTuptions of the followers of Odin into Europe) with those 
giant tribes, whose lineal descent Angrim Jonas, thinks he has sue- 
c^fuliy traced to the Canaanites flying from the conquering arm of 
Jfflihua. 
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’ The hero of the following tale (which gives the po|>ular account of 
the fortnation of an immense mark or cavity in tt rock, called the 
“ Ross-trappe'* or Horse’s footstep,”) is worthy of being enrolled 
among Odin’s Berserker: 

More than a thousand years ago, all the country about the Hartz 
was inhabited by giants, who were heathens and^* sorcerers. They 
knew no joy but in murder and rapine. If all other weapons failed 
them, they would tear up oaks of sixty years’ growth and light with 
them. Whoever came in their way fell beneath their clubs, and all 
the women whom they could seize were carried olf to wait upon their 
pleasure day and night. 

‘‘ One of these giants, called Bohdo, who was imin.^nsely huge and 
powerful, spread terror through all the land. Before him trembled 
all the giants, both among the Bohemians and Franks. But Emma, 
the daughter of the King of the Ricsen-gebirge [the Ciiant-mountains], 
would not yield to the suit which he urged. Neither strength nor 
cunning availed, for she was in league with a powerful spirit. One 
day, Bohdo beheld his beloved hunting at a distance on the moun¬ 
tains; he saddled his courser, which sprang over the plains at the 
rate of a mile in a minute, and swore by all the spirits of hell, to reach 
her this time or perish. He rushed on swift as the hawk Hies, jfMid 
had nearly overtaken her before she perceived that her enemy pursued 
her; when at the distance of two miles, she knew her enemy by the 
gate of a plundered town which he bore as a shield. Then spurred 
she swiftly her horse, and it flew from hill to hill, from rock to rock^' 
over marshes, and through woods, till tlie trees of the forest cracked 
like stubble under its feet. Thus passed she over Thuringia and came 
to the mountains of the Hartz, Often did she hear, some miles be¬ 
hind her, the snorting of Bohdo’s steed, and goaded on her own courser 
to new exertions, 

“ At length it came panting to the brink of the precipice, which is now 
called, the DeviVsDandng-plaee, from the triumph there of the spirits 
of hell. Emma looked down in horror, and her horse trembled, for the 
rock stood like a tower more than a thousand feet over the abyss below. 
From beneath, was faintly heard the rushing of the stream in the 
valley, which here curled itself into a frightful whirlpool. Above it, 
on the opposite side, rose another shelf of rock, which seemed 
scarcely wide enough to receive the fore-foot of her ste^. Awhile 
she stood amazed and doubtful. Behind rushed the eneit^^ore hate¬ 
ful to her than death ; before lay the abyss, which seem^eif^wning to 
her destruction. Again she heard the snorting of her pursuer’s horse, 
and in the terror of her heart, she cried to the spirits of her ^^lers 
for help, and reckless plunged her ell-long spurs into her 
flank. 

“ And it sprang! sprang over the abyss of a thousand feet, reached 
happily the rocky shelf, and drove its hoof four feet deep into the hard 
sto^ne,till the sparks of lire flew like lightning around. There is thefoot- 
step still! Time has not bated aught of its depth, and no rain shall 
wear away the track.—Emma was saved ! but her royal crown of gold 
fell, during the leap, from her head into liie abyss below. Bohdo saw 
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only his Emma, and thought not of the precipice; he sprang after her 
iivitii his var-horse> and plunged into the whirpool which still bears his 
name. There, changed into a bladi hound, he watches the Princess's 
crown, that no one may draw it troni the gnlph. 

“ A diver was once induced, by large promises, to make the attempt 
—he plunged in, ^und the crown, and drew it up till the assembled 
crowd beheld the golden points.-i^Twice the burden escaped from his 
hands, and the people cried to him to renew the attack. He did so, 
and—a stream of blood tinged the pool, but the diver came up no more. 

“ The wanderer passes through that vale with chilly horror, for 
clouds and darkness hang around it, and the stillness of death broods 
over the abyss- .-no bird wiugs its way over, and in the dead of night 
the hollow bellowing of the heathen dog is often heard in the distance.'* 


SNUFF-TAKING. 

** Wlicn tkey talked of tlieU* Raphaels, Correpios, aad stuff, 

He shifted his trumpet and only took snuff/* 

I often take a pinch myself—mid tliongh I never yet have ear- 
ried akox, I know enough of the human nose and its tendency 
after long indulgence, to exact as a matter of right what was ori¬ 
ginally granted as a favour, to make great allowances for those 
who do; I can, therefore, fully symmthise in the feelings of a 
^ numerous and respectable portion of the community, who complain 
with some indignation, of the uncharitable attack upon their pri¬ 
vate habits in a late Number of the New Monthly.* Certain epithets, 
altogether umvortliy a civilized Journal, arc there levellra at a 
very antient and hannless custom; and though backed by the 
authority of an English peer, bear unequivocm marks of that 
radical spirit, which, as far as a hatred of tobacco Is concerned, 
cannot be too vehemently reprobated. But let not the writer 
flatter himself, that Rappee and High Toast are so easily put 
down. He may denounce our noses as “ dust-holes*’ if be will— 
but what preaous dust!—what an aider of thought—what a 
sokmen mrarum —^whata helpmate of existence,/Bts dp^yyi} as Plato 
said of tha^livc!—what a soother of irritability, as Sir Joshua 
found this anti-nasal dedaimer just step into Messrs. 

FribojurglpFPontets, and he’ll soon sec, in the formidable array 
of robust and well-battalioned jars, what an unequal contest he 
haa;;u|^rtakcn to wage ^mnst one of the most popular asa^s of 
his i^nntry:—jars containing every modification of stemulatory 
matcriids, collected from every quarter of the globe, and sancrioned, 
many of them, in emblazons characters, by the hipest names in 
Europe, from Hardham’s No. 37, for rough sneezers, down to the 
delicate and costly Maccabau, whose essence is so subtle and per- 
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vading, that, like Desdemona’s chanos, it makes the senses 
ache" with exuberance of delight. There is Mai^i^ue, pungent, 
aromatic, and best after dinner; Masulapatan, its n&ne and mour 
transporting the fancy to the gorgeous East; French Bureau, 
every grain of .which nves a man a feel of business ; The King 
of Prussia^ compounded from FrederickV receipt, expressly for 
heroes and statesmen; Fine Spwish, with which Bonaparte 
gained all his victories; IVfr. Vansittart’s, usually called for by 
writers and readers of plans for paying off the Nation^ Debt; 
Violet and a-la-llosc, for noviciates and dandies—and, above all, 
illimitable Lundy Foot, that master-spirit in sneeising matt 
whose single genius has done more for the human nose than the, 
combined discoveries of every preceding tobacconist or amatev^, ' 
and whose name, though he now is “ laid in dust,” flourishes, and 
will flourish, as long as the world shall keep in view that cardinal 
maxim, to establish which his life was devoted—that snuft* in its 



perfection should be taken dry. Nor let it be supposed, that these 
and the many others I might enumerate, operate solely as physical 
excitants; no, the imagination comes in for its full share of the 
enjoyment. When we take a pinch for instance, of Napoleon'e 
favourite, (fine Spanish above-mentioned,) how soul-stirring to 
feel that we are doing precisely what the hero himself did after thfe 
battle of Marengo. Again, what a fund of delicious association iip< 
thrown in, without any extra charge, in a fresh canister of Wel- 
lit)gtt)n'’s, or Lord Petersham’s—what a conscious community of 
tastes!—what a grateful levelling of distinctions, without disturl)- 
ing the public peace, or Mr. Birnie ! How cheering to our self- 
love to reflect that, however exalted above us these great men may 
be in other respects, their nostrils fare no better than our own. 
Let the libeller of noses think of this, and pause before he renews 
his unseemly vituperation. Let him furtlier consider, that his ii^ 
vectives directly tend to bring into contempt some very venerable 
ceremonies, adopted after mature delilieration, for civic and state 
occasions, where, while the other senses arc disregarded, we sec the 
pleasures of the nose selected as most worthy of public favour andl 
princely countenance. Who, for example, ever hea^Hthe free¬ 
dom oi a city being presented in a splendid flddlc-case HBj|n foreign 
ambassador, on the eve of departure, requested to smcifit, Jis ap 
especial mark of Royal approbation, a valuable soujvlad^ .pr ‘ 
a beautifully wrought cork-screw?—No such thing; the ba|i||M^ 
excites dension; but for ages past, both in England 
European states, the snuff-box has been the favoured veh^e^.pf 
privilege and honour; and k requires little argument to shew, t^at 
a preference so long established and acquiesced in, must have solid 
reasons on its.side, that cannot now be shaken by all die sophistries 
of ridicule or abuse. I once asked an ingenious friend, how the 
organ of smelling had contrived to come in for all this honour ?”— 
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Hb<ref^y uras: clearly because it is now considered the seat of 
honour^ The dd Hudibrastic notion is exploded—at least if that 
noble qudity dwells befco'e, beyond a doubt, its head-quarters are 
the nosc~pull it, even with the noost circumspect gentleness, and 
how incurable the insult. Now it bein^ of the essence of honour, 
to be as alive to benefits as it is sensitive to outrage, hence its 
visible dwellibg-place has been made the subject of all these 
costly ^fts, p-ecisely on the principle of the Fagan offerings of old, 
at the shrine of some high-minded but irritable divinity.” 

. ;jThe writer whom I am refuting, expresses extraordinary wonder 
Ji^Pthe continuing prevalence of snuff-taking. I recommend to his 
consideration two facts: First, it is equally a luxury of the rich 
and the poor, and almost the only luxury which the ricli have not 
discarded because the poor can afford to enjoy it. I put it to his 
candour, whether^ there be not here some proof, that there must 
be a pleasure in snuff-taking, which snulF-takers only know.”~ 
Secondly, it has ever been a favourite custom with men the most 
distinguished for genius in every department of intellect: I have 
already named a few. Sir Joshua, Frederick of Prussia, NapOleon, 
ai^ Mr. Vansittart; and it is generally, considered, that without 
some such help the minds of those eminent persons, however 
naturally elevated, could not have risen so high, or soared so long. 
"I might multiply examples without number. In my own poor 
way, 1 have found what an aid it is to inspiration. A celebrated 
Irish writer of tlie present day, being asked, where he had got one 
of his most brilliant fancies, replied with equal truth and candour, 
where I got all the rest, in Lundy Foofs shopand (to give 
one more contemporary instance) tne frequenters of the Itmian 
Opera cannot fail to observe, thkt the admirable leader of the band 
there, no sooner perceives a difficult Obligato coming upon him, 
than he invariably prepares his mind by a hasty pinch fpr that 
exquirite conception of his subject, which his tones and execution 
never fail to communicate. 

, But to go an inch or two deeper into the subject: when a man 
takes a pikic^ of snuff, he exemplifies one of the most remarkable 
principl^^j^liuman nature—the love of excitation. Nature has 
gu^en otd^pod and thoughts a certain rapidity of movement, but 
we;:8)|d irn^e agreeable to set them going a little faster, or (the 
moi^ usual case,) wc jade them by excesrive exercise, and must 
ha^iM^ourse to artificial stimulants to restore their vigour*--else 
we the victims of ennui, Anglic^, the blue devils. become 
harsh and testy; we torment our families, distrust our friends. If 
we are rich enough to travel, we fly from |dace to place, seeking 
comfort and finmng none.” If we are poets, we write sonnets 
against tlie human race, magnanimon^y; including ourselves. If 
t|je wars arc raging, wc long for the of the camp; we some¬ 
how feel tliat cutting-ofi^ tlie half a dozen Frenchmen, 
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would prove a great relief. If it be time of peace, we stay at home 
and pine away ; and unless some real calamity should fortunately 
step in to divert our thoughts, the chance is, that call in the 
razor or the pistol to terminate the scene. This is an extreme 
case, though not an ima^nary one, as every coroner can tell; but 
the intermediate degrees are felt more or less by all, and the appli¬ 
cation of powdered tobacco to the nose, is only one of the thousand 
methods that have been invented to satisfy the universal craving 
for excitement. . 

Were it possible for the mind to seize at a single view the occu- 
])ations of all the inhabitants of the globe, it would be somev^lat ^ 
curious to behold the numbers that at any given point of time, are 
busily and solely employed in raising their animal spirits to the 
agreeable point of clevati<in, and to compare the various artifices 
adopted for this purpose. Of thecight-hundred,millions, the com-f 
puted number of the whole, we ^ould have so many millions 
smoking, so many carousing; so many millions or thousands 
throwing off drams; so many sipping coffee; so many masticating 
opium, and other exIiUurating extracts; so many dancing, singing, 
hunting, orgambling, all to keep off* the tedium vitce. Some must 
have mimic scenes of bloodshed on the stage ; some must see men 
kill one another in earnest; for others a mortal cix:k-fight is a suf¬ 
ficient stimulant. Some keep the vapours at bayHliy talking 
(Militics, others by talking scandal, millions by talking of them¬ 
selves, Some droop if the world neglects to praise them, and 
of these, some prefer a full draught of adulation at stated intervals, 
while others, among whom are authors, actors, crowned heads, and 
handsome ladies, must be tippling it from morning till night. Some 
take to the excitement of not suppers; others to ghost stories; 
others to authentic accounts of earthquakes, murders, and confla¬ 
grations. But it were endless to proceed; money-making, money¬ 
spending ; fanatical devotion ; auto-de-fes; Indian torturing of 
prisoners; sight-seeing; last new novels; in a word, many of 
men's occupations and most of their amusements*—what are they 
but the several ways of attaining the same end: and ^happy th^ 
who have so regulated their passions, as to require ril^Miier stimu*- 
lant than a few diurnal sneezes to keep their minds in humour 
with the world and themselves. 


OlYCN WITH MY PICTURE TO MY BKOTHER. 

1 bade the artist use his utmost carQ, 

To make this image of my sister smile; 

That though in woe, or sickness, thou may’st there 
Ne'er trace the sorrows thou could’st ne’er beguile : 
Or that when time or fete shall chill my heart. 

And when in silent|»we I calmly sleep, 

E’en then, to thee no pdh 1 may impart. 

To swell thv breast with sighb, or bid thee wcer>! 
July, 1021 ; 
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rLETTERS FROM 8PA1N- 
BY DON LEUCADIO DOBLADO. 

LETTER VI. 

Dear Madam, Seville, -. 

An unexpected event has, since my last, thrown the inhabitants of 
tills town into raptures of joy. The bull-iights wliich, by a royal 
order, had been discontinued for several years, w'ere lately granted to 
Uie wishes of the people. The news of the most decisive victory 
could not have more elated the spirits of the Andalusians, or roused 
them into greatiT activity. No time was lost in making the necessary 
preparations. In the course of a few weeks all was ready for the ex¬ 
hibition, while every heart beat high with joyful expectation of the 
appointed day which was to usher in tlic favourite amusement. 

You should be told, however, that Seville is acknowledged, on all 
hands, to have carried these fights to perfection. To her school of 
buUmanship that art owes all its refinements. Bull-fighting is con¬ 
sidered by many of our young men of fashion a high and becoming 
accomplishment; and mimicking the scenes of the amphitheatre forms 
the chief amusement among boys of all ranks hi Andalusia. The boy 
who personates the most important character of the drama—^thc bull 
—:is fiirnished with a large piece of board, armed in front with the 
natural we^ons of the animal, and having handles fastened to the 
lower surface. By tlie last the boy keeps the maebiue steady on the 
top of the bead, and with the former he unmercifully pushes such of 
his antagonists as are not dexterous enough to evade, or suliiciently 
swift to escape him. The fighters have small darts, pointed with 
pins, which they endeavour to fix on a piece of cork stuck fiat on the 
horned board, till at length the bull falls, according to rule, at the 
touch of a wooden sword. 

Our young country-gentlemcu have a substitute for the regular bull¬ 
fights, much mure approaching to reality. About the beginning of 
summer, the great breeders of black cattle—generally men of rank and 
fortune—send an invitation to their neighbours to be present at the 
trial of the yearlings, in order to select those that are to be reserved 
fi>r the amphitheatre. The greatest festivity prevails at tliese meet¬ 
ings. A temporary scaflblding is raised round the walls of a very 
lai^e court, for the accommodation of the ladies. The gentlemen 
attend on horseback, dressed in short loose jackets of silk, chintz, or 
dimity, the' sleeves of which are not sewed to the body, but laced witli 
broadTibbons of a suitable colour, swelling not ungracefully round the 
top ol^e shoulders. A profusion of hanging buttons, etiber silver or 
gold, mostly silver gilt, twinkle in numerous rows round me wrists of 
both sexes. The sidles" called Albardones, to distinguish them from 
the peak-saddle, which is seldom used in Andalusia, rise about a foot 
before and behind in a triangular shape. The stirrups are iron boxes, 
open on both sides, and affording a complete rest the whole length of 
foot. Both country-people and gentlemen riding in these saddles, 
use the stirrups so short, that, in defiance of all the rules of manage. 
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the knees and toes project from the side of the^orse, and, when gal¬ 
loping, the rider appears to kneel on its back, A white beaver-hat, 
of rather more than two feet diameter, fastened under the chin by a 
ribbon, was till lately worn at these sports, and is still used by the 
horsemen at the public exhibitions; but the Montera is now preva¬ 
lent. I tind it difficult indeed to describe this part of the national 
dress without the aid of a drawing. Imagine, however, a bishop’s 
mitre inverted, and closed on the side intended to receive the head. 
Conceive the two points of the mitre so shortened that, placed down¬ 
wards on the skull, they should scarcely cover the ears. Such is our 
national cap. Like Don Quixote’s head-piece, the frame is made of 
paste-boanl. Externally it is black velvet, ornamented with silk 
frogs and tassels of the saii&e colour. 

Each of the cavaliers holds a lance, twelve feet in length, headed 
with a three-edged steel point. This weapon is called Garroca, and 
it is used by horsemen whenever they have to contend with the bulls 
either in the fields or the amphitheatre. The steel, however, is 
sheathed by two strong leather rings, which are taken off in proportion 
to the strength of the bull, and the sort of wound which is intended. On 
the present occasion no more than half an inch of steel is uncovered. 
Double that length is allowed in the amphitheatre; though the spear 
is not intended to kill or disable the animal, but to keep him off by the 
painful pressure of the steel on a superficial wound. Such, however, 
is the violence of the bulls when attacking the horses, that I once saw 
the blunt spear I have described, run along the neck into the body of 
the lieast and kill him on the spot. But this is a rare occurrence, and 
foul play was suspected on the part of the man, who seems to have 
used more steel than the lance is allowed to be armed with. 

The company being assembled in and round the rural arena, the 
one-year-old bulls are singly let in by the herdsmen. It might he sup¬ 
posed, that animals so young would be frightened at the approach of 
the horseman couching his spear before their e^es; hut our Anda¬ 
lusian breeders expect better things from their favourites. A you^ 
bull must attack the horseman twice, bearing the point of the spear 
on his neck, before he is set apart for the bloody honours of the 
amphitheatre. Such as flinch from the trial are instantly thrown 
down by the herdsmen, and prepared for the yoke, on the spot. 

These scenes are often concluded with a more cruel sport, named 
Derribar. A strong bull is driven from the herd into the open field, 
where be is pursued at full gallop by the whole band of horsemen. 
The Spanish bull is a fleet animal, and the horses find it difficult (6 
keep up with him at the first onset. When he begins, howi^l^, 
slack in his course, the foremost spearman, couching bis lance« ,^d 
aiming obliquely at the lower part of the spine, above the haunches, 
spurs his horse to his utmost speed, and, passing the bull, inflicts a 
wound, which, being exceedingly painful, makes him wince, lose his 
balance, and come down with a tremendous fall. The shock is so 
violent that the bull seems unable to rise for some time. It is hardly 
necessary to observe, that such feats require an uncommon degree of 
horsemanship, and the most complete presence of mind. 
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Oilr toivn itself abounds in amusements of this kind, vvhere the pro¬ 
fessional bnll-fightcrs learn their art, and the amateurs feast their eyes, 
occasionally joining in the sport with the very lowest of the people. 
You must know, by the way, that our town corporation enjoy the pri¬ 
vilege of being our sole and exclusive butchers. They alone have a 
riglit to kill and sell meat; which, coming through iheiv nobk hands, 
(for this municipal government is cntlBed on the first Andalusian fami¬ 
lies) is the worst and dearest in the whole kingdom. Two droves of 
lean cattle are brought evei^ week to a large slaughter-house (el mata- 
dcro) which stands between one of the city gates and the suburb of 
San Bernardo. To walk in that neighbourhood when the cattle ap¬ 
proach is dangerous; for, notwithstandiq^ the emaciated condition 
of the animals, and though many are oxen and cows, a crowd is sure 
to collect on the plain, and by the waving their cloaks, and a sharp 
whistling which they make through their fingers, they generally suc¬ 
ceed in dispersing the drove, in order to single out the fiercest for 
their amusement. Nothing but the Spanish cloak is used on these 
occasions. Holding it gracefully at arm’s length before the body, so 
as to conceal the person from the breast to the feet, they wave it in 
the eyes of the animal, shaking their heads with an air of defiance, 
and generally calling out Ha! Toro, Toro, The bull pauses a mo¬ 
ment before he rushes upou the nearest object. It is said, that he 
shots Ills e}'6s at the instant of pushing with his horns. The man 
keeping his cloak in the first direction, dings it over the head of the 
animal, while he glances his body to the left, just when the bull, led 
forward by the original impulse, must run on a few yards without 
being able to turn upon his adversary, whom, upon wheeling round, 
he duds prepared to delude him as before. This sport is exceedingly 
lively; and when practised by proficients, seldom attended with dan¬ 
ger. It called Capeo. The whole population of San Bernardo, 
men, women, and children, are adepts in this art. Within the walls 
of the slaughter-house, however, is the place where the bull-fighters 
by profession are allowed to improve themselves, A member of the 
town corporation presides, and admits, gratis^ his friends; among 
whom, notwithstanding.the filth natural to such places, ladies do not 
disdain tu appear. The Mafadero is so well known as a school fdr 
bull-fighting, that it bears the cant appellation of the College, Many 
of our first noblesse have frequented no other school. Fortunately, 
this fashion is wearing away. Yet we have often seen Viscount 
Miranda, the head of one of the proudest families of the proud city 
of Conlova, step into the public amphitheatre, and kill a bull with 
his own hand. This gentleman had reared up one of bis favourite 
animals, and accustomed him to walk into his parlour, to the great 
consternation of the *company. The biill, however, once, in a surly 
mood, forgot his Required tameness, and gored one of the seiv^ants 
to death; in consequence of which his master was compelled to kill 
him. 

That Spanish gentlemen fight in public with bulls, I suppose you 
have heard or read. But this does not regularly take pigee, except at 
the c'oronation of our kings, and in their presence. Such noblemen 
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as are able to engage in^the perilous sport, veUinteer their services 
for the sake of the reward, which is some valuable place under 
government, if they prefer it to an order of Knighthood. They up¬ 
bear on horseback, attended by the first professional fighters, on 
foot, and use short spears with a broad blade, called Rejones. 

A Bull-day^ (Dia de Toros) as it is emphatically called at Seville,« 
stops all public and private busiu^fgf On the preceding afternoon,the 
Amphitheatre is thrown open to all sorts of people indiscriminately. 
Bands of military music enliven the bustling scene. The seats are 
occupied by such as wish to see the promcituide on the arena, round 
which the ladies parade in their carriages, while every man seems to 
take pleasure in moving on the same ^ot where the fierce combat is 
to take place within a few hours. The founts of tlie company arc, 
in fact, pitched up by anticipatioik’ to the gay, noisy, and bold tem¬ 
per of the future sport. 

Our Amphitheatre is one o^f the largest and handsomest in Spain. 
A great part is built of stone; but, from want of money, the rest is 
wood. From ten to twelve thousand spectators may be accommo¬ 
dated with scats. These rise, uncoveredj^^irom an elevation of about 
eight feet above the arena, and arc finally crow^ned by a gallery, from 
whence the wealthy behold the %hts, free ftom the ioponvcniences of 
the weather. The lowest tier, however, is preferred by young gen¬ 
tlemen, as affording a clearer view o^the wounds inflicted on the 
bull. This tier is protected by a^parapet. Another, strong fence, six 
feet high, is erected round the arena, leaving a space of^abdut twenty . 
between its area and the lower ^ats. Openings, adtmtting a man 
side-ways, arc made in this fence* to allow the men on foot an escape 
when closely pursued by ih^. boll. They, hov^evor, most generally 
leap over it, with uncommon agility. But hulls of a certain breed, 
will nut be left behind, and tliey literally clear the fcncc» Falling 
into the vacant space before the seats, t^j^ animal runs about till one 
of the gates is opened, through which>he is easily drawn back to the 
arena. 

Few among the lower clasps' retire to their beds on the eve of a 
Butt-day. From midnight they pour down tfie streets leading to the 
Amphitheatre, in the ipost riotous and oflensive manner, to be pre¬ 
sent at the Etucievroshutting-iu of^be bulls, which being performed 
at the break of day, is allowed to be seen without paying for 
seats. Those^ animals, are conduct from their native fields to a 
large plain in the neighbourbood^of Seville, from whence eighteen, 
the number exhibited daily during the feasts, are led to the Ampbi-> 
theatre on the appointed day, that long confinement may not bre^ 
down their fierceness. This operation has something extremely 
wild In its character. All th^ town are seen, on 

horseback with their. Is^ces, hastening towards Tablada, the spot 
where the bulls arc kept at la’rge. herdsmeS, on foot, collect 
the victims of the day into a drove; this they do by means of tame 
oxen, called Cabestros, ^ug^t to ba led by a halter, carrying, tied 
round their neck, a larger deep-sounding bell, with a wooden clapper. 
What the habit of following the bells of the leaders fails to do, the 
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cracking of the herdsmen’s slings is sure to perform, when the animals 
arc not driven to madness. The horsemen, besides, stand on all sides 
of the drove till they get it into a round tpot. Thus they proceed to 
within half a mile of the amphitheatre. At that distance a path is 
closed up on 'both sides, with stout poles, tied* horizontally across up- 
«right stakes—a feeble rampart^ indeed, against the fury of a herd of 
wild bulls. Yet the Sevillian mol!l^j||iough fully aware of the d,anger, 
are mad enough to take pleasure in exposing themselves. The in¬ 
tolerable noise in my ktretet, and the mvitatihn of .a Member of the 
Maestranza—a corporatc^sociation of noblemen, whose object is the 
breeding and breaking of horses^ and who in this town enjoy the ex¬ 
clusive privilege qf giving bull-^asts to the public, induced me, during 
the last season, *to get up qne morning with the dawn, and take luy 
stand at the ampliftheatri^, where,^irom their private gallery, I com¬ 
manded a view of the plain lying.between the river Guadalquivir and 
that building. 

At the distant soipid of the oxen’s bells, shoals of people were seen 
driving wildly over the plain, like clouds before a 'Strong gale. Otic 
could read in their motioiu^ a struggle bet^ween fear on one side, and 
vanity and habit on*the otllfcr. * Now they approached the palisade, 
now they ran a more distant climbed up the iieeB, 

while tbe»more daring or fool-hardy, keptthear station on what they 
cstcennl^d a "post of honour, om view was terminated by a narrow 

pass between the river and the anctient tower called del Oro, or Golden, 
the cavalcad^roke upon us with.great edect. It approached at full 
gallop. The%ading horsemen, dqw condned within tl^e palisades, 
and having the whole herd at.thei^ l^ls^ were obliged to run for their 
lives- Few, bowcvcf,, venturei^ on thig^^desperate service, and their 
greatest force was oh the rear. ' The herdsmen clinging to the Hecks 
of the oxin, iu order to keep pac^ with the' hprse^, appeared, to an 
unpractised eye, doomed inevitable destruction. .3?he cries of the 
multitude, the sound of numberless horns, made of the hollow stem 
of a large species' of thistle, the shrill .£tnd penetrating whistling which 
seems most to harass and enrage the oujls, together with the confused 
and rapid motion of sceiih, cpulc^hardly be endured without a de¬ 
gree of dizziness. If^ftentfrappensT, that the bdclest of the mob, 
succeed in decoying a bull from^O drove ; but I waSf (his time, for¬ 
tunate enough t^see them safe^ lodged iu ithe Toril—a small court 
divided into a senes of cora|[larj^enta%vith drop-gate^ iu the form of 
sluices, into'which they are successively goaded from q gurrouitding 
gallery, and lodged singly till the .time of letting them loose upon 
the arena. 

The custom of this town reqiihcs that a bull be given to^he popu¬ 
lace immediately aft^r the ' ^The irregular fight that en¬ 

sues is perfectly disgusting and shocking.^ Tlie,,^iy time I have 
witnessed it, the Urea of the ^phitbeatre was actually crowded with 
people, both on horse and foot. Fortunately their numbers dis¬ 
tracted the animal: on whatever sideJie charged large masses ran 
before him, on which he would have made, a' i^eadful havoc, but for 
the multitude winch drew his attentioff to'another sppt. Yet one of 
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the crowd* evidently in a state of intoxicatiojn* stood still before the 
bull* was tossed up to a great height, and fell apparently dead. He 
would have been gored pieces before our eyes, had not the herds- 
nicn and some other good lighters drawn away the beast with their 
cloaks. 

Such horrors are frequent irregular fights; yet neither the" 

cruelty of the sport, nor the ditecessary danger to which even the 
most expert bull-fighters eapos^ their bfes* nor the debauch and 
profligacy attendant on such exhibition^are sufEcient to rouse the 
zeal of oiir fanatics against them. Our pl^ular preachers have suc¬ 
ceeded twice, within my recollection, in shutting up the theatre, I 
have myself seen a fMar with a crucifix in his haiidi stop at its door, 
at the head of an evening procession, and*" during a considerable part 
of the performance, conjure the people, as^they valued their souls, 
not to venture into that cCbode of sin; but I never heard from these holy 
guardians of morals the least observation against bull-fighting : and 
even OUT high-^fiyers in devotion —the Philippiam*^ whom we might 
call our Methodists* allow all, except clergymen, to attend t&cse 
bloody scenes, while they deny absolution to ^ny who do not re¬ 
nounce the play. « 

Before quitting the ann)hitheafre I was taken bj my friend to tlie 
gallery from which the bulls were being goaded into their swaraie 
stalls. As it stands only two or ftree feet above their heads, I could 
not but feel a degree of terror aY such a close view of those fiery 
savage ^yes, those desperate efforts to reach the beholders, accom¬ 
panied by repeated and ferocious bellowings. There is an intelligence 
and nobleness iiT the lion that m^hes him look much less terrific in his 
den. I saw the Oivisa, a bunch of ribbons tied to a barbed steel 
point* stuck into the bulls* necks. It is intended to distinguish the 
breeds by different combinations of colours, which art stateoTin hand¬ 
bills, sold about the streets like your court-calendars before the 
assizes. 

Ten is the appointed hour to begin the morning exhibition; and 
such dajs are fixed upon as will not, by a long church-service, pre¬ 
vent the attendance of the canons and prebendaries, who choose to be 
present; for the chapter, in a body, receive a regular invitation from 
the Maestratiza. Such, thereforef as have secured seats, may stay 
at home till the tolling of the great,bcl| announces the elevation ot 
tbb host—a ceremony which takes place near the conclusion of the 
daily nioniing service* 

The view of the Seville amphitheatre, w4ien full, is very striking. 
Most people attend in the Andalusian dress, part of which 1 have 
already described. The colour of the men's cloaks, which are of 
silk* in the fine $eason* varies from purple to Scarlet. The short 
loose jackets of the menvdisplay the most lively hues, and the white 
veils ^ the females, which are general^ worn at these meetings* tell 
beautifully with the rest of their gay attire. 


* See Letter IV. pipe 159. 
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The clearing of the arena, on which a niiiltitude lounge till the last 
moj^nt, is part of the show, and has the ^ppropriale a]>pollatioii of 
Despejo. This is performed by a rogJiucntof infantry. The soldiers 
entering at one of the gates in a column, display their ranks, at the 
sound of martial music, and sweep the people before them as they 
inarch across the ground* This done, the gates are closed, tl>e 
soldiers perforin some evolutions, ia%hich the commanding oIRccr is 
expected to show his ingenuity, Inil bavjijg placed his men in a con* 
venient position, they disbgiBd in^a moment, and bide themselves be¬ 
hind the fence., 

The band of Toreros (huil-fighters) one half in blue, the other in 
scarlet cloaks, now advance in two lines across the arena, to make 
obeisance to the president. Their-number is generally twelve or 
fourteen, including the Mataddres, each attended by an assistant 
called Mediaespada (tlemi-swordy, Clo^c in their rear follow the 
Picadores (pikemen) on horseback, wearing scarlet jackets trimmed 
with silver lace. shape of the horsemen's jackets resembles 

those in use among the English post-boys. As a protection to the 
logs and thighs, tU^y hav^ strong leather overalls, sUiffed to an 
enormous size with soft; bfowhfpaper—a substance which is said to 
oiler great resistance to t1^ s horns. After making their bow to 
the pr^(|eut, the horsemen take their post in a line to the left of the 
gate which is to let in the bulla, standing in the direction of the bar¬ 
rier at the (Jjsi^®****-*^ thirty or foHy paces from each other* 1'lie 
fighters on foot, wdlhoul any woajion or means of ^i&fcncc, except 
their cloaks, wait, not far from the horses, ready to give assistance to 
the ptkemcn. Every thing being thus in readiness, a constable, in 
the ancient Spanish custiimc, rides up to the front of . the principal 
gallery, and receives into his hat the key of tlie Toifl or bulls'deu, 
which the president dings from the balcony. Scairct^ has the con¬ 
stable deliver^ thi' key under the steward's gallery wlten, at the 
waving of the prefideut's handkerchief, the bugles sound amid a 
storm of applause, the gates are flung open, and the iii*si hull rushes 
into the amphitheatre. I sli^l describe what, on the day 1 allude to, 
our connoisseurs dcf ntisd an interesting fight, and if you imagino it re¬ 
peated, with more or less datiger and caning, eight times in tlie 
morning and ten in the evening, will have a pretty^accurate notion 
of the whole peri^rmancc. „ , ^ 

The bull paused a moment and looked wildly upon the scene; then, 
taking notice of the first.j^orseman, made a des])erate charge against 
him. The ferocious animal was received at the poitjt of the pike, 
which, according to the laws of the game, ^as aimed'at the fleshy 
part of the neck. A dexterous motion .of the bridle-hand and right 
leg made the horsn evade the buy's' norn, by turniug to the |eft. 
Made fiercer by the wound, Ke instantly attacked the next pikeman, 
whose horse, less obedient tp the rMer, was so deeply gored in the 
chest that he fell dead on the spot. Tbe impulse o£the bull's thrust 
threw the rider on the other sidi of the. horse. ^An awful silence en¬ 
sued. The spectators, rising from t^ir 3 eats,N beheld in fearful sus¬ 
pense the wild bull goring the fallen'wbrle, while tbe man, whose only 
chance of safety depended on lying motioplcss, seemed dead to all 
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appearance. Tins painful scene lasted but a few seconds; for the 
men on foot, by running' towards the biilJ,. In various direcfi6n$, 
waving their cloaks and uttering loud cries, soon made him quit the 
horse to pursue them, ^\'hcn the danger of the pikeraan was passed, 
he rose on his legs to vault upon another horse, the burst of ap- 
pause might be beard at the far^iest extremity of the town. Daunt¬ 
less and urged by revenge, be now galloped forth to meet the bull. 
But, without detailing the shocking sights that followed, 1 shall only 
mention that the ferocious animal attacked the horsemen ten succes¬ 
sive times, wounded four horses and killed two. One of these noble 
creatures, though wounded in two places, continued to face the bull 
without shrinking, till growing too weak he fell down with the rider. 
Yet these horses are never trained for the fights ; but are bought for 
the amount of thirty or forty shillings, when, worn out with labour, 
or broken by disease, they are unfit for any other service. 

A flourish of the bugles discharged the horsemen till the beginning 
of the next combat, and the amusement of the'‘people devolved on 
the Banderilieros,—the ^ame 'whom we have hitherto seen attentive to 
the safety of the horsemen. The Banderilia, literally, little flag, from 
which they take their name, is a shaft of two feet in length, pointed 
with a barbed steel, and gaily ornamented with many sheets of painted 
paper, cut into reticulated coverings. Without a cloak, and holding 
one of these darts in each hand, tiie fighter runs up to the bull, and 
stopping short.when be sees himself attacked, he fixes the two shafts, 
without flingiiif^ them, behind the horns of the beast at the very mo- 
ineut when it stoops to toss him. The painful sensation makes the 
bull throw up his head without inflicting the intended blow, and 
while he rages in impoteut endeavours to shake off the hanging darts 
that gall him, the man has full leisure to escape. It is oii^ these oc¬ 
casions, when'^thc Banderilieros fail to fix the dai'ts, that they require 
their surprising swiftness of foot. Being without the protection of a 
cloak they are obliged to take instantly to flight. The bull follows 
them at full gallop ; and 1 have seen the man leap the barrier, so 
closely pursued by the enraged brute, that it seemed as if he had 
sprung up, by placing the feet ou its bead. ’ Towmsend thought it 
was literally so. Souie of the darts arc setwuth squibs and crackers. 
The match, a piece of tinder, made of a dried fungus, is so fitted to 
the barbed point that’, rising by the pressure which makes it pene¬ 
trate the skin, it touches the train of the fireworks. The only object 
of this refinement of cruelty is to confuse the bulfs instinctive powers, 
and, by making him completely frantic, to diminish the danger of the 
Matador, who is never so exposed as when the beast is collected 
enough to meditate the attack. 

At the waving of the president’s hattdkerchief, the bugles bounded 
the death signal, and tlm Matador came forward. Pepe lllo, the 
pride of this town, and certainly one the most graceful and dex¬ 
terous fighters that Spain has ever produced, having flung off hts 
cloak, approached the bull with a quick, light, and fearless step. In 
his left hand he held a squ^ie aiece of red cloth, spread upon a stafl' 
about two feet in length, and m his right a broad sw'ord not much 
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longer. HIb attendants followed him at a distance. Facing the bull, 
within six or eight yards, he presented the red flag, keeping his l:^y 
partially concealed behind it, and the sword entirely out of view. 
The bull rushed against the red cloth, and our hero slipped by his 
side by a slight circular motion, while the beast passed under ^ 
lure which the Matador held in the first direction, till he had evadW 
tlie honis. Enraged by this deception, and unchecked by any pain¬ 
ful sensation, the bull collected all his strength fora desperate charge. 
Pepe Illo now levelled his sword at the left side of the bull’s neck, 
and, turning upon his right foot as the animal approached him, ran 
the weapon nearly up to the hilt into its body. The bull staggered, 
tottered, and dropped gently upon bis bent legs; but had yet too 
much life in him for any man to venture near with safety. The un¬ 
fortunate Illo has since perished from a wound inflicted by a bull in 
a similar state. The Matador observed, for one or two minutes, the 
signs of approaching death in the fierce animal now crouching before 
him, and at his bidding, an attendant crept behind the bull and 
struck him dead, by driving a small poignard at the j^ture of the 
spine and the head. This operation is never performed]wxcept when 
the prostrate bull lingers. 1 once saw Illo, at the desire of the spec¬ 
tators, inflict this merciful blow in a manner which nothing but ocular 
demonstration would have made me believe. Taking the poignard, 
called Funtilla, by the blade, he poised it for a few moments, and 
jerked it with such unerring aim on the bull’s neck, as he lay on his 
beat'legs, that he killed the animal with the quickness of lightning. 

Four mules, ornamented with large morrice-bclls and ribbons, har¬ 
nessed a-breast, and drawing a beam furnished M'ith an iron hook' in 
the middle, galloped to the place where the bull lay. This machine 
being fastened to a rope previously thrown round the dead animal’s 
horns, he was swiftly dragged out of the amphitheatre. 

I have now given you a more minute, and, I trust, more correct 
description of every thing connected with the bull-fights than has ever 
been drawn by any traveller. Townsend’s is the best account of these 
sports I ever met with; yet it is not free from mistakes. So difficult 
is it to see distinctly scenes with which we are not familiarly ac¬ 
quainted. 

The risk of the fighters is great, and their dexterity alone prevents 
its being imminent. The lives most e9%)used are those of the Mata- 
(lores; and few of them have retired in time to avoid a tragical end. 
Bull-fighters rise from^ the dregs of the people. As most of their 
equals, they unite superstition and profligacy in their character. 
None of them^ill venture upon the arena widiout a scapularjff two 
small square pieces of cloth suspended by ribbons, on the breast 
and bdigk, between the shirt 'ud the waistcoat. In the front square 
there is a print, on linen, of the Virgin Mary—generally, the Carmel 
Mary, who is the patron goddess of all the rogues and vagabonds in 
Spain. These seapidaries are blessed and sold by the Carmelite Friars. 
Our great Matador, Pepe Illo, besides the usual amulet, trusted for 
safety to the pktronage of St. Joseph,^hose chapel adjoins the Seville 
amphitheatre. The doors of this cnapel were, during Illo’s life. 
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thrown open as long as the fight continued, the image of the saint 
being all that time encircled by a great number of lighted wax can¬ 
dles, which the devout gladiator provided at his own expense. The 
Saint, however, unmindful of this homage,»allowed his client often 
to be wounded, and finally left him to his fate at Madrid. 

^To enjoy the spectacle I have described, the feelings must be 
yinttly perverted; yet that degree of perversion is very easily accom¬ 
plished. The display of courage and address u'bich is made at these 
exhibitions, and the contagious nature of all emotions in numerous 
assemblies, are more than sufficient to blunt, in a short time, the 
natural disgust arising from the first view of blood and slaughter. If 
we consider that even the Vestals at Kome were passionately fond of 
gladiatorial shows, wc shall not be surprised at the Spanish taste for 
sports which, with infinite less waste of human life, can give rise to 
the strongest emotions. 

The following instance, with which I shall conclude, will shew you 
to what degree the passion for bull-fights can grow. A gentleman of 
my acquaintance had, some years ago, the misfortune of losing his 
sight. It might be supposed, that a blind man would avoid the scene 
of his foriuil enjoyment— a scene where every thing is addressed to 
the eye. This gentleman, however, is a constant attendant at the 
amphitheatre. Morning and evening he takes his place u'ith the 
Maestranza, of which he is a member, having his guide by his side. 
Upon the appearance of every bull he greedily listens to the descrip¬ 
tion of the animal, and of all that takes place in the fight. His men¬ 
tal conception of the exhibition, aided by the well known criefi| ^of 
the multitude, is so vivid, that when a burst of applause allows his 
attendant just to hint at the event that drew it from the spectators, 
the unfortunate inan*s face gleams with pleasure, and he echoes the 
last clappings of the circus. L. D. 


SONG. 

Renaud hastes him home from the war. 

And rapid and hot is his speed, 

11 is silver crest beaming afar. 

And love is the spur of his steed. 

Then hark to the trumpet and drum! 

See to the cafrand the feather ^ 

Oh! my heart, how it beats like the one, the one ; 
And trembles, though glad, like tlie other 

Though laurels are wreathing his brow. 

Though trumpets are sounding his fame. 

Yet his sparkling eye tells, even now. 

That ho dreams a Cu tenderer dream. 

Then bark to the trumpet and drum ' 

See to the cap and the feather; 

And the cry of the maidens, they come, they come. 
Heroes and lovers together. 


•Y. 
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* ACQUAINTANCES. 

<< Let otbcrB fear their foes; you beware oiiJy of your friends." 

Anastasius. 

I DO not wonder at people being fond of hating, for it is truly a 
much more comfojiable feeling ^n society than its opposite. 3^ 
tell a person, hither bv word or look, that you hate him, is 
and easily understood; hut you must hnd out some more com-*, 
plicated method of informing on acquaintance that you like him. 
In one tliere is the semblance of a thousand things to be avoided 
—servility and adulation, if he ]po above you—self-importance and 
an air of patronage, if beneath; |^t plain, downright natred is not 
to be mistaken; u it is not altogether spirit and independence, it is 
something very like them, and may fairly pass for a virtue in these 
cursedly civil times. .. 

If there be any unpleasant feeling in hatred,* it is in the first 
conception; the subsequent indulgence of it (I do not mean in 
outward action) is one of the most agreeable feelings we possess— 
‘I’m sure, ma’am, you’ll agree with me, if you refi||||^ior a mo¬ 
ment.’ But friendship is a bore as long as ever it exists—the 
continual source of those petty uneasinesses which^ it is truly 
observed, contribute more to embitter life than the most serious 
misfortunes. From the first pique to the last satisfaction, the 
regulations of quarrel are known and defined; so are tliose of 
lovg; but no moral legislator has yet thought it worth his while 
to regulate the province of friendship. It is a tiiongrel state—a 
neutral and anarchical sort of territory, like the Isle of Man of 
old, a refuge for all the outlaws from more worthy and decided 
feelings. As long as people remain friends, mutual behaviour is 
a puzzle; but the instant tlicy quari^l, the road plain before 
them, and no one can be at a loss how to proceed- While in the, 
several degrees of intimacy, men seem to be acting out of nature 
—every second step is an awkwardness or an absurdity. 

First come the horrors of introduction—the anticipated ideas of 
face, manner, character, that regularly prove erroneous-our own 
idea of ourselves—their idea of us—our’s of them—the same com¬ 
pared—d-civil—rather haughty—he might have«done so 

and so—but no matter. Then tlie departure, and we retrace the 
interview: how treacherously exact the memory is in noting every 
circumstance, ^ile if we wanted a name, it would see us hanged 
before it woulqltell us! Then all the way hoinc, all that day, all 
that ni^t, th^^cr-consciousness of thought sticking in us like 
pins ano^cedles. 

** Oh that the desert were my dwelling-place, 

With one fair spirit for my minister.” 

But ladies won’t go into the desert even to spend the honey-moon; 
and if the fiur spirits won’t go with u% wliy we must e’en stay with 
them. 



Acquaitaances. 361 

It were endless to enumerate die various f^hions, perplexiiies, 
and despondencies, attendant on touching ^ hat^ shaking of 
hands, making of bows, and saluting of cousins. Some lift llic 
hand to the up(>ermost button of the coat^a^ *a kind of half-way 
house between the brceches-pocket and hat>leaf^ and" if you be 

« >rt-8ightcd, will never forgive ydu ;~there is no l^lm in Gilead 
’ noh-salutation. These canvassers of bows are in the first rank 
of nuisances; they possess an astonishing ubi(]^uity; you are not 
sftfe for having once p^sed them; “ again, again, and oft again, 
must thy best beaver pay toll at the turning of a comer. There 
is a very amusing paper in The Indicator” upon shaking hands; 
the writer abets the cordial shak^ and tells a story of some one’s 
introducing a fish-slice into the passive hand of an acquaintance by 
way of rebuke. I have envied the said fish-slice since, when in 
^ihe liands of llKjlemiuns and seamen, who are lioth unconscionable 
in their grasp. 

AVitli ladies, however, it is a very agi'eeable salutation, if it be 
not in the dog-days, not to mention the convenience of having such 
a tacit barflfoter oflaffection. As a hint, a hearty shake or loi'ing 
squeeze is much better than endangering the corns of a mistress or 
dirtying her stockings. Though in these cases, as in all others, 
moderation should be used ; it is extremely awkward to see (as I 
have) a cornelian ring fly from a fair hand, owing to the rude 
pressure of an unhandy licau, or by burying llie diamond or 
garnet in the finger, to produce an exclamation too confessive of 
the ardour of tlie address. Every one has lieard the comical story 
of two gentlemen, seated on each side of a lady, each flattering 
himself tfiat he possessed the hand of the fair one, till they con- 
vinctKl one anotlier of the mutual mistake by squeezing the blood 
out of their eight fingers. "Hut not one of my gentle readers, 1 
dare say, would be at a loss to recall a similar contre-tems of his 
own when a novice in the tender passion; he had rather trust Ins 
fingers with thp seia'ct than his tongue. 

There is an ingenious writer in this very Magazine, who 

“Has same stout notions on tlie kissing score.” 

I am no| at all inclined to jigrcc with him, being myself a down¬ 
right monosculist. Let the lip and the heart go together hut—to 
one. I protest against kissing three hundred country cousins four 
times a year, twice at Christmas and twice at AVhitsuntide. It is 
by far too much of k good thing. 

Such are tlie vexations and troubles ere we cfiter even tlie 
threshold of friendship; and ** we may go farther aiJfl speed 
worse,” as Father O’Leary said to the impugner of purgatory. 
All the necessary requisites for mingling witli our fellow-creatures 
—of secrecy, selfishness, politeness, icscrvc—all these we generally 
learn by having felt the dangerous consequences of Avanting them. 
And when wc come to cast ifj) the balance between the pleasures 
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aild troubles of iittknacy, the latter so predominate^ that we arc 
. more hidined to give up tho concern altogetlicr, than make use of 
oilr experience in new and more cautiously managed connexions, 
fliradshm, I know, is k)oked upon as a more noble, a more disin¬ 
terested feeling than love; and ladies, in particular, who know 
nothing about it, think it a very romantic sort of passion between 
us men. Alas! they have by far too good an opinion of the lordh 
of the creationif they knew, if they could bring tlicmselves to 
imaj^nc, for a moment, the real state of the case—but they cannot 
—Inw would 6nd that there is os much selfishness, as many in- 
signincant jealousies in friendship as in love; and that these are 
ten times more odious and troublesome, being such as no man 
would be mean enough to confess, however he might be little 
enough to feel and indulge them. 

Afi long as a person is nothing, all these symptoms sleep,—the 
selfishness of friends is not awakened. But when one has obtained 
the unlucky fortune of having his sonnet inserted in a Magazine, 
or his maiden ]X)em lauded in a minor review,—if lie have even a 
Waterloo medal, ^ 

“ Or lady such as lovers prize, 

Have smil’d on him; 

then up spring the little harvest of jealousies, in those very fact's, 
where he, luckless wi^ht, expected to have fotind but smiles and 
congratulations. lie is no longer what he was; as soon as he be¬ 
comes something, his friends bi'comc patrons ; and then, 

Farewell the sweet communion of young minds, 

The pleasant paths of hope essay’d together, 

The subtle wheel of sympathy, that winds 
Round either heart the wishes of the other. 

Poor, pitiful, or talentless as he may be, he will not want some 
one “ to take pride out of him.’' And the moment he finds that 
he has made a step in life, he also finds thorns and dissensions 
beset him. At home, or abroad, in the strange or the friendly 
circle, he is astonished to see every aspect altered; tliere may be 
more smiles,—whether or not, there certainly is more rancour. 

But, unfortunately, the sensitive minds, that penetrate with the 
greatest ease into the petty motives of those around them, and 
consequently most strongly feel the ropulsivcncss of society, arc 
the very I)eings who require more than any others the countenance 
and presence a£^cir fellows. ’Tis hard to ‘pass “ the slough of 
despond” alonff^ And we arc compelled at times to acknowledge, 
that the cause of the disease is its only remedy. It is this balance, 
this suspense, and alternate betaking itself to each, that harasses the 
mind, and frets it to morbidity. Each beckons one to it. The 
company of our ‘‘ d—— kind friends” is often a refuge from lone¬ 
liness, and loneliness is always a refuge from our d—— kind 
friends.” And the only pleasure left, is m abusing botli.—R alph, 
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LETTER FROM MONTAIGNE THE YOUNGER, ON THE VANITy 

OF DEEP LEARl^lNO. 

Mr. Editor—Some men study for amusement, some witlr pro¬ 
fessional views, others in quest of discoveries, but I cannot say 
that I have ever been actuated by any of these motives. In my 
vaned readings 1 never looked beyond the indulgence of a libenil 
curiosity: when I had gone into a subject far enough to diaoem 
its bearing, I generally turned to a new pursuit, so mat I may be 
said to have seen, raUicr than touched, the boundaries of know¬ 
ledge. In this way have I glanced over moral and physical truth, 
the fine arts, political economy, and the classics; with all of which 
I have cultivated a kind of gentlemanly acquaintance, sufficient to 
guard me against any common impostor, though not enough to set 
me up os an arbiter clcgantiarum^ or a LL.D. With such a 
slender stock of materials, I shall, probably, never become either a 
great poet or a great philosopher; but still, I do not consider my 
time mispent. The elements of knowledge are not only most easily 
acquired, buwthc most extensively useful. The farther science is 
pushed, tlie less fruitful it becomes in useful tiiitlis. It is like tlic 
extension of agriculture—os the cultivation becomes more relfined, 
the produce tears a less proportion to the labour and capital em¬ 
ployed. But a desultory knowledge, like mine, is not only more 
pleasant to acquire, but, in my opinion, more conducive to real 
wisdom. A single pursuit, neither enlarges the mind, nor affords 
the variety of objects necessary to call forth its diflerent powers; 
and a person whose inquiries are thus limited, is not only ignorant 
of many questions which interest society, but he cannot judge of 
the relative importance of his own in the world of literature. 

In one of these reveries, in which I sometimes indulge, J was 
rather surprised in remarking the singular turn which knowledge 
has lately taken in this country. To me it appears retrograding 
to its first principles, or rather, I should say, abandoning all prin¬ 
ciple whatever, and relapsing into pristine barbarism and iuima- 
turily. And what is extraordinary, this declension is not from want 
of encouragement (the usual cause of decline), but is the choice of 
its most zealous professors, who appear to have discovered that 
perfection is to be found more in rudeness than refinement; and 
that the latter only tends to establish meretricious standards of 
excellence, or sopliistical systems, inapplicable or imurious to ^ 
cicty. This, no doubt, is a singular result in the'^x>grcss of in¬ 
tellect ; but who can contemplate the prevailing taste in literature 
and science, without allowing, that this is the point to which we are 
advancing, or, bs I should say,—for it is a backward movement- 
retreating ? 

Thus, to beg^n with the alterations in our poetry and works of 
imag^ation. They arc not only vandalized in style, but in sen- 
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A nev sjBtem of numls is introduced, belonging more to 
a ua^val, thaii . It is a compound of Moorish and 

Gothic b^barity, one^ okas patronising the eastern, the other the 
barbsnsm* In both, however, is the same contempt of 
refinement of the modem virtues of dutiful love, humanity, pru- 
and fot^^feness; instead of which, we have the eternal 
hatred, licen^ and ferodty of savage life. The style, too, of some 
of diie teachers in the new school, is of the same primitive character. 
—^it disdains ajl rule. The old models, which I had been accus- 
tcmied to look up to, are superseded, and a rambling, jolting, dove¬ 
tailed compoffltiem introduced-*-which, while it affects simplicity 
and strefi^i, seems to me lamentably deficient in both. I can sec 
no myself for tlicse alterations in our national literature : 1 

cannot see why the old standards should give way to these uncouth 
innovations; why we should exchange the elegance, terseness, and 
harmony, of our Popes, Addisons, Humes, Johnsons, and Robert¬ 
sons, for a jargon, which alternately offends by its puerile affecta¬ 
tions and tinsel extravagance. 

If literature fixes the manners of a country, m'c -dSay anticipate 
wild work indeed from the late cliange; our admiration of chi¬ 
valry and sultanism, of old plays and old poets, will naturally 
brkig their occonijianinieuts— the old tapestry, the leathern doublet, 
the ^dingale, the Iniw-slring, and ihe fijude. Wc may expect, too, 
a new crop of Don Quixotes and l};ijazets—of \\itches, giants, 
dwarfs, elves, Pucks, bull beggars, and other monsters of the same 
genus. Alrcaily, indeed, we hear of one unfortunate gentleman 
the North, (deeply read, no doubt, like the knight of La 
Mancha, in chivalric lore, and an admirer of the “ olden time,’") 
making his at a great public solemnity, in panoply, armed 

with dirk and pistol, to the great terror of tlm fair dames assem¬ 
bled. This, it is to be hoped, will be a solitary instance of the 
dangeroils tendency of the new schwl: for it would make sad work 
commercial country like England, were the windmills and 
fiwng-mills again to l)ecome objects of knightly prowess; or 
were the peaceable merchants of Liverpool and Glasgow to be 
interruptea on the kiiig’s higliway, with perverse questions con¬ 
cerning anew race of Dulcineas del Toboso. The tiling, indeed, 
is too c^re to slaud. As the Courier says, “ it won’t do;” it 
savours more of a disease, a rage, a mania, tlian a legptimate 
passion, and refinement arc as naturally the adjuncts of 

the age in ''j^Ch we live, as barbarism and superstition of the 
fpurttenth century. To attcm})t to unite them is monstrous and 
attificialj and betrays an ignorant impatience of surreptitious 
fifime, wlmh must fail witli the circumstances that have given it 
a temporary success. Meanw^hile, in contempt of the new worship, 
1 shall continue my idolatry of the old Grecian idols. 

In tlie sciences 1 see, or fancy I see, a Biinilur thirst for novelty 



365 


Letter/roiii Moutaigiie tJie lounger* 


rather than truth. Some sciences have sunk hito complete ; 

others are just passing theirgrand climaolirii^ Wtiot a die man* 
theinatics made throughout Europe in the time of Newton, Ckurke, 
and Leibnitz, the Eulers, Bemoullis, d'^Alemberts, and MaupeaiuiaV 
1 remember my grandfather had the portraits of til these 
ble calculators hung in his library, witn theyeor^c^ their bir^ 
death subjoined. One scarcely now ever hoars their names mentabUM^ 
In England, mathematics were superseded bymetapfaydeat 
those last have undergone a complete revolution. Locker's Theory 
of Sensation was earned to such an extreme length by Hartley, 
Priestley, and Darwin, that man appeared no better than a vege¬ 
table, or at most a piece of clock-work. Then come Drs. IKeid and 
Beattie, who by re-establishing the old mysteries in our orgkmiza^ 
tion, brought the science of mind to nearly the state in which 
it was found by Locke;* with the advantage, however, that we 
have ascertained, that there are certain limits to inquiry, beyond 
which it is in vain to attempt carrying our researches. The 
opinions of Reid ai’e adopted by Dugald Stewart, who stands at the 
head of mod^ metaphysicians. 

Political economy appears retrograding in a similar manner horn 
principle to empiricism. I am old enough to have witnessed this 
branch of knowledge rise to the dignity of a science, and it is oto- 
l)able I shall live to see it sink into its first crudities. Adam 


Smith’s doctrines are evidently in great jeopardy, from his rehellhouH 
followers, each of whom is clipjiing away a part, profesKing at the 
same time, a deep veneration for the founder. Thu^ Mr. Malthiis, 
and a writer in the Quarterly, question the utility of free trade, and 
seem inclined to revert, (in part at least), to the mercantile system. 
Another celebrated economist, Sismondi, contends that the accumu¬ 
lation of wealth, (the alpha and omega of Smitli’s system,) is not so 
material to national happiness as its distribution ; and for this pur¬ 
pose recommends an interference with individual liberty, by check¬ 
ing the growth of machinery. M. Say, is Smith’s firmest discipfe. 
But Mr. Ricardo is full of seditious novelties; he neither accords 
with the founder of the science nor the founder’s disciples; nor by 
the by, does he always agree with himself. The chapters on forei^ 
and colonial trade, and that on supply and demand, arc sadly 
sophistical, and inconsistent with his own jirinciplcs in oth^ parts 
of the work. And lus notions, too, on wages and profits, ana that 
the cost of production regulates price, seem to so new in* 


* The French usuall^’^ take up a science about the thne wc abamlon its cultlynid^. 
Thus the mathematical sciences arc cultivated with trrcal success, hv M. Le|ilace 
and Biot, when they are neglected in England, lu Metuphysicsj they ore nd#' 
pushing on Locke's Theory of Sensation to its vef:etahte or mechanical coose- 
qiiences. It will probably be some years before they arrive at Dr. in¬ 

stinctive qualities. In Chemistry they tread dose on our heels; but in this 
delightful science Davy gives us the advance. 
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prindpk as phraseology. But of ix>urse I do not presume to 
dedde when die doctora >disiqgree; nevertheiess, I cannot help 
thinking there is a good deal m truth in M. Sismondi's ** Nou- 
•oelle 'Frmcipe.'* Certainly, if the mere acquisition of wealtli 
were the bmvum of public felicity, wc cannot do better 

than continue the^restrictive system of the last tliirty years, which 
has at least been attended with that advantage. This, however, 
would -bring back the sdence of economy to the goal from which 
it started. 

Such, then, is the melancholy result of the pursuit of truth and 
refinement;-—the tide of knowlrage returns to its source, instead of 
advancin'^ to maturity. Our poets and fine writers abandon the 
classiotnodels of literature for the prolixities and badinage of the 
old writers; metaphysicians return to the exploded doctrine of in¬ 
nate ideas; economists to restrictions on public industry: and u 
* system of morals, mild, merciful, and just, is thrown asiae for the 
maxims of outlaws and savages!—I wonder what the world will 
come to at last. To me it seems that man is that sort of animal, 
that were he by a miracle to attain perfection, he would, from mere 
thirst of novelty, return to his former state of misery and infirmity. 
He ** never is but only to be blestand this seems the only state 
of which he is capable. 

In contemplating these intellectual revulsions, I cannot help 
congratulating myself tliat 1 have remained nearly stationary on 
the threshold of science. Without tlie fatigue of inquiiy', I have 
the satisfaction of finding myself on a level with those who have 
extended their researches to the higher regions of intellect: instead 
of the adventurers making new discoveries, they reap only disap¬ 
pointment ; and, after disagreeing among themselves, return to a 
few simple truths obvious to all the world. What ought we to 
infer from this ? Clearly, I think, the vanity of abstruse inquiries; 
that they lead to no useful result—^that they only tend to perplex 
and miriead—and that all the truths useful or attainable by man 
lie near the surface, and it is folly to dig much lower. 



improve as muen as posriblc, only 
after imaginary biraefits. A good deal of misery attends difficult 
researches. If one man masters a knotty subject, another must 
not be below the average state of information. Thus is a tax as 
burthensome "as corvie imposed on time and industry. And to 
what does it all tend ? Our movements are as clearly circular as the 
paths of the planets. For a time we advance; but if we proceed 
oeyond a certain point, it only brings us to the place from which 
we started. It is curious enough to observe these mutations in 
the social orbit—how industry begets wealth, wealth indolence 
mid luxury, which a^un render industry necessary;—how public 
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virtue leads to national ereatness; how tJiat bc^ts power and cor¬ 
ruption, which again calls forth public virtna; now private morals 
lera to excess of population, which begets licentiousness, and licen* 
tiousnesB ag^ brings private morals into renute. Thus good 
every where leads to evil; evil to good; and sodety, like the vege¬ 
table world,passes from infancy to maturity—-then decays, and that 
decay is the germ of a new series of revolutions. It is all very 
laughable: it is lamentable too, but it is true. Our lot is fixea« 
and we may as well complain that we were not made angels and 
demigods as that we are not capable of indefinite improvement. 
There is, however, no doubt, a certain limit in which man may 
enjoy a maximum of happiness: to attain that limit, and adhere 
to it, is the only true philosophyto pass it, or come short of it, 
equally leads to evil. This limit I fancy is as little to be found in 
the higher geometry, the differential calculus, or the researches of < 
metaphysicians, as m the illuimnation of the Hottentot, or the Es¬ 
quimaux : probably it may be found in the midway. 

Sincerely desiring the happiness of mankind, 1 would fain hope 
we are approaching the happy medium betwixt excess of refine¬ 
ment and barbarism. One indeed can hardly suppose that we 
shall not be benefited, though not perfected,' by experiencing the 
mischief of the two extremes. Already 1 think we may reckon on 
some points being gained, which cannot fail to be permanently be¬ 
neficial. Of this description are religous toleration, the ireraom 
of the press, and the invention of machinery. The first must be 
fatal to superstition, the second to political oppresrion, and the last 
will lessen the number of the worldng classes—the most unhappy 
part of the community. 

When society has obtained all the improvements of which' it is 
capable, the following probably will be the most important chan^: 
Having learned to be more careful of health, mankind will be 
longer lived. Affairs of love, 1 apprehend, will be quite as nu¬ 
merous and ardent as at the present time, though not so romantic. 
Pleasures, rimple and durable, will be in more request than vicious 
indulgence. Ambition, and those violent passions which now 
desolate the world, will be less destructive. Poverty will be con- 
udered a great evil, though the thirst after riches wifi have abated. 
The gastronomic airt wiU be esteemed the most important of sci¬ 
ences. Farces and operas will be in more request than tragedies ; 
novels and romances than the abstract sciences. Magazines^ and 
Reviews, and rambling Essays like mine, will be highly prized. 
Natural philosophy, the fine arts, and all pursuits whiw gratify 
the senses or have certain results, will be zealously culUvateq. 
Men will be less dogmatical, less pugnacious. Nature and all her 
works will continue objects of devout admiration, and we shall no 
longer be vexed with inquiries which experience has proved to be 
vtun and nugatory. Voyages of discovery, however, like Captain 



358 


Address to the Orarige Tree. 

Parry’s, will be considered very important^ and the results far 
more interesting, than the issue of any campaign, naval or mili¬ 
tary. In fine, men will Ife merry and wise.” There will be less 
want, less contention, less toil, more enjoyment; but, after all, 
there will be lefl> epough of the old leaven to prevent society 
becoming either stagnant or incurious. Though there will be less 
war, I apprehend there will still be some .duelling, and I have no 
hope that such places as the Old Bailey can be entirely dispensed 
with. M. 




AnnuBss TO thk oranok tree at versaili.es, called 

THE GREAT BOURDON, WHICH IS ABOVE FOUR HUNDRED 
YEARS OLD. 

When France with civil Wars w'as torn, 

And heads, as well as crowns, were slioni 
From royal shoulders, 

One Bourbon, in unaltered plight, 

Hath still maintain’d its regal right, 

And heldfts court—a goodly sight 
To all beholders. 

Thou, leafy monarch, thou alotiQ, 

Hath sat uninjur’d on thy throne, 

Seeing the war range; 

And when the great Nassaus were s(^nt 
Crownless away, (a sad event!) 

Thou didst uphold and represent 
The House of Orange. 

To tell what changes thou hast scon, 

Each grand monarque, and king, and <|ue(;n. 

Of French extraction; 

Might puzzle those who don’t conceive 
French history, so I believe 
Comparing thee with ours will give 
More satisfaction. 

Westminster-hall, whose oaken roof, 

The papers say, (but tliat’s no proof) 

Is nearly rotten; 

Existed but in stones and trees 
When thou wert waving in the breeze, 

And blossoms, (what a treat for bees!) 

By scores hadst gotten. 

Chaucer, so old a bard tliat time 
Has antiquated every chime, 

And from his tomb outworn each rhyme 
Within the Abbey; 
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And Gower, an older poet, whom 
The Borough Church enshrineB, (ius tomb 
Though once restor’d, has lost its bloom, 
And got qiiite fihabby,) 

Liv’d in thy time—the first perchance; 

Was beating monks*, when thou in Fraut e 
By monks wort beaten, 

Who shook beneath thiaY^^^y 

I’heir reverend beards, with glutton glc^e, 

As each dovvnfalling luxury 

Was caught and eaten. 

Perchance, when Henry gain’d tlic 
Of Agincourt, some Gaulish Kniglit, 

(His bleeding steed in wooful pliglit, 

With BinoluDg haunches,) 

Laid down his helmet, at thy root. 

And as lie pluck’d th6 grateful fruit, 
Suffer’d his poor exhaust('d brute 
"J’o crop thy branches. 

Thou wert of portly size and look, 

Wlien first the Turks besieged and* took 
Constantinople; 

And eagles in diy toughs might perch, 
When leaving Bullcn in the lurch, 
Another Henry changed his church, 

And Used tlic Pope ill. 

What numerous namesakes hast thou seen 
Lounging beneath thy shady green, 

Witli monks as lazy; 
liOuis Qualorze has press’d that groiiiid, 
With his six mistresses around, 

A sample of the old and sound 
Legitimacy. 

And when despotic freaks and vices 
Brought on th' inevitable crisis 
Of revolution, 

Thou heard’st the mobs’ infuriate shriek, 
Who came their victim Queen to seek, 

On guiltless heads tlie wrath to wreak 
Of retribution. 

O! of what follies, vice, and crime, 

Hast thou, in thy eventful time, 

Been made beholder! 


* There is a tradition, (thougli not authenticated) that Chaucer was fined for 
beating: a friar in Fleet Street. 
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What wars, what feuds—^the tlioughts appal! 
Each against each, and all with all, 

Till races upon races fall 

In earth to moulder. 


Whilst thgu, serene, unaltered, calm, 

(Such are the constant gifts and balm 
4^ Bestow’d by Nature!) . 

Hast year by year rej^w’d tliy flowers, 

And perfum’d th^ surrounding bowers, 

And pour’d down grateful fruit by sliowcrs, 
And proffer’d shade in sugitner hours 
To man and <;)%aturb* 

Thou green and vendable tree! 

Whate’er the future doom may be 
By fortimc gi/iv j. 

Remember that a rhymcj^OT brought 
From foreign dlores tliind^jmbrage sought, 
Recall’d the blessings tliou hadst wrought, 
And, as he thank’d tlicc, raised liis thought 
To hcav’n! 







SfiVOLUTlON IN 

Pope tells us, that the sovereign bc^lil^hrho grace and govern 
the empire of fashion, when to our dul{ Hanses they seem to ciul 
their career. 

In sylphs aloft repair. 

And sport and flutter in the fields of air.” 

If any of the Belindas, or other “ light coquettes” of the poet’s days, 
should still, unfolding their ** insect wings” to the sun, or more cor¬ 
rectly, perhaps, to the brilliant chandelier, hover ovet* the scenes of 
their past glories, and contemplate the vicissitudes and revolutions 
which have occurred in theirs, as in most othe( empires, they must be 
as deeply impressed with astonishment as ** airy substance” well can 
be. Their surprise, and it is to be apprehended, their disapprobation 
Aajf naturally be excited by the many, petty, every-day changes, 
which take place so gradually, that those who witness, scarcely notice 
them, until their attenfion is roused by some casual reference to the 
manners and customs painted in old plays, the Spectator, or the ex¬ 
quisite poem itself which has already b^n quoted. Amongst fhe in¬ 
stances of the mutability of human anairs, that have passed under the 
observation of beings, to whom ttie past and, present arc equally fami¬ 
liar, may be enumerated, the desertion of the Mall in St. James’s Park 
for the Ring in Hyde Park; of the Ring for the load leading to Ken¬ 
sington ; and latterly, for that between Piccadilly and Cumberland Gate ^ * 
of the side-box of the national Theatre for the Italian Opera; sub¬ 
sequently of the Coffee-room of the Opera House fbr a sort of lobby, 
technically called the Cruah-room, followed by the utter degradation 
of its once fashionable pit; the exchange of the mask, which heretofore 
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)*roiected alike the complexion, and any slight irregularities in the con¬ 
duct of its wearer, for the transparent veil; the renunciation of hoops 
and powder by one sex, and of embroidered silks, buckles, b£|gs, and 
queues by the other; the alteration of hours—yet, upon reflection, 
this is a novelty which cannot but be considered as an improvement, 
even by the most prejudiced of the sylphic rice; for as the hours of 
rising and going to bed seem always td'have be^n for the fine world, 
as far back, at leastf^aa the records of fashion extend^ pretty much 
the same, it must be allowed a ching desirable, to make the din¬ 
ner-hour harmonise ^th the res^f the system. In fact, as far as we 
have the means of judging, breaMast and diqner must, in those primi- 
tivc times, have clashed most mcofiveniently; and, but ttiat dgcunh d 
la fourchettc, appear to htfve bet^ unktqipvn, we might suspect that 
the Lady Towuleys and Litrd fojppingfons enjoyed only one meal, 
where their successors arc blest ^th two. Bit “ if the light militia of 
the lower sky’' are startled bj^such changes as these, what can they 
think of the exclusion of caft^ables from ieKfeemblies, from all parties 
indeed, except such small one^as are wh^y devoted to them 1 What 
of the transmutation of fine gentlemen fnto coachmen, stable-boys, 
and boxers ?—A sort of intermediate, or chrysalis state of existence, 
from which they have recently emerged in the form of dandies. W'hal. 
of the oificer’s discarding the distinction oi his red coat? What of 
the universal abandonment by the beaux adopt a word of former 
ages which, probably|l^^me obsolete with tlie thing it expressed) 
of all polite attentioiK|^i^a|'beUes ?—except, indeed, what is paid by 
a certain dcscrintion^Wl^ilux to married belles. 

These changes our miTorm great-grandmothers, even whilst their 

lucid squadroua waft on the breeze, or sink in' clouds of gold,”'may 
well deem of a nature t5 render their authors worthy of being, ** or 
wedged in phials or transfixed with pins yet, weighed against tlie 
fearful altjgratiuu about to be mention'ed, they are nothing.—This 
great, this tremendous innovation of modern audacity, like many other 
innovations, gradually, and, jsaye to the experienced and watchful ob¬ 
server, iinpercepttldy gained grouud, until, arriving at maturity, it 
hibite^a most formidable and radical appearance. The tutelary spi¬ 
rits must have beheld its progress with an indignation tempered only 
hy the sentiments of prea^ilg ^mira^n, jwvpkciied by some oj^ the 
effects it produced, and the talents it davdmed in the reigning^ve- 
reigns of their former —for in this^mpect, the potentates of 

Vrhom we are speaking, schjn father to differ fi'om those earthly mon- 
archs better knovim to ua, ^ertainly a:^ not conceived to find any 
v4Mry great satisfaction in ddUSildlg their successors. Pope ascribes to 
the sylphs, an anxidUs the prosperity of the living who oc¬ 

cupy their vacated sitii!&ttbQa,^nd, indeed, it is not difiicult to imagine, 
that death may occasion aome diftereuce in the fet^gs. The awful 
event which has been allod^^, is the alarming invasion of the do¬ 
minions 'df fashion by the 'mv-born, and the countervailing effects. 
Who can view,^ without d^g^ and admiration, the energies, the mul¬ 
tifarious resources, the genius, in short, displayed by Uie legitimate 
rulers in their difence? 

VOL. 11. NO. xl 2 c 
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If these fair creatures of the elements, are indeed still wondrous 
fond of place," we may easily picture to ourselves, the disdainful dis¬ 
pleasure with wliicb they must, in the first instance, have regarded 
such unwarrantable presumption, and their progressive transition 
from scorn to disquietude and terror, as the enemy’s forces have oc¬ 
casionally seemed to increase. 

In the halcyoi|, dsCys commemorated in the “ Rape of the Lock,” 
aristocracy enjoyed its pre-eminence, undisturbed, and almost unenvied. 
No mushroom mouied interest ventured, even at humble distance, to 
ape the splendors or the follies of the nobility aiid gentry of the land. 
No wit, poet, painter, actor, musician, or critic, fancied his presence 
capable of conferring honour upon the highest circles. The wealthy 
citizen resided peaceably w^h his/amily, in St. Mary Axe, or Great 
St. Helen’s, dined with his clerk upon his substantial joint, and, when 
be was extravagant, uporiF “ two puddings;” never strayed into the west 
end of the town, unless sent by hts fel^>w-citizens to represent them 
in Parliament, or to obts& gnd degrade the glories of chivalry, by 
offering a loyal address at||ie foot of the throne; and if needy cour¬ 
tiers did occasionally cond^cend to grace his board, in order to marry 
his heiress, they sought him in the depths of the city, where he re¬ 
ceived them with all due humility. The poet, if he penetrated beyond 
the anti-room, was permitted to do so only to present a laudatory dedi¬ 
cation, which, if graciouiiily received, was repaid with a moderate bank¬ 
note, and he retired fr^tn the magnificent mansion of the peer in all 
lowliness of mind to his lofty habitation in Grub-street. Whilst the 
other humbler children of the Muse never even dreamt of obtruding 
themselves upon public notic^ except in the exercise of their espe¬ 
cial vocations. And tlius, untroubled by any apprehension of in¬ 
trusion upon their undisputed privileges, the white-gloved beaux,” 
and their hooped, ^tarched^ and powdei^d belles, danced, languished, 
and talked nonsense in happy security. 

About the time when these fortunate ladies in “ all their pride ex¬ 
pired,” the first symptoms of that spirit of insubordination and en¬ 
croachment which has given birth to the mighty confiict, seem to 
have appeared, but, appearing like specks in the horizon, were pro¬ 
bably viewed with equal contempt by the living, who, in their own 
persons or those of their oftsprbg, were to bide the pelting of the 
pitiless storm,” and by their aerified predecessors.* What, indeed, 
but contempt could be felt for a bungling, ungainly imitation of high 
life by the uneducated and unmannered! Who could apprehend dan¬ 
ger from any combinations of such phenomena! Whenthe numbers of 
the imitators increased, and they a sort of footing, the 

thing, though still ludicrous and despicable iu the extreme, seemed 
worth crushing^ut this was thought to be debe easily, and injudi¬ 
cious measures %ere unfortunately adopted—a new proof, were any 
wanting, that the greatest general may.^uffer from too high a sense 
of his own superiori^^to his antagonist* '^ In this first campaign, if 
such mere skirmishing may deserve the name, the nobles endeavoured 
to annihilate the upstarts by redoubled splendour. Alas! the sources 
of mercantile wealth proved lei^ readily exhaustible than those of 
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rent-rolls; and if an individual combatant sank in the battle, he was 
instantly replaced by another. Tlic scale of victory turned in favour 
of the invaders, and the embarrassments of many an ancient family 
may, perhaps, derive their origin from this period of the contest. 

The legitimate leaders of fashion now resorted to a more ap¬ 
propriate species of warfare, and took to heightening their natural 
pre-eraineuce by an elaborate and arduous processgof education ; so 
arduous indeed, that it in some measure answered the same purpose 
as the Spartan practice of immersing their new-born infants in the 
Kurotas:—none but the strong and healthy survived the operation. 
For a time the success was commensurate to the exertion. But, 
again we must cry alas ! The indefatigable enemy discovered the cause 
of ilieir discomliture, and the same purses which could eclipse the 
ftteSf could pay the music, dancing, drawing, French, and Italian 
masters of their adversaries. The daughters of the city intruded 
into even the lirst-ratc establishments for hnishing young ladies, and 
acquired, last and hardest to gained, the arts of eating soup, and 
stepping into a carriage gracefully; wl^t the sons, with equally 
meritorious and assiduous toil, emiilatea the achievements of the 
heroes they envied, guided by the scientific instructions of stage- 
coaclimcnaiid bruisers. It is true, to a practised eye, the did'creiicc 
between the originals and the copies, the inhereiiL superiority of 
gentle blood, always remained manifest; but still copies to be dis¬ 
tinguished only by the connoisseur came too near, and a new system of 
tactics was to be devisM. But ere closing the account of this period 
of the eventful conflict faithfully narrated in these pages, it is proper 
to observe, that it was during this struggle of accomplishments, that 
genius, or, more correctly speaking, professional genius, first took any 
part in the war. Those who aspired to celebrity only through 
their talents, originally appeared in the field as the allies of the old 
established authorities, though they afterwards, in imitation of the 
Swiss, engaged on either side indifi'ereiitly. It need scarcely be 
added, that the “exclusives” quickly learned to despise the genius that 
could be nourished upon turtle and turbot connected with the wrong 
side of Temple Bar. 

Apathy, absolute and unvarying apathy, was next adopted as the 
distinguishing mark of sujieriority, and, like all the other measures, 
answered for a' season; but apathy was yet more readily attainable 
than accomplishments. It now characterises both parties equally, 
although still with a difference discernible by the connoisseur, and 
the only clasf branded with vivacity, is that of the aforementioned 
persons of genius, who, having by their instability forfeited the con¬ 
fidence alike of their old and new employers, are entirely hors de 
amihat^ and instead of being courted, are barely tolerated by the bel¬ 
ligerents. 

Thus driven successively from every retrenchment, the haut ton 
were not yet routed, and they have made thipr last stand where it 
promises fair to be successful—upon the union of insolence with eco¬ 
nomy ! Who could some years ago have anticipated a seven-shilling 
subscription to Almack's ! Who could have believed that admission 
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to a Bevcn-shtlling ball would become the chief object of ambition to 
the nobles of the land! Yet who would not move heaven and earth 
to obtain admission, where the daughters of dukes arc despised, where 
ministers of state and conquering heroes are turned away from the 
closed doors ! And last and chiefest, how can any of the base in¬ 
truders ever hope to peuetrate into such a sanctuary! 

The grand conception of amalgamating two such heterogeneous in¬ 
gredients was as bold as it was original. It deserves to be fortunate ; 
nor do we entertain any apprehension of its failure. Economy, in¬ 
deed, is not difficult of imitation, but insolence necessarily requires 
either rank or profusion for its support. What then is to become of 
those who have not the one, if they give up the other ? This case is 
to all intents and purposes desperate. 

It may, therefore, be confidently pronounced, that the guardian 
sylphs (to whose inspiration, perhaps their, triumphant protegees are 
indebted for the glorious measure which has given them victory) may, 
after all their harassing vacillations between hope and fear, tranquil- 
^ lize their anxiety with the well-assurance, that the world cannot afl'ord 
a second Almack’s, that the'ascendancy of legitimacy is secured, and 
that, although it may be impracticable to drive back the Jacobinical 
crew to their native obscurity, a boundary-line has at length been 
drawn, beyond which they can never pass. 

Before concluding, however, it may not be unadvisable to remind 
the luminaries of fashion,’’ tliat the most skilful plans are liable to 
defeat themselves, if the judgment with which they are executed be 
not equal to the ingenuity with which they are devised. Economy 
itself is not exempt from this law of nature, and appears upon a re¬ 
cent occasion to have been practised willi somewhat more zeal than 
discretion. The august ceremony which has so lately been cele¬ 
brated, seemed as if it must, at least for the day, restore to birth its 
just aud lawful pre-eminence. Yet, even at the Coronation, to say 
nothing of the wits, poets, &c, scattered tiirough the assembly, some 
very unknown, nobody sort of people were discerned, and that in 
situations which, from the exalted stations of those through whose 
means alone they were accessible, might have been expected to be 
appropriated solely to the use of the higher classes of society. Aud 
it was rumoured that their appearance might be traced to the agency 
of a certain bookseller of Opera notoriety, to whom persons of dis¬ 
tinction and . economy are in the habit of intrusting the beneficial 
mano^tf^i of their spare tickets. M. M. 


nOTANY. 

Of all the animate and inanimate productions of nature, 
flowers have the least reason to complain of the neglect or un¬ 
kindness of man; and ^sop, Gtiy, and La Fontaine in con¬ 
junction, would find it difficult to discover a grievance for them 
which they could lay, with any justice, at the foot of Jove’s 
imperial throne. In every age and every nation they have been 
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honoured and cheriehed, loted and admired. In the cdden time 
they graced the festivals, and adorned the altars, of the deities. 
A goddess, ever blooming and young, superintended their 
interests, and her marriage with the gentle Zephyrus must have 
singularly promoted the welfare of her delicate subjects. They 
have been showered on the heads of heroes, been twisted into 
the chaplets of Hymen, and chosen by Love as his most appro¬ 
priate gifts, and most intelligible symbols. Affection has de¬ 
lighted to strew them on die graves of tlie departed, and poetry 
has sung their praise, till the wearied ear turns from the oft-told 
tale. 

Who will assert that in modem days flowers are less honour¬ 
ably distinguished ?—who that has seen the Epargne laden with 
their mingled blossoms ; the most dainty dishes garnished with 
their brilliant tints; or the splendid drawniig-rooms and gay 
boudoirs, where they grow in tubs, or^float in vases, or stiffen 
in saucers filled with moistened sand—^"who, above all, that has 
beheld them in bunches, bushes, and arborets raingliug with the 
tresses, towering high above the heads, or, as in recent times, 
hanging confusedly about the throats of our most fashionable 
females ?—“Flowers of all hues, and without thorn the rose.” 

With how much care, too, do w'e tend “ the firstlings of the 
year,” and endeavour to [lersuade them to expand their bright 
jietals, and breathe their delicious scents a little earlier than the 
laws of nature permit. In the language of that exquisite poem, 
“ The Flower and the Leaf,” the choicest offering w'hich Flora’s 
altars ever received: 

“ When buds, that yet the blast of Eurus fear, ^ 

' Stand at the door of life, and doubt to clothe the year,” 


we tempt them forth, and promise them our fostering protection, 
“ Then, at our call emboldened,” the hyacinth, the narcissus, 
and the crocus burst their sheaths; we delight to deck our 
rooms with tliese children of early spring—we display them 


exultingly at our windows, and, “ Qui possit violas adwre, dives 
crit.” 

Faint, however, are the pleasures which flowers^i^drd in 
cities, when compared with those which they bestow upon their 
admirers in the country. There, the florist rears tliem near his 
home, watches them, improves them by culture, takes a paren¬ 
tal interest in their progress, and a lover’s pride in their charms, 
while health and cheerfulness reward his labours. There, the 
botanist explores the hedges, and traverses the hills in pursuit of 
some new addition to his herbal or his knowledge, and the 
barren heath and du}l common acquire interest and beauty in 
his eyes. ^ 
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“ Oh! friendly to the best pursuits of man, 

Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace,” 

are tastes and studies of this description, when cultivated as the 
amusement, not the business of life, and kept in due subser¬ 
viency to higher and more useful pursuits. 

Botany appears to be peculiarly adapted to the study of ladies, 
as it tempts them to the enjoyment of air and exercise, which 
though the best friends to health and beauty, the most effectual 
remedies for nervousness and ennui, are yet very generally neg¬ 
lected by the flowers of the human race. It is a science, too, 
within the range of female acquirement, and is repugnant to 
neither humanity nor elegance. Entomology is cruel; minera¬ 
logy and geology difficult and laborious; conchology expensive ; 
but botany is both cheap and easy, healthful and innocent, 
open to the pursuit of all, and requiring only just so much study 
and attention as may awaken interest, and occupy without 
wearying the mind. It is favourable, also, to the acquisition of 
habits of inquiry and observation, and sends the eye constantly 
abroad on expeditions of discovery. It is not a botanist “ who 
can travel from Dan to Beersheba, and cry, all is barrenon 
the contrary, wherever a blade of grass appears, he is on the 
watch for rarity or beauty, and seldom returns from a ramble 
w'ithout some novelty to relate, some treasure to display. 

We know there are those who assert that the Linnaian system 
of botany is unfit for the study of innocence and modesty; but 
the accusation is a reproach to the mind of him W'ho makes it, 
and savours of the spirit which in heathen days polluted the 
Cestivals of Flora. Those only who were already immodest 
could have first suggested the idea; for, to the good and the pure, 
it sounds monstrous and unintelligible. But, “ the putrid spider 
converts that to poison which the bee works to honey;” and it 
is thus that man has, at different times, debased and injured 
all he has touched, and lowered the most glorious pursuits to 
the levd, of his own corruption. Music, fit amusement for 
ang^s, ministered to voluptuousness; painting to the gros- 
se^'^b^^fldty ; poetry has forgotten its noble nature to sing of 
forbiddfen things; and even botany, a study which unfolds the 
wonderful economy of nature, displays its beautiful regularity, 
and is conversant with those lovely and harmless tilings, the 
flowers of the field, conveys to some unhappy minds thoughts 
most unlike the pureness of the lily, or the sw'eetness of the 
rose. 

There arc minds, how'ever, of a different stomp, minds which 
adorn and enrich all they touch, which can learn wisdom from 
a flower, piety from a blade of grass, can find “ sermons in 
stones, and good in every thing.” The man thus happily gifted. 
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walks forth into the fields—^the daisy, “ wee, modest, crimson- 
tipped flower,'' the eye-bright, with its painted blossom, the 
golden tormentil, or the blue hare-bell spangles the turf on 
which he treads; while the hedges are covered with the cluster¬ 
ings of the wild rose, the garlands of the convolvulus and honey¬ 
suckle, or starred with the English geranium, the bright hy- 
pericum, or the fairy scorpion-grass. Astonished by the pro¬ 
lusion of beauty, the wantonness of ornament which meet him 
wherever he turns his eyes, he asks their use and design, his 
heart rises in wonder and praise to the throne of the Great 
Creator, and—he is answered. 

On minuter inspection, how much of amusement and instruc¬ 
tion may be derived from the study of flowers, that study in 
which Israel's wisest monarch delighted, he who " spoke of 
trees from the cedar of Lebanon to the hyss(^ on the wall/^ 
The daisy, insignificant as it apparently is, (yet immortalized by 
the pen of Dryden, and graced by the song of Burns) becomes, 
on closer observation, an expanse of wonders, a cluster of 
miracles. Scores of minute blossoms compose its disc and 
border, each distinct, each useful, each delicately beautiful. 
The convolvulus and honey-suckle appear to the careless eye 
to twist in a similar manner round every thing in their neign- 
bourhood; but the botanist discovers that they are governed by 
different laws, tlie former always twining itself according to the 
apparent motion Of the sun, the latter in a contrary direction; 
and when busy man attempts to alter this arrangement, he in¬ 
variably injures, and perhaps destroys the plant. 

The heath, so common in the northern parts of this kingdom, 
valuable to the poor as a substitute for more expensive fud, 
and to the sportsman as a cover for grouse, affords to the bo¬ 
tanist a striking instance of the care extended by Providence 
towards his creatures. Its seed is the food of numerous birds, 
in regions where other sustenance is scarce, and the vessels 
which contain it arc so constructed as to retain their contents 
for a considerable length of time, instead of dischai^ng them 
when they become ripe. Indeed, the more we studyi the closer 
we observe the operations and provisions of nature, the greater 
will be our wonder, the higher our admiration. Eveiy separate 
plant has doubtless its own history, its distinct uses, its peculiar 
inhabitants; and, like St. Pierre^s strawbeny, may furnish a 
study too diffuse, too deep, for the life of an individual. 

The physiology of vegetables is a i^ost curious and eUter- 
taining branch of the science of botany ; and, owing to the great 
improvement of our microscopes, may be pursued to an extent 
far beyond the most sanguine hopes of former students. In 
some recent experiments, the growth of wlieat was actually ren¬ 
dered visible to the eye; a bubble of gas was seen to dart forth, 
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carryiiv^ with it a portion of vegetable matter, which instanta¬ 
neously formed into a fine tube, and one fibre was completed. 
In short, with instruments like our^s, what may we not hope to 
accomplish in studies, unexhausted and inexhaustible as are 
those of nature. History, biography, geography, may no 
longer furnish scotoe for novelty; even ™cy’s wide domain 
may be filled to repletion; but the botanist, the chemist, and the 
geologist, have employment before them for centuries to come, 
and long, indeed, will it be^re they can have cause *‘to weep 
for new worlds to conquer.'^ 

For those whose travels do not extend l)eyond lands, where 
Withering can guide them, there isKsp^ce enough for study, dis¬ 
covery, and delight; but he who visits "other climates, or is en¬ 
abled by opportunity and wealth to rear Ih'eir productions on 
British ground, has of course a wider field for research and 
admiration. We do not know a more delicious and enchanting 
s])Ot than a green-house, filled with, blossoms and the per¬ 
fumes of the lands of the sun.” The warm air conveys the 
choice and exquisite odours to the scent, the sight is ravished 
by the tastefully mingled tints and noble foliage of the amto- 
cracy of plants ; and a luxurious sensation of languor and en¬ 
joyment steals gradually oYj^x the frame. Here, too, double 
flowers, which the strict botanist terms monsters^ but in which 
the florist takes peculiar pride, are displayed; and man is per¬ 
mitted by Providence to amuse himself by diversifying and em¬ 
bellishing nature, while the springs of life and vegetation are 
kept mysterious and inaccessible. 

Our Saviour’s words, ** Consider the lilies of the field how 
they grow,” acquire additional force and peculiar beauty,, when 
we remember that they were suggested by the sight of the splen¬ 
did amaryllis lutea, a species of lily which abounds in the land 
of Palestine* Who does not feel their emphasis, when he ima¬ 
gines our blessed Lord standing on the mounf, from whence his 
divine sermon w¥is delivered, surrounded by an attentive and 
wondering throng, whom he is urging to lay aside unnecessary 
cares, ana trust in the bounty of their heavenly Father; and 
then sees him pointing towards those glorious lilies which 
d'lckeU the surrounding plain, and deducing from their beauty, 
exciGseding the pomp of kings’ attire, lessons qf simplicity m 
dress, freedom from vain or excessive cares, and dependance on 
Aln^hty protection. 

Tfe study of Botany has afforded illustration to another 
passage in holy writ. In 2. Kings, vi. 26, we read that, during 
a severe famine in Samaria, “ a cab of dove’s dung” was sola 
for twenty pieces of silver. What this article of food might be, 
had long puzzled the commentators, when the father of botany 
suggested that it was probably the root of the oniithogalum or 
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Bethlehem star, which affords to this day a pleasant and nu¬ 
tritious aliment to the lower orders in Judea. Its English name 
was given on account of its prevalence in Palestine, and its 
ancient one, ‘ omithogalum/ literally signifies bird^s milk. When 
to this we add that its blossoms, of a greenish white, resemble 
at a little distance the dung of birds, the conjecture of Linnaeus 
becomes still more probabte, and a curious elucidation appears 
to be afforded of an obscure passage of Scripture- 

Enough has been said to establish the claim of botany to the 
favour of the elegant and the wise, as a pursuit both healthful 
and innocent, profitable and pleasant. Linnaeus, to whom every 
botanist must say, as Dante said to Virgil, ‘^Tu duca, tu 
Signor, e tU Maestro,” is intelligible in his original garb to but 
few ladies \ but there are many excellent works in our own 
language which will lead th^m farther than the generality will 
choose to follow. 

Eve, as described by |h6 hand of Milton, ” walked forth 
among her fruit and flowers, to visit how they prosperedand 
we cannot imagine an employment better adapted to Paradise, 
or recommend a more graceful and pleasing occupation to Eve’s 
fair daughters. 

The good and sagacious Ow'en Feltham has said, that to 
have a mind which delights in innocent employment, is daily 
rising to content and blessedness.” Those, therefore, who have 
opened to us new sources of rational amusement, and like* Lin¬ 
naeus, Ray, Tournefort, and Withering, have been our pioneers 
on the road of science, deserve our grateful acknowledgments 
and affectionate remembrance. In the absence of more valuable 
gifts, let us pay them with appropriate offerings :— 

——“ Manibus date lilia plenis, 

Purpurcos spargara flores.” 


TO A FttlJENl) ON llliU BIUTH-DAY. 

This is the day sacred to love, and mirth. 

And tender wishes 5 tins the favour'd day. 

Sweet superstition I when the artless lay 
Is welcomed, and tlie token little w'orth. 

And the fond vows that live and have their birth 
In iheftflcctionate heart. .A holiday 
It is, for good and gentle, fair and gay— 

I^y lovely Jane, it gave thee to the eartn: 

And thou hast trodden life's paths with wise glee. 
Maid of the laughing eye ! Were I the queen 
Of that so famous land of Faery, 

Where quaintest spirits weave, their spclU unseen. 
No better benison I’d seek for thee 
Than to be happy still as thou hast been. 


M. 
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We have received divers epistles respecting the Census, which 
Parliament has so judiciously ordered to be taken for the benefit 
of the infant science of Political Economy. All of them contain 
severe strictures upon that measure, for what reason it was at first 
difficult to conjecture: one of them inquired if we did not think 
the proceeding impious, and whether Parliament, being actuated by 
the same motive which prompted King David on a similar occa¬ 
sion, would not draw down the same punishment u{X)n this nation 
which was inflicted upon the Israelites ? Another solicited us to 
inform the writer, wnetj^er we did not believe that Grovernment 
had availed itself of a state of peace to try if the country could not 
afford to make an addition* to the numbers of the militia. Some of 
these letters, if published, would infallibly put us into the hands 
of the Attorney-general; for they eharge our rulers witli nullify¬ 
ing Magna Charta^ and dragging forth and violating family 
secrets and social confidence. Others,' abusing Mr. Vansittart, 
without mercy, lay all to the score of Nation, and breathe down¬ 
right sedition. Wc tlicreforc recommend the Home Department 
to be active; to double the ccntinels“in the park ; reinforce the 
police offices; and put the City light-horse on the alert. Wc 
should not this recommendation complete, if we did not 

hint at a farther and most important precaution, that all routs or 
assemblies at houses of persons of either sex, living in a state of 
single blessedness,” whether higli or low—whether at Saint 
Giles’s or Saint James’s, should bo narrowly watched by the Bow- 
street patrolcs, so that suspected characters might be arrested, in 
case oi alarm, at a moment’s notice. Having thus done our duty 
os good citizens, and handed over the inflammatory letters to the 
proper authorities, we shall enable our readers to judge from what 
quarter we feel an apprehension of danger, by the sc(juel. 

The real cause of discontent, among the parties to whom we 
allude, seems to be the forced disclosure of certain personal secrets, 
which arc generally deemed sacred and inviolable among particu¬ 
lar classes, and the knowledge of which, being made general, must 
operate greatly to wound Vamour prmre of the classes in question. 
It is contended that a clause shoulcl have been inserted in the 
Census-act, to prevent such disclosures where they might be in¬ 
jurious to individuals, upon due proof being offered thereof in the 
shape of affidavit, or otherwise. The following extract from a 
communication relative to the grievance complained of, will throw 
some light on the ^ business, and put our readers in the possession 
of ^ts. The writer’s name is Ebenezer Wigginbdltom, parish- 
ctek, school-master, and shop-keeper, of Bungay in Suffolk, 
where he has been lately employed in making the Population- 
returns. We number Mr. Wig^nbottom among our correspon¬ 
dents, in the department of deaths and marriages; and the good 
man generally accompanies his monthly communications with 
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gratuitous observations on the weather, the state of the crops, feats 
of bell-rin^ng in his neighbourhood, or Bungay tittle-tattle. 

After some irrelevant matter, he writes:—“You will be sur¬ 
prised to hear that our peaceable place is in an uproar, and I am 
in a sad state of turmoil from being the unhappy cause. By 
obeying the orders of Government, 1 am cmbroilra among some 
of my oldest friends, past all redemption. You must understand 
1 have lately been much occupied in making up the Population- 
returns; and I can assure you, that though a penalty of five 
pounds is affixed to every breach of the law, or evasive answer to 
the questioning-officer, I could have profited to the tune of hun¬ 
dreds by making false returns, at the price of the penalty for cach- 
I trust, however, that though preponderating motives abounded, 

I was inflexible in my duty to the public; and I have, in conse¬ 
quence, been insulted and contemned by those who were formerly 
my best friends. It is principally by unmarried persons, or those 
past the meridian of life, that I am thus treated. I am become so 
obnoxious, that no persons of tliat description will follow me in 
the responses in the church-servicc of a Sunday, and my customers, 
too, fall off. But to tlie {Mint: on entering a house, I commonly 
ask for the master—if married—the number of his family, and so 
on, agi'ccably to my instructions. The first hous||where I met 
with a rebuff, was that of an elderly single lady, who called herself 
Mrs. Oldfish, upon which I said, I believed sne was not a widow. 

‘ That is no business of youris, Mr. Wigginbottom, put me down 
Mrs. Oldfish.’ ‘ Indeed I cannot, madam,’ I replied, ® I dare not 
make a false returnso I wrote* down Miss Zepberina Oldfish. 

I next demanded, what age ? She here faltered exceedingly, 
blushed and looked pale by turns, and then amid convulsive agi¬ 
tations, she articulated, ‘That is of no consequence, they can’t 
want me for the militia.' ‘ Madam,’ said I, ‘ there is a penalty if 
S.n improper answer is given; I must write down the truth,’ Now, 
more a^tated, she stammered, ‘ Don’t threaten me, Mr. Wiggin¬ 
bottom-—don’t be impertinent—the Government is unreasonable, 
oppressive. What pretty times we live in! What will it require 
next, I wonder ?’ Here she faltered still more in her speech, and 
appeared to be ill, ‘Betty !’ she cried, ‘Betty!’ ringing the bell 
violently, ‘ my sal volatile. Do call again, Mr. Wigginbottoln ; 
I’m ill, indeed I am very, very ill.’ Not wishing to appear rudc,^ 
and being unsuspicious of a tnck, I left her, thinking to call agmn 
the next day. I did so; and to my dismay, found she had left 
Bungay for Scarborough that morning at day-break; beyond a 
doubt, that she might evade my questions, as slie knew the returns 
must be completed by a particular day. I was forced to leave a 
blank opposite her name, m the column of ages, in my book f but 
when she comes back I shall levy the full penalty, 

, .“Upon calling at tlie house of another lady, to whom I was* 
well known, my mind being mode up not to be again hafied^T 
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eutnmcncecl, as usual, by explaining the nature of my errand. She 
reddened deep as scarlet, and wondered why the Government was 
so particular with unmarried persons, and if they might not be 
returned in a general way. Slic affirmed that she had done all 
pbe could for tlie support of Church and State; she had helped to 
work a standard for the Bungay light-horse; had been careful 
never to employ a tradesman who was a radical; had ^ven five 
]X)unds for the benefit of the Constitutional Association; had 
thrown un her subscription at die best circulating library in 
Norfolk, because that audacious paper, tlie Morning Chroni¬ 
cle, had been taken in, there; and at her last whist-party had 
absolutely used dirty cardics because a package which she had 
ordered from London Iiad not arrived; and slie could procure 
notie in her neighbourhood, but at a shop, the owner of which 
had shocked her feelings, by declaring that he thought a Metho¬ 
dist, or Roman Catholic, if not wort!) one shilling, had as good a 
chance for Heaven as his Grace of Canterbury. * Now, Ebenezer,’ 
said she, ^you have long known me, and know tliat I am a good 
subject; why then must niy personal affairs be made known to all 
llie world?’’ ‘Madam,’ I replied, ‘the returns are only seen by 
Government in London.’ ‘ Nonsense,’ she rejoined, ‘ don’t think 
to cheat nic.|l You have a wife, Mr. Wigginbottom, curious as 
married women always are—husbands can’t keep secrets, you will 
lot it out to her, and the whole town will have it. No, no, you can 
only levy the fine for conUnnacy—exact it—there is a five-pound 
note—do your worst.’ Having said this, she marched out of the 
rtM)m with a stately air of triumphant scorn, muttering revenge for 
tlie arbitrary conduct of Government, and saying something about 
the i^ratitude of persons in authority. A few days after, I heard 
she Ixad given largely towards tlio erection of a Mctliodist chapel, 
had subscribed again to the circulating library, and had been 
licard to argue stoutly for Major Cartwright’s system of universal 
sufFrage.” 

Our friend Wigginbottom continues: “ A lady, a good custo¬ 
mer of mine, (for you know, Mr. Editor, that I deal a little in the 
way of snufr and tobacco, besides groceries and hardware) refused 
to see me on the subject of the Population-act, but ordered her ser¬ 
vant to give me what particulars were necessary, and to shew me 
her family-bible, where her age was inscribed. There she was 
entered thirty-nine, though I am certain it should have been ten 
years more. The figure three appeared newly written in, upon an 
erasure which had no doubt obliterated a four, I did not wish to 
he litigious in this case: indeed the law could not have helped me 
without farther proof, so I made the entry—‘Abigail Scraggs, spin¬ 
ster, 89,’ and went away, fully convinced I had been mystifi^.” 

The pertinency of the ladies, according to our Correspondent, 
^vas exceeded by that of the other sex. Our honest friend £bene-< 
zer met with much trouble from single men; one, among many 
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instances which he has communicated, we shall record. We arc 
well aware of the irritability of the genus, and that it is susceptible 
t)f acute pain on the attacks of curiosity, as it lives, like the gar¬ 
den-spider^ in the centre of its own web, the vibration of a single 
cord of which induces the mealy cuticle which covers its angular 
physiognomy, to put on a fever redness, and the lividi occhi^ as 
Tasso calls them, or, in plain English, tlie “ livid eyes'''* engulphed 
therein, to flash, what the lake-poets sublimely denominate, an 
“ emerald lightfor be it known, that greenness of colour and 
morbidness nave more than a common affinity, and bachelorship is, 
according to the best medical practitioners, a state of actual disease. 
Mr. Wigginbottom says he called twice upon Mr. Theophilus 
Weazel, a gentleman of this description, aged fifty-two or fifty- 
three years. The first time he could not be admitted, as Mr. 
Weazel had employed an artist of celebrity in surgery, in the im¬ 
portant operation of culling and mollifying his corns. On the 
second visit he was admitted into the presence. Well knowing 
the man, we can fancy our friend Ebenezer standing with his hat 
in one hand, and his list-book in the other ; an ink-bottle, having 
a pen stuck in it, suspended from liis button-hole ready for action ; 
the points of his toes forming the centre of a St. Andrew’s cross 
with the opposite angles of the room ; while the officii dignity of 
his countenance was tempered by an air of humility, arising from 
a recollection that Mr. Weazel bought goods at his shop. This 
expression is never w'itncssed in government officials, who have 
no copartnership with similar extraneous interests, but depend en¬ 
tirely upon tlie “ powers that be.” The latter description of offi¬ 
cials arc tlie pontijices mc0ores, and the others but underlings; yet 
all bear in their countenances somewhat of a valiant severity” 
when among equals or Inferiors. Ebenezer says, he first broke 
silence, after a mutual recognition. The conversation we shall 
give exactly as it reached us. 

E. I am come, Sir, to inquire the number of inhabitants in 
this house, their ages, employments, and means of living, in pur¬ 
suance of an Act passed in the 2d Goo. IV- being an act for as¬ 
certaining the population of these kingdoms. 

W, (reddening). What the devil, Wigginbottom, have I to 
do with papulation? 

E. True, Sir; but I must do my duty you know', Sir. 

W. Very well; but I stand alone in the world :—I have no 
children ; population is nothing to me, I don’t incrciise it, and 
Malthus says, it is the increase of population that is the ruin of 
nations. I have no wife. I have a housekeeper, it is true, some¬ 
what aged—Diana Icely, just turned sixty. What has population 
to do with me or her either ? r 

jB. (profiting by the intelligence the housekeeper's name and 
agCy instantly put them in Ms list). You, perhaps, have other 
relatives living with you, Sir ? 
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W. No, Wigginbottom—none, thank God; I am plagued with 
none, male or female; and this intelligence will content you, I hope. 

jE. (EnteringTheophilun Weazel^ single man). Any servants, Sir? 

W, No, no, Di and self, are all who live in tliis house, unless 
you would take the rats. 

E- Your employment, Sir. 

lY. Am I not a gentleman—independent, and— 

E. Government orders us to return tlic employment, Sir. 

W. Government be d——<1; it won’t let us live in the light of 
heaven by and by; it means to save the expense of keeping spies, I 
suppose, by making every man a spy upon himself. Let them 
find it out. 

E, There is a pci^ty. Sir, for making evasive returns, I could 
■wish to oblige you, but you must not blame me for following my 
duty. Ybu have known me a long while, Mr. Wcazel. 

W. A man’s house was Ibrracrly his castle; his secrets were his 
own; he paid his taxes, and no more was required. They’ll set 
up racks.if^oon, ^to extort answers to their questions. I pay half 
my incoi^e in taxes, and cannot be left quiet. I’ll emigrate—I’ll 
sell out of tlie funds, and live abroad. 

E. I will enter “ lives by the funds; no employment.” (writes 
it down, Mr, Weazel scarcely noticing htm^from angry emotion), 
There is something more, Sir, I had nearly —. 

W, Taxation, Wig^nbottom, taxation is the cause of all.— 
Ministers inscilei^ from success—sha’n’t tax me much longer— 
I’ll get out pf the wfe^^I’Jl emigrate. 

E, There is sometning more, Sir—I had nearly forgotten to ask 
your age. 

W. My age! s’blood ! my age too ? (Here he appeared half 

choJeed with anger.) 

A pause now ensued, says our Correspondent, and Mr. Weazel’s 
countenance changed fi’om red to V^iite, and from white to yellow, 
and then to red again, with an cx^ession of indignation and rage. 
It was an emotion forming a climax of passion; the magnitude of 
which precluded utterance, and proved it not to belong to the 
parvi dotores of Horace. It must have been a pause like Mac- 
duflTs, after he exclaimed, 

--all my pretty ones ? 

Did you say all ?—Oh hell-kite!—all ? 

Honest Ebenezer almost wished he had not made his demand so 
abruptly. At length, in a subdued tone of voice, the overpowered 
Celibatairc said, “ Wigpnbottom, I don’t know my age; this 
buidness is more than human nature can bear—put me down what 
you think me to be.” I mentioned fifty, and a gleam of satisfac¬ 
tion overspread his face, as he added, you guess near the mark, 
Wigginbottom—only two years out; I shall not say which side 
fifty you should have taken.’^ 
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Heartily tired, our friend put down forty-eight; at the same 
iiine guessing) from Mr. Weazefs apparent satisfaction, that it 
ought to have been four years inorc, and that the bachelor felt 
pleasure at having cozened him. 

Mr. Wigginbottoni made some general observations, while fol¬ 
lowing his troublesome vocation, which may be worth notice: He 
uniformly found, he says, that those who look offence at his de¬ 
mands, even if ultra^royalists before, immediately changed side in 
politics, and even uttered threats dangerous to the state;—Whence 
the ground of our anxiety at the bc^nning of this article. Second¬ 
ly, he observed, that persons who M^erc indifferent about their ac¬ 
tual ages being made known, did not relish the being supposed 
older than they really were; and, lastly, that Ijparding-schooi boys 
and girls were, alone, solicitous to steal a mmh upon time, and 
always represented themselves in advance of the exact ^th. Fi¬ 
nally, he hopes, that the duties of his ofRce having been so trou¬ 
blesome in the fulfilment, Government will act liberajjy towards 
him, in the way of remuneration. From'our long knowledge of 
the integrity al‘ Mr. WigginlK)ttonij we cordially join irf^ls wisi), 
and would back him with our interest; but we are well aware it" 
would not even obtain him midshipmaa''s half-pay, to use a sailor’s 
jihrasc; or, three farthings a-year, jjaid quarterly.” 0. 


Nil use's so no. translated FR0>I the GERMAN. 

Sleli*, baby, sleep! 

Your father hcnls his sheep : 

Your motlier shakes the little tree 
I'roin which fall pretty dreuins on thee; 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Sht*]), baby, sleep ! ^ 

'I’he lieavcns are white witli sheep; 

For they are lanife—tliosc stars so briglit: 

And. the moon’s the shepherd of the night; 

Sleep, ba1)y, sleep! 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

And i’ll give thee a sheep, 

Wliich, with its golden bell, shall he 
A little play-fellow for thee ; 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

And bleat not like a sheep ; 

Or else the shepherd’s angry dog 
Will come and bite my naughty rogue; 

j Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Go out and herd the sheep; 

Go out you barking black dog go, 

And waken not my baby so; 

Sleep baby, sleep! 
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NOETIi OERMAX PEASANTRY. 

( Ctmcludedjrom page 270". J 

^Thcr^ are two soun^ from whence the peasaptry of any country 
could derive protection^ either from their own warlike character and 
skill in the use of anu^ jor ;hro4i the aid and countciiauce of the king. 
There are io those times no laws to shelter them; and if there were, 
laws are only the resut# of the mutiihl apprehensions of mankind, 
and nevcr^fail to be unequal where these apprehensions are une¬ 
qual. No public protection ia ever prodded fur a section of the 
commiihity, Vhich is unable to make good by force its title to such 
a protection. “To him ih|^ hat^^* more shall be given; from him 
that hath not, shall be taken away even tlj^Lt he hath”— this has been 
the regulating prinq|g|jie of law from the first formation of human 
society^ strength alone must thus constitute the security 

of the peSanti anam proportion as these qualities prevailed orde-« 
dined, with more orless rapidity, in^any country, would be the de¬ 
gree of reipect manifested towards their rights and their happiness. 
To solv exj^e question fully* therefore, it would lie requisite to point 
out whuiiP^rcuth&tances have <bl^eniiiued, in some nations, a longer 
preservation of tliat difiused and{ universal military spirit which ull 
very early societies possess in comtnon. But the data for this pur- 
' pose are altogether wanting ; and it is only possible to shew, that in 
* proportion as military habits prevailed among the peasantry of the 
, oifierentEwropeao/cpuutrics, has been the extent of liberty and pri¬ 
vilege efinded^ pi the lav^ 

An ^f thisM^parative diflu^ion of the mili¬ 
tary spirit by examining the constitution of the dif¬ 

ferent armiesages. The bulk of the English armies ai- 
wa^ consisj^^^mufchers, taken course from among the smaller 
proprietors, who^Mre not able jp command the more expensive 
apparatus of liqjf^i^ervic'e. The$%ncoinmon skill in llie use (»f this 
cheap weapon is a sufiiCicnt evidence that it must have been constant¬ 
ly in thejr hands, .^hemruiics ofjHenr^ V. usually included about 
the proportion of ^98,000 archers ipkoo horse; and the inesistible 
superiority of the former seems to have been the principal occasion 
of the victory at Aziocourt, as well as of those at Cressy, Poictiers, 
and Vcrneuil. 

In France, from the time of the Capetian dynasty, the French ar¬ 
mies were almost entirely composed of cavalry (Mezeray 2.884)4 
Even the French aichcrs served on horseback, though they seem 
not to have been native Frenchmen, but hired foreigners. Genoese 
bowmen served with Philip at the battle of Cressy. The number of 
French gentry killed, and taken at the fields of Cressy,Toictiers, and 
Azincourt, was very great indeed. From thesi|t circumstances, it ap¬ 
pear! clear, that the military spirit in France was almost exclusively 
confined tpv the gentry, and that the smaller peasanlry rarely inter¬ 
mingled in the use of arms. Probably the excessiye superiority of 
numbers which the French possessed in all these three battles, is to 
be ascribed to tbe long train of camp-followers, whom a wealthy 
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nobility would carry with them intd the field. These ..followers 
would swell the nominal muster-roll, thtmgh they wbultl coniribqte 
little towards the result, and thus the superiority of the Eoglhih in 
bravery and eondti(6t would be ijitagnified beyond its just voliile. In 
the southern parts of Germany, Swabia^ Fraqconia, and Bavaria^ the 
military spirit seems to have twin ^arli^ and more geneialiy relSked 
among the smaller proprietora^tbun in the Saxoa countries. * Tbe ex¬ 
pedition which the Emperor If fenry IV- in tne year 1074, led against 
the Saxons, displays in a 6trH^aJight,'4a4Mt,r8 rcl^U^^y Lambert 
of Aschaffenburg, the differed constitul^oh of the Jwo districtsT 
The army which that psinc| led I'rudi !he''sOi& is represented as-^con- 
sisting almost entirely of caval](^‘, wlm drew after them an iafinity 
of unwarlike retainers, with baggage, for the purpose.]|if administer¬ 
ing to their luxuries. On the other h^q|il, Saxon troops w'ere 
almost all foot, taken from the small farmers a^^ropri^rs of the 
country; they were derided by the geh^ty in il^'drnperiln ihnks, as 
vulgus meptnmf affriettiturtB potitLr qnam miM&e This 

chronicler, hiniselt' a native 6( Sonf?iern Germany, and therefore ac¬ 
customed to consider arms as the^^nluiost exclusrve^uu|||||m of the 
gentry, irmts the vulgtis pedestre,^fi^ii ct muititHtm SaSflflea, as. he 
terms |hen), with a contempt whin their bravery seems by nc^ means 
to deserve. They threatened their princes with^^nfiscation^nd ex¬ 
pulsion, if the latter should prove reluctant afid^Iatory im the wair' 
against the Emperor, and they even proceedbbtl ^ far as to realise tbdr 
menaces on the person of a priqem^ aobIema|^||h^!^ad|i^j^etly en^^ 
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rior; they gradually degenerale^ltito a pon^ous and sliewy ceremo¬ 
nial, involving an expense whicMi|^e but tlW ^ d^atey could jvretend to 
sustain. Jousts and tournammlipbecarne the ^mionable spectacle, 
throughout France particularly, .a^hl to a hlgH^lgre^e rest of 

Southern Europe. The change was similar to fliat witnl^ed in the 
ancient<world with respect to the (Grecian and Roman games, in which 
the original boxing and wrestling conflicts had, frrhn t!T#extinclion of 
the ^military spirit, dwindled away into g^dy spectacles of chariot 
and horse-races. In Franr^, where (heupeusantry umlerwcnt the 
earliest and most complete abasement, tournameuts seem to have ob¬ 
tained the greatest currency. Some excellent r^mrks on this subject 
may be found in a work of the German professor Meiners—** History 
of the Inequality of ranks in Modern Europe. Vol. I. p. 304.” 

But though the mental exciUt|ilUy and the corporeal energy of the 
peasants must lie viewed,^ as the primao cause of their exemption 
from inroads ^pon their happiness, yet other concurrent circum¬ 
stances might materially a^st and cneodikge their capacity of resist¬ 
ance. The ‘degree of |nnv^ possessed by the king, himself the 

VOL. IT. 1^0. X. 4 ^ i ^ 
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largest proprietor in the nation, and tire chief and president of the 
rest, ‘Would influence powerfully the liberty and consequence of the 
peasantry. Continually thwarted in his views, and robbeil of the 
real exercise of the rights* nominally annexed to bis office, by the op¬ 
position of a proud adstocracy^ the sovereign would be disposed to 
view with favour and countenarice an order of men, whose interests 
(like his own) Wera^decidedly at variance with theirs. “ II Ics re- 
garde (t<i use the expression of Helvetius) comme les enneuiis de ses 
ennemis.* * * * - 

He would be at hand, therefore, to contribute as mnch as pos¬ 
sible towards their relief and cUfranchiseioent.* In one most ma¬ 
terial point too, the interest of the so^'ereign would operate still 
more directly^n favour of this oppressed order. The distribution 
of justice is in early societies a source of prodigious emolument, 
which the ^en of |||}wer exact as the price of their interference to 
shelter ^^avenge 'a^nuitor. A community in this state precisely 
resembles a school, ^rbere the boy, whose individual strenath and 
courage is not sufficient to protect him, must purchase by any means 
in his the interposition nf a boy stronger than his enemy. 

The necolP^ of applying to sit^e neighbouring and powerful arbi¬ 
trator,,^ for the purpose of settliil^ quarrels, divided the European 
ktngdoji|^ of the middle ages into a number of separate districts 
' or associations, in W'bich the feudal baron, or greatest proprietor, ad- 
^ mhiistered justice, exacting considerable fees from the applicants. 
But the gpmreijj^ fdnxmcil a nominal privilege of administering justice 
throughouli'thi^ kingdom^ and evei^ among these barons themselves—a 
privilege*, indeed, wU^^the oiv^rwhelming power <if these latter 
generally forbade^hittf ^ realise; but which he never omitted to 
keep in view, and to Enforce on proper occasions. The lucrative 
pra&ts which judiciat disputes bdd out to the arbitrator, sharp- 
eD^*ihe sovere||m*a gnxiety to b|H^k tiieee local jurisdictions, and 
to merge them Im that gr^nd pibblic establishment of which the 
management^ belonged to hhnself. This could only be done by les¬ 
sening the dependimee!^ of the inbabitants of any district upon 
the neighbouring great proprieion ^ And thus the desire fur a larger 
money-revpnue, as well as the continued struggles for power with 
the great 'proprietors, would determine the sovereign to promote 
waitnly thg enfranchisement of the subordinate classes from their 
supremacy. ’ 

The power of the king,^ like that of the president in any other so¬ 
ciety, would depend upon the frequency and eoiitiniiity of union which 
circumstances forced upon the members. If the aristocracy were 
often driven into a #tate of combined action, the influence of the 
leader would be proportionally augmented. If they dw'elt scattered in 
remote provinces, without any powerful tie of common interest to 
unite them, his sway would be reduced to a mere name. 

In France and Germany the union of the different provincial gran¬ 
dees w^as throughout all the middle ages exceedingly loose and feeble. 


* De rEsprit, Discaoirb 4, cap. 10, p. 112 
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The gredt French nobles seem, during the eleventh, t^velftfa, thir¬ 
teenth, and fourteenth centuries, to have scarcely considered them* 
selves as subject to th&Cape^an'nihnarchs. The great extent both 
of Fji*ance and Germany contributed much to relax the bonds of union 
between the inhabitants of the separate provinces^ But in England, 
during the same period, fhe.power of king was much more cpsair 
derable. The courts of the l^mtuv kings pervaded the whole conn-' 
try, with some degree ,of efficacy and authority, even as early as the 
twelfth century. Charters Were ^continually obtained by the* barons* 
circumscribing the excessive oppVessiou df the sovereign. Nor did 
the territorial supremacy of the farmer maintain itself either so per¬ 
manently or so irresistibly hs on the Continent. 

Throughout the whole, of Europe, we may ^bserve^hat the poorer 
classes have been uniformly the most abased where the kinp;ly authority 
has been most inconsiderable, and wh^e conseqiiently the sway of the 
aristocracy has been the most uncontrolled. laHungary, i|tPoland, 
in Russia, immense extent and rudeness of mniiers^ rented ^the 
tendency to union very slight, and the power of ib'^ sovereign equally 
scanty and restricted. The peasantry there h^s long hd&l and still 
remains in an undiminished state of debasemenU''In PSnerania the 


same cause may be traced. The kings or dukes of Pomerania pos¬ 
sessed scarce any thing more than a nominal Supremacy ove^heir re¬ 
fractory nobles. And since the extinction of the^natiVe race dr princes, 
the Swedish government, with which Ihe country has been Hjeorpo-'’*^ 
rated, has not interested itself at all in favour of tlie lower classes ; 
so that the Pomeranian proprietors have nevef known the existence of 
any opposing force calculated to^lgaverse tliqlktxacttona which they 
have meditated towards their peasantry'. , 

But, even though tiii\cause be conceded, n&uch wHl yet remain to 
be accounted for. The Pomcraft^i peasantry, i^res^nted in tb^Gth 
century as warlike and iudepend^t, appear iivafeW yeap afterwards 
so utterly bereft of all spii4t and^paclty of resistance, to sutler at 
the hands of the great proprietors a process of abasement and desti¬ 
tution wliich no other Europcatt^ouniryi^ias witnessed. Iii*|^i'ance» 
the country of southern EurojSPlvhere the peasantry were earliest 
and most comp^tely degraded, the depeiidancies ofvillenagc at last 
terminated in the Mdtayer system,—an arrangement, by wSSch, though 
the land and farming capital ivci'c considered as bclouging of right to 
the lord, yet ihe peasant was still suflered to renrain ail0 to cultivate 
the farm, retaining one half of the prodSc^ as a reward for his labour 
and superintendence. Now, it would have been obviously tlic interest 
of the French proprietor, instead of paying so highly for having bis 
farm cultivated and his stock employed, to have altogether abrogated 
the sort of right which the cultivator was reputed to jiossess in the 
spot, and to have placed in it a new manager, whom he could have 
procured for a salary far lower than half the produce. Such a mea¬ 
sure w'ould have been far ^ore profitable to him, had the character of 
the peasants been such as would have pcVniitted its execution. It is 
only in the vicinity of the JJaltic that thcl^urage and manhood of the 
peasantry' has been so entirely suspended, as to endure patiently a 

" 216 2 
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process of debasenif^ot and prostration, which on any other European 

f found would have provoked the sufferers to implacable hostility- But 
istojical data do not enable us to point out the operative causes 
which have thus wretchedly unmanned the Ponierauiau villeins. 

It is consoling, however, to reflect, that within the few last years, 
much has been doiie to mitigate the condition of this unhappy order. 
The tendency wbich''‘^the peasants have of late began to^anifest to¬ 
wards resistance, and the increased disapprobation of the Swedish 
government, seem to have contributed most forcibly towards this 
result. In the couutries, however, bordering upon Swedish Pomerania, 
far more has been done to alleviatedtbe servitude of the labourer; nor 
has the practice of laying down the peasants ever prevailed any where 
else to an equid 

The royal domains are uniformly the first in this career of amelio¬ 
ration, and as the sovereign is', throughout all these countries, the 
mostextliisiveproprie^r ot^nd, thiscxanfple is exceedingly weighty 
and effective. ' The kiug of Prussia is attirnied by the Prussian minis¬ 
ter, Hertxberg^, to pp^sess, in property, nearly one-third of the land 
in bis dominions (Dissertat. ed/]^B7, p. 193). In Swedish Pomera¬ 
nia, not more than one half of the land is said to belong to private 
persons; rest is possessed by -the crown, and by different corpo¬ 
rations. . 

The condition of the peasants in Prussian Pomerania has been ma- 
teiially^amended during the reign of the three last kings. In the 
royal domains, villenage seems verging towards extinction. On tliu 
payment of a very moderate price in gradual instahnents, each pea¬ 
sant becomes a full proprietor, and the king is stated to have received 
a considerable revenue in this manner. The superior comfort of the 
labourers is attested by the more rapid increase in the population, 
whi||Lhas augmented by onc-third during the list fifty years, and is 
givenin 171^ at 369,900. And their loftier position in the scale 
of society is ^hewn by the existence of a jury elected from amongst 
their own nutnber, who decide the differences which take place 
amoag^em, assisted by the advice ^nd presidency of the parochial 
clergyman. 

lu Holstein also, villenage has been abolished in the royal domains, 
and this ex^ple has been followed by many of the-nobility. In 1797> 
the proprietory,of land came to a general resolution that the abolition 
of body-property was ueces^ry, and that steps should be taken for 
its gradual extinction during the next twelve years. Most of the 
peasants there are now upon a fixed rent for a certain term of years, 
and the stimulus and inf|)rovement which has thus been bestowed 
upon agriculture is described as strikingly evident. 


G. 
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** I am conyincedf Yoriclc, that there is a North-west passage to la^Ueettial 
world ; and that the soul of man has shorter wa3r8 of going to. work; winralsliing 
itself with knowledge and instruction, than we generally take with 
Shandy, > , 


I KSMEMBEB having somewhere read of an ingenious 
who, being possessed oi a large library, employed it chiefly m mis¬ 
placing particular volum^es; and when he had perfeedy iorgotten 
the circumstance, amusing himself in searching for the stray boolcs. 
Man is said to be naturally a chase-loving animal, and I do not see 
why a book-hunt may not aflbrS as much sport as a pack of fox¬ 
hounds. Certainly tliere arc many tvorse ways of employing the 
g(K)tls of this life, and of turning advantages into curses: and as 
the great majority of readers see nothing in books beyond mere 
amusement, there is the less to cavil at in the pastime orchis wor¬ 
thy trifler. If, however, we look somewhat deeper into*the sub¬ 
ject, we shall find in llie best scletrted and most choice libraries the 


great majority of books serving merely to put those of more value 
out of our heads, and preventing us from laying our hands at 
once upon the matter of which we are immediately in want. De- 
duction hemg made of d)ose volumes which contain false facts, 
false reasonings, or false arrangements and associations of ideas, 
the most extensive collections would shrink into a very diminutive 
compass; insomuch, that the more a man is leametl the less know¬ 
ing he will generally bo found* The mere book-wonn, burying his 
scanty mother-wit beneath a load of antiquated error and authori¬ 
tative absurdity, is therefore scarcely better occupied than the 
gentleman here quoted; and, like him, employs his in 
losing books among books, till, to use a proverbial expressra^ he 
can no longer see the wood for trees. 

In the earlier stages of civilization the great obstacle to cducs^ 
lion was the want of books, (x rather the want of ideas to be re¬ 
gistered in them. The princ^al difficulty in our own lime arises 
from the multiplicity of our stores, which have rendered even the 
knowledge of title-pages a sjiccies of learning, and the catalogue 
raUonnee of authors too much for heads of no ordinary capacity. 

In a storm at sea the prudent navigator flings overboard his 
bulkiest and least valuable commodities; and the commonest builder. 


having completed his ediflee, takes care to remove the scaffolding ^ 
while in literature the ship is suffered to sink liefore a particle of 
lumber is thrown overboard, and the cords and the scaflblding, 
the pegs and the ladders of knowledge, arc esteemed its most orna¬ 
mental parts, and are preserved and exhibited, on all occasions, 
with a pride commensurate with its folly. 

There are, however, very few evils so extreme as to yield no 
collateral advantages. The difficulties and unwieldiness of learn- 
ing possess many. But for such artificial and adventitious obsta- 
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cles, the pathway being too plain, and the ascent too gentle, we 
should have every common fellow climbing and grasping at the 
forbidden fruit. Knowledge would no longer be a distinction, 
and wliat is worse, it would cease to be a source of power. As 
things are managed at present we contrive to spend seven years in 
acquiring the commonest trade, while the greater part of a long 
life is scarce sufficient to make a man master of the learned pro¬ 
fessions. This is a fine source of emoluments and distinctions. 
What, in the name of fortune, would become of the physician’s 
fee, if Galen and Hippocrates went out of fashion ; and if a know¬ 
ledge of the means by which the antients missed their mark.^ were 
not as essential as an acquaintance with the simplest observations 
of fact. What would become of the whole tnbe of lawyers, if 
codes were intelligible ; or of theologians, if creeds had no mys¬ 
tery ?—^why, they would starve. “ They could not dig, and to 
beg they would be ashamed,” Is it not, therefore, a wise disposi¬ 
tion of things, which not only clothes the naked, and feeds the 
hungry, but begets all sorts of luxuries and comforts for its 
favourites ? Then again, it would puzzle a Say, a Malthus, and a 
Bicardo, put together, to find out an employment for the fellows 
(jf our colleges, and “ enable them to get rid of that long disease, 
their life,^’ if all that is worth knowing could he t)l)tained by a 
hop, skip, and a jump; and nothing remained in after-life but to 
put our ac(juireincnts to practice. Lancastrian schools, and “ short 
methods witli beginners,’’ may indeed be useful enough in giving 
the first elements to the poor who require to be taught, as hob¬ 
nails are counted, by the hundred; but it may very safely be 
doubled, whether any scheme for rendering men’s services to 
socHy available at shorter periods than formerly should be 
deemed advantageous; or whether they arc not to be considered 
as having a direct tendency to produce undue competition, and 
overstock the market. 

The wisdom of our ancestors lias prudently determined that no 
one shall be permitted to govern the affairs of the nation before he 
is by law admitted to the management of his own estate; without 
this “ fundamental feature” in the British constitution it might 
reasonably be feared (so short are the cuts to political knowledge), 
that Eton and Harrow would assume the reins of state; that 

fag^ng” would be substituted for the slave-trade; that oppo¬ 
sitionists would be liable to receive from ministers an occasional 
“ good licking,” and high treason be punished with a “ ttiss in the 
blanket.” It may be questioned whether the dignity of |)arlia- 
ment would be consulted wlicn a call of the House was issued in 
the Etonian formula of “ Come here, last goes;” or if a committee 
were censured for “ shirking” a report. 

As things arc, however, the bad effects of that precocity, which 
short inetluxls hgve introduced, are manifested in that great diffi- 
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culty which parents &nd in iilling up die years between thtdr chil¬ 
dren’s leaving college and the time when it is proper for them to 
appear on the stage of life. Formerly the first de^ee was rarely 
obtained before one or two-and-twcnty ; but now, when it.inay w 
had by seventeen or eighteen, there are three or four years gi^Ded 
which hang most miserably u^Kin hand.* For it is self-evkl^t 
that a young man, or boy, (as the case may be), having comptet0d 
Ms ed^ation^ lias nothing more to learn; while, on the other 
hand, it would not be safe to trust a mere child behind the scenes 
at the French Opera, or at the Salon and Frescati. It really is 
very hard to find employment for a person who can perfectly un¬ 
ravel the prosody of a Greek chorus, who has a competent know¬ 
ledge of divinity, and “is up to” a binomial. 

The women, indeed, manage diesc matters much better. Years 
of unremitted application are necessary for a person without taste 
or talent, to make out the eftect of a drawing with a stump, to put 
the front view of a squai’e house in the middle of a sheet of paper, 
and arrange trees symmetrically on each side of it, or to paint every 
leaf conspicuous in a bunch of roses as stiff and unnatural as a 
dandy’s waist. The piano-forte, likewise, is never perfectly mas¬ 
tered:—four hours a-day, through a long life, will not attain per¬ 
fection. 


In the present age, in which the plague has gone totally out of 
fashion, and especially now that Europe is too poor to go to war, 
the danger of competition is hourly increasing; and the discovery 
of short methods, by bringing genius too soon into the field, will 
soon be fell, like steam-engines, to be an intolerable evil. Under 
such circumstances there will be no alternative left; but, oa the 
one hand, either to drown the superfluous children with the Cl^lbsc, 
or, as Swift proposed to the Irisn, to eat them ; or on the other, to 
revive, in its fullest extent, the wisdom of our ancestors, and to 
recover those valuable methods practised in antiquity, by which 
few persons could get bread while they had a tooth left to eat it. 
Now, although eating children might be deemed a pleasant acces¬ 
sion to the cuisine Anf^oise^ there are many reasons for suppos¬ 
ing that the practice could not easily be brought into fashion; and 
the British legislature have evinced too strong an objection to re¬ 
forming the criminal code, in the matter of capital puiiishmenta, 
to hope for the abolition of existing laws against infanticide. Njn- 


* The Editor is but too happy to receive lively articles like the prcBcnt, in which 
be may nevertheless find a great many opinions to which he does not subscribe, 
and statements wblch be imagines to be inaccurate. He fully believes this satire 
on tbc too short education of the modern youth of England at the UniversiUes to 
be totally unfounded. In the days of Henry the Vlllth and Elizabeth, a young 
English gentleman was supposed to have finished his education at seventeen. At pre¬ 
sent, boys go to Eton at the age of eight, and remain till they are seventeen or 
eighteen, and who does not know that a degree with honour at our Universities is 
never obtained at a very early age by the most promising geniuses. 
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thing remains, therefore, but to take.tlie bull by the horns, and 
endeavour fairly and honestly to reduce our systems to a necessary 
pitch of difficulty and of labour. 

For this purpose a short Act of Parliament might be introduced 
early in the approaching sessions, or pinned as a rider to the Mu¬ 
tiny Act, first— 

To abolish printing, and to return to the use of manuscripts, 
which, besides the increased value it would give to our rare col¬ 
lections, would have the contingent advantage of settling all dis¬ 
putes concerning the liberty of the press. 

2d. To render the use of the Arabic cypher unlawful after the 
1st of January, 1822, and to introduce the abacus and the Boman 
numerals into all counting-houses; the woods and forests depart¬ 
ment being engaged to furnish the Bank and the Treasury with 
the requisite tuns of homegrown timber for the construction of 
tallies. This project would meet with general approbation in the 
House, since it would prevent country gentlemen from abusing its 
patience with discussions on the details of finance, which the pre¬ 
seat clearness of the public accounts places within the reach of 
every foolish orator. 

So. To abolish the use of all sorts of machinery, to substitute 
the axe for the saw, and compel men to eat their meat with their 
fingers, 

4th, To reform the mail-coaches, and diligently to bring back 
the roads over all the hills, and through all the circuitous tracks 
they have within llie last century abandoned. 

5th. To direct that all public reports be drawn up in syllogism, 
and^^ propositions defended d priori. 

(mf. To take away the privilege of franking from all letters 
addressed without the full complement of “ Ilighte Worsbipfuls’’ 
and “ very highly csteemeds.'" 

7th. To direct that no degrees be given in our Universities, and 
no persons permitted to practise the learned professions without 
reiterated examinations, to prove that tliey are deeply versed in 
the abstrusest futilities. 

Sth. To confer premiums upon commentators and homily 
WTiters, and to stamp medals for the encouragement of verbal cri¬ 
ticism. 

A vast many additional enactments would naturally suggest 
themselves to those entrusted with framing the bill, upon whicb it 
is unnecessary now to enlar^. I shall therefore content myself 
with appealing to yourself, Mr. Editor, whether 1 am not in the 
right, and my friend Tom totally mistaken in his views of this 
subject. Certfdn I am, that if Tom’s argument be worth a far¬ 
thing, you and I are not always great benefactors to the coiumu- 
wity by our monthly contributions to the overgrown mass. But 
what can w'e do ? The public irill have Magazines, and that’s their 
own ailair. So farewell till next month. Your constant corre¬ 
spondent, M. 
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There is an interval of about thirty years between Gamier 4ii4 
Hardy, and this period was by no means unprolific of dramatists* 
But it would be waste of time co notice productions now whi^ly dis<^ 
regarded or unknown, and remarkable only for their rapidly increas¬ 
ing divergence from the classic path into a style and manner since 
known by the opposition title of the romantic. 

The precise period of Hardy's appearance, is not determined,— 

• was'soine time between 1^90 and 1600. He soon outstripped all com¬ 
petition and was regarded as a prodigy. It was most natural—^for he 
produced eight hundred pieces, and wrote a play in three days I Of 
this formidable array, but forty have been rescued from destruction— 
and not one from oblivion. Those that remain, are, for the most part, 
tragi-comedies—a deformed mass of horror and licentiousness. His 
tragic style is mean, and his thoughts meagre, scarcely ever reaching 
the eloquence of tragedy. His principal work, is the Greek romance 
of Tii^ageneA and Charicka, dramatised into eight consecutive plays 
or parts, which, like the Spaniards, he denominated Days.” With 
a curious naivete \\e entitles the indecent perils and coarse trials to 
which he subjects the faith and cliastity of liis heroine, ** Les chasteg d 
loyaleg aynmirs de Theagene et de Chariclee,*' after the original romance. 
He has left a tragedy, entitled, “ Scedasc, ou riiospitalitt which 

exceeds iu horror the disgustful atrocities of J'itiia Andronicug, The 
story is* in Plutarch's life of Pelopidaa. Two young Spartans, whilst 
enjoying hospitality in the house of an inhabitant of Letictra, bred 
with a brutal passion, violate and murder the two virgin daughters 
uf their host. The outrage commences on the stage, and is completed 
behind the scenes, whence the cries of the women continue to be 
heard by the audience. In a subsequent scene the wretched ^^Rims 
appear on the stage, uttering against the two ruitiaiis furious flKses 
and menaces, and the gallants, to escape present annoyance and future 
vengeance, cut the throats of the two paramours, and throw the bodies 
into a pit, before the eyes of the audience ! There is a tragic comedy 
by him, entitled Cornelia^ and founded on die same novel uf Cervan¬ 
tes, which furnished the subject of Fletcher's well-known comedy of 
the Chancegf recently brought out as an opera at Coveut Garden. 
The plot in both plays is nearly the same; and though Fletcher's be 
passably licentious. Hardy is as far beyond him in obscenity as he is 
beneath him in talent. The heroine is seen in bed, holding dialogue 
with the two cavaliers, and a courtesan is discovered in flagrante 
licto with a page. The language is in perfect unison with the sit^* 
tioiis. It would be uninteresting, indeed revolting, to notice 
wretched productions iu detail. Many of them, founded on Spanish 
and Italian novels, are the same in plot as some plays of Shakspeare 
and Fletcher, with a further and surcharged resemblance in the conduct, 
wherever the scenes of the two English poets are most vicious in poe¬ 
tical and moral taste. 

The fecundity of Hardy, (says Fontenelle), Ids pla^s once looked 
into, ceases to be a wonder. It is easily accounted lor by his man- 
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uer of choofiinp; and treating his subjects. His process was simply 
this:—He laid violent hands upon a life of Plutarch^ a chronicle, or 
a romance, and mangled and tortured it into a drama. To the style of 
his verses, or structure of his scenes, he gave no thought. Consis¬ 
tency of character, and decorum or propriety of manners, were out¬ 
raged by him. His princes and heroes commune familiarly with buf¬ 
foons and clowns; the former debasing themselves to the language 
and manners of the latter. The probabilities, or rather possibilities, 
of time and place he spurned, with a magnanimous contempt of 
Aristotle's ** Poetick.” A personage of his becomes older by forty 
years during the representation of the play, and a man's beard 
whitens with age in the interval between two acts. The death of 
Achilles in the Temple of Apollo, or of a malefactor on the scadbld 
or the wheel, were to him alike tragedy. The grossest obscenities 
passed upon the stage. A courtesan in bed converses with her lover 
in such language as to support her character to the utmost limits of 
reality. A woman suffers the last outrage of the brutality of the pas¬ 
sions almost before the audience. His favourite damsels, in their 
presence, under the very eye of a parent, arc by the privileged loqua¬ 
city af a nurse, or a clown, made the subjects of nauseous pleasan¬ 
tries tit only for the stews. His chaste and gentle, but suspected 
wives are reviled, bcsiriimpeted, and beaten on the stage, and the 
jealous husband, in the savageness of mere animal passion, descants 
upon the circumstances whicli feed his jealousy, in language destitute 
of the slightest covering of human shame. 

Such is, in substance, the cliaracter of Hardy, as given by Fonte- 
nelle, and some other French writers of inferior note. It is impossi¬ 
ble not to feel that some portion of these strictures might bear ob¬ 
liquely upon the English dramatists of the same period. The vices 
of ^th were analogous, because they sprang from tlic same cause— 
theftdeness of the age in which t!iey lived. This is a delicate topic, 
and requires some explanation. 

The age of Elizabeth is looked upon by many, and perhaps not 
without reason, as the Augustan age of English literature. How 
then can it be called rude? In this, as in so many other subjects of 
controversy, all depends upon rightly distinguishing. It is true 
there was in that age a splendid, perliaps unrivalled, aristocracy of 
talent and learning; but the productions of this aristocracy in phi¬ 
losophy and poetry circulated only within ^s own limits. The great 
mass of the people, in their rude ignorance, knew nothing of the tir- 
mament of literature above their heads, and of course imparted to it 
no touch of their ow'ii barbarism. Accordingly, the writers of that 
period, who wrote only to be read, have the nobleness of genius, with 
no trait of an early age but its simplicity. But suppose the same per¬ 
sons writing for the stage, that is, for an untaught populace beneath 
them,—they must have accommodated and debased themselves to the 
coarseness of its appetite, and the clumsiness of its perceptions;—they 
must ha\c allied the native nobleness of their genius, no longer with 
the simplicity of an early age, but with the ignorance and extrava¬ 
gance, the moral and intellectual impurity of taste, of an uncivilized 
people. 
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Is not this strikingly seen in our early dramatists; and, above all, in 
Shakspeare—he who, in his unbounded and irregulaa: flight, rose 
higher and descended lower than any other? His predecessors, con-* 
temporaries, and immediate successors, were comparatively improved 
in taste, and inspired with ambition, by an academical education, and 
an acquaintance with the ancients. But Shakspeare was unambitious, 
even to an apparent unconsciousness of his own power. His fatal care¬ 
lessness, nut only of correcting, but of preserving his plays, and his 
abandonment of dramatic writing whilst his intellect had scarcely 
past its maturity, are strong grounds for presuming that he laboured 
only fur immediate lucre and independence* Ignorant of the divinity 
within him, and in so many of his compositions, with all their vices 
and weaknesses,—unacquainted with the great poetic intelligences of 
other times, the measuring himself with whom might have awakened 
in him a higher ambition and better taste,—lie was actuated'only by 
the ignoble sentiment of worldly prudence (a quality eminently his) 
and, having made his fortune, he passed the last years of his life in 
affluent and idle retirement. Were his spirit to revisit this mortal 
scene, perhaps his greatest surprise would be the discovery of his 
own glory.—Perhaps also be would disavow with shame that da^ 
of admirers, which confounds with liis genius those turpitudes of 
taste in which he sacriiiced his better judgment to a rude and rabble 
audience,—which affects to And matter fur delight in him, where all 
others And matter for disgust, with a strangeness of propensity, not 
inilike that of the lover in the Homan poet, who was fascinated by 
the polypus in his mistress's nose. 

The passage is illustrative, and may as well be quoted: 

** Turpia deci|)iunt ca?ciim vitiu, aut etiani ipsa haec 
Delcctantj veiuti Balbinuiii polypus HagiiU!. IIok. 

To carry the supposition a little farther, iiis spirit hovering over 
the pit of cither of our great theatres would be strangely moved, on 
beholding many a stout amateur of the “ Sliaksperian'* lustily ap¬ 
plauding “ our unrivalled bard'' in the mediocrity of Thomson and 
the trash of Cibber and Tate. The trutli is, that some of the coun¬ 
trymen of Shakspeare, in the eagerness of Iheir enthusiasm to do him 
justice against the depreciation of foreigners, not only adore what is 
divine, but have deiAed what is beastly, and with PLygptian blindness, 
worship him in the very grOssness and garbage of his stall. 

The other great dramatists of the Shaksperian age and school, 
come within the range of these observations. Like him bowed 
themselves to their time. Had heaven reserved the apparition of 
these mighty spirits to the age of Anne, we then might boast not only 
oiir pre-eminence of dramatic genius, but also of superior models in 
the art. It would seem as if capricious nature had observed amongst 
us an inverted order of production in the birth of dramatic poets. In 
Greece Thespis was followed by JEschylus, y^lxo in his turn made way 
for Sophocles and Euripides. In France Hardy was succeeded by 
Corneille, Racine, Voltaire,—the successors in each case, joining su¬ 
periority of talent with the advantages of an age advanced in all the 
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arts and elegancies of civilized life, ^ad Sophocles and Euripides 
been contemporary with Thespis, or even with ^schylus, the world 
had wanted the (Edipm and Phaedra, So it unfortunately has fallen 
out in England. Our ^cfayluses, Sophocleses, and Euripideses, 
were born at the same inauspicious period; and they have transmitted 
to IIS the monuments of their talents, tarnished and deformed with 
the barbarism of the time. Ben Jonson alone seems to have been 
devoted to the classic models. IJe corrected the wild extravagance of 
fable which then prevailed; and if he was still carried away by the 
ruling taste for tragi-comedy, or tragedy with rabble scenes, he has 
not fallen into ridiculous anachronisms and absurdities, by repre¬ 
senting the clowns and mechanics of his native country, uttering home¬ 
bred jests, and domestic familiarities of phrase under foreign names 
and exotic characters. But Jonson’s genius inclined too decisively 
to comedy ; and though the taste, judgment, and talent of a scholar 
and a poet arc manifest in his Catiline and Syanna, they are still 
deticient in dramatic powder. Too sedulous of imitating the splendid 
prose of the Roman orators and historians, he looked chietiy to versi¬ 
fying them with correctness and force, but did not infuse into his 
imitations the soul and passion of tragedy. 

. *1^ perfection of tragedy, as Voltaire directly, and Dryden indi¬ 
rectly, observe, “ is the chef-d'mivre of society,” and could not have 
had existence in the age of Jonson and Shakspeare. A perfect 
tragedy, discovering the genius of the poet and the perfection of the 
art, can be produced only in a highly-relincd state of manners. This 
is not peculiar to the drama, but applies generally to poetic litera¬ 
ture. The character, spirit, and supremacy, of the classic models 
may be reached in a nation's youth by some happy intelligence, 
transcendantly endowed beyond the present and future lime, but are 
felt and appreciated only in a cultivated age. ^ Milton, the only one, 
modem or even ancient, (Virgil scarcely excepted) who took up the 
classic trumpet, and blew into it a blast worthy of Homer, was un¬ 
known until the age of Anne. In fact, the multitude of a semi-civi¬ 
lized generation, and the populace of imbecile minds in a more ad¬ 
vanced and refined one, are the devoted and proper amateurs of what 
is called the romantic. It does not come within the present purpose 
to illustrate the latter part of this position ?>y reference to some living 
reputations; the success of Hardy is a sulTicicnt illustration. 

It w^ould seem extraordinary on the firs^iew, that Hardy's medio¬ 
cre trash should supersede even such piec4(|as those from which some 
extracts have been given in previous Numbers. But nothing is more 
easily accounted for. When the earlier pieces were produced, no 
public stage existed; they were represented in colleges and in the 
mansions of the great, and the actors and auditors were persons of 
rank or education, competent to judge of good writing. But in the 
time of Hardy, and chiefly by his means, the stage became a popular 
entertainment—the multitude became the arbiters of the theatre—and 
Hardy was, naturally enough, exalted and followed. His reputation 
even sunived him, cherished by the popular taste; and not only kept 
possession of the stage, in spite of TAcopAtfc, Mairet^ and du 7?ycr, 
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but contested It for a moment with the infant genius of Corneille. 
It is amusing and curious to compare the language used by the parti¬ 
sans of Hardy at that day, with that of the modern admhrers of Ger- 
nianisiii. ** Hardy (said they) drew from Nature and his own genius. 
He knew the dramatic niles^ but he was above them, and despised 
them.” His extravagancies of incident and adventure, his grovelling 
and fantastic use of monstrosities and superstitions, were called the 
creations of a boundless fancy. If his princes and heroes descend^ 
cd to the sentiments and language of mechanics and clowns, it 
was said, the great master of the human heart had taken care that 
his princes and heroes should be men. His impurity and. coarse¬ 
ness of manners and phrase, were called ** honest nature,” anddiis 
vices generally, when too bad for puliation, were treated as pecca¬ 
dilloes. .V « 

Such was the condition of the French drama on the appearance of 
the great Corneille, who united in himself, to a degree^Tarely shewn 
in the history of mind, the capacities of genius aud judgment,, to- 
create, exalt, establish, and adorn the tragic ^art. < He was one of 
those rare spirits that appear singly in an age, to determine 4he 
poetic glory of a nation. It is a strong proof of the tyranny of 
false taste, that even Corneille himself, in his first pieces, was carried 
away by the prevailing character of the time; aud if he had been bom 
some forty years earlier, or if Hardy possessed a tenth partof Shak- 
speare's genius, it is probable Corneille would not have tried, or 
would have failed iu the attempt, to depose the romantic drama, and 
enthrone classic tragedy in France. 

There are few events more flattering to the pride—more illustrative 
of the supremacy of mere intellect, than the rise of Corneille. His 
genius had to burst through a twofold bondage; first, the vicious 
authority of the preceding age, and the bad taste of his next, 
the yoke imposed on him by the Cardinal Kichelieu. That,#e9potIc, 
tasteless priest was the same rapacious exclusionibt of literary ikuie 
to which his claims were ridiculous, ^as of political pow er, which was 
his proper element. He had yoked to his car four petty wits» who 
wrote bad plays at his dictation, of which they received the profits 
aud he the praise—an arrangement of which so far there was no 
reason to complain. . With these he yoked in the unequal genius of 
Corneille. But the poet soon recalcitrated, and broke loose from 
tbe patron-minister, fetir^ to his native province, and there gave 
himself to the study of histWy and human nature, and to the enjoyment 
of freedom. He now made himself acquainted with those principles 
of grandeur, beauty, propriety, and consistency, which the acumen 
of the Greeks collected and generalized from the immortal works of 
Homer and Sophocles. He communed particularly with smCient 
Rome, through her poets, orators, q^d historians, until his memory 
and imagination became impressed and imbued with the stature, 
physiognomy, and soul of Roman chal^cter. He enriched his mind 
with tlie knowledge of tfie Spanish drama,’'and of the chividroua age. 
And he produced that chej-d^ceuvre of genuine romantic tragedy, in 
which chivalrous exaltation and the point of honour” are blended 
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'with the severer,beauties of Uie clas^ models, and a daughters 
vengeance, placed in the finest dramatic conflict with a woman's love. 
** Richelieu,'* says Fonteoelle, was filled wxUi alarm, as if the 
Spaniards were in possession of a suburb of Paris.*^ But he decried 
and caballed in vain. France was now too enlightened ;—the age of 
Louis XIV. was just begun. Beau comme le Cuf became a common 
phrase, eved, in the provinces, and the poet soon had in his library a 
translation of his work into every language of Europe, except the 
Sclavonic. As these remarks hasten to a close, his tragedies can 
scarcely be glanced at All bis chejk-d'omvre have been translated 
into English, but so wretchedly, that, with one exception, they have 
fallen inro iitter oblivion. Cibber's Ximeney from the Ctrf, is not an 
exception. Whitehead's Roman Father, has a precarious hold of the 
theatre. It would take a volunj^ to point out the instances of perverse 
ihbapacity with which this play is taken from the JETorace of Corneille. 
Two examp^ will suffice. In the original the honest fury of the sister 
seeing in hef'‘brothcronly the slajerof her lover, ^clotbed in his bloody 
spoils, provokes^is fatal indignation. In the translation, she provokes 
her fate by a sentimental artifice, alike disavowed bv the rude simplicity 
of infant Rome, true ps|,s&i<)n, and historic truA. Most readers of poe¬ 
try knovrthe ebrse of Camilla, This masterly and eloquent cliiiiax of 
tragic terror is broken in pieces by Whitdiead, and but a poor frag¬ 
ment or two preserved. Corneille has, like other great poets, great 
blemishes. He is sometimes complicated, declamatory, and tiresome. 
He introduces subordinate intrigues, and personages that are not only 
useless but insipid ; but Ins sins are the more pardonable, that they are 
really infrequent. Without instituting any comparison between him 
arid the Shaksperian dramatists, it may be said that, like them—-like 
“ the master himself,”—he had a vast intellect, varied invention, and 
great force of touch. What compass, power, and diversity of dra¬ 
matic interest, character/'^and situation, in the Ciif, Horace, Redo- 
gune^ Cinna, Polyeucte, IleraolvuH ! With Dryden, perhaps, he may 
be more appropriately compared. Both were profound and learned 
critics of dramatic coiiq)dsition\ Both had that precious secret 
which, Voltaire says, is seldom possessed by above two or three peo- 
pl<^in a century—of being truly eloquent in verse. But without in 
least detracting from the homage due to the illustrious English 
poet, or indeed giving any opinion of his geniust, which is peculiarly 
uncalled for at this day, it may be said^iat, the Frenchman, as a 
rfra»iaIi8^, proceeded uponinoresteadyiy||^ and although some¬ 
times turgid ^nd tedious, with a greater severity abd purity of taste. 
Both wrote valuable essays upon the dramatic art, in prose—and here 
it is g^tifyingto vindicate for Dryden a decided superiority in. wit and 
style. . ‘ 

But little need be said of Racine, He is a tru^ poet, and the most 
enchanting of versifiers. It is ^ upon his merits, however, that the 
French and foreigners most -widely dxfter:' The reason is obvious; 
his fascination chiefly lies In his style, which arforeign ear can scarcely 
appreciate, and ilo translator can approacC In sentiment, too, he is 
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peculiarly French. The widow of Hector* speaUng of her child, 
says, 

“ Je ne I'ai point encore embraaa^ d’aujourd^hui*" , 

This \crse is retfarded by bodic foreigners as a feeble commoq-placc, 
and is translated as such by Phillips, in The Distressed Mother; but 
to the French it brings the sentiment and the image of the Mothers 
Morning Kiss to her one of thennost sacred and endearing of 

domestic tendernesses to a French woman. Phillips's Distressed 
Mother is a most slanderous trauslatiou." The sweet notes of tender 
sentiment, the frequent strokes of vigour and sublimity, the poetic 
and elegant, yet simple colour of the style of the original, arc egre*- 
giously missed by him iu every scene. That exquisitely-wrought scene, 
ill which Ilermiofne upbraids the faithless Pyrrhus in a tOue of cutting 
irofty and insulted pride, soiuetinies yielding for an instant to the te- 
sistiess frankness of impassioned love, becomes in the ^nglish play 
an iinauimaied lumber of mere woids. Let the reader but refer to 
the text, and compare this single short scene, ami form his judgpient* 
llacine’s llcrmione (to gi\e a few instances in which the very meaning 
is mistaken) says, 4 

“ Jp ne faipoint (limit ywW jc donejait^ 

**Ha^c I not Io\L(l you then, perfidious 

Je t'amtus xiuon^tmii — JaiffuUh,* 

“ 1 lo^cd }ou when uicousUiU,and cmii ikiW, 
luluiiuaii King/' &c. 

“ / ous np tppondi z point ^ — peijidc, je U voi 
Tu (owpies Its monnin qiu tnptrds avrt mm — 

Ton cwut impaiunt dt icvon la Tioytnnttie 

** Sec if ihq barbarous prince \ouchsalcs an auswci. 

Go “then to the luveu Phrygiai^,*’ ^c. 

These few examples suihee without fartlier comment. 

Racine invented iiot^iig ; he oven narrowinl the sphere* and fet¬ 
tered the freedom, of the drama; but be embellished to the very per¬ 
fection of art. 

Crebilion brought upon the stage the memorable horrors of the 
tragic family of Atreus, and somewhat checked the taste <liii'used by 
the fascinating efieniinacy of Racine; but his traits of terror were too 
unsoftened to sway the taste, and his capacity not sufficiently 

creative or comprehensive^to emancipate and euluige the domain of 
the drama. 

This was reserved for Voltaire, that extraordinary and undefinable 
intelligence, whose impress remains upon the age iu which hiwiived, 
and who has left behind so many imperishable monuiiicnts of glory 
and of shame. Voltaiie opened to French tragedy the vast field of 
modern history, substituted picturesque and powerful action for nar¬ 
ration, rejected subordinate and insifiid love-intrigues, and trained 
the senses of the French to situations of force—to^ terrific pictures— 
to the accessories of theatric illusion—to the sight of blood: in other 
words, he infused into the drama of his country a portion of the soul 
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of Engliiih tragedy, which he bad scizdd by personal observation of 
our stage, during liis well-known visit to this counjtry. but particularly 
by the Atudy of Sliakspeare^ He beheld the apparition in Hamlet, 
and he transferred that unrivalled scene of preternatural terror to the 
French stage, in las Semiramis/' He there iutruduces the ghost of 
the murdered king for tlie purpose of preventing the horror of an 
iinconbciously lUcobtuous marriage, between the nmriticidal mother 
and her own and Ler husband's son. He saw Macboth come out of 
the King’s chamber—the tale of Dnuran's murder told by the reeking 
dagger in his bloody grasp; and he copied this fearful picture where 
T*jinias comes out of the toml>. his hands reeking vvilb the blood of bis 
parent. He adopted the force and pathos of Our catastrophes in the 
deaths of* Oiosniuiie/ * Tancrede/ * Zamorc.' It would be waste of time 
to allude to the wretched copies of his pl.iys made by the Hills, Mil¬ 
lers, and Murphys of the last age. The ** Zaire” alone, compared 
with the “ Zara” of Hill, furnishes niunbeiless examples not only of 
original beauties, but of some which the French poet took from 
** Othello,” overlooked or disiigured, witli ludicrous stupidity, by the 
translator. Perhaps French tragedy, in oule^to be fully appreciated 
by tbreiglpers, should be seen acted. Voltaire could not have seized 
the spirit aud character of our drama, if he had not witnessed its 
Tcpresetitatioa, Voltaire, and pariieulatly Racine, should be studied 
by an Englishman with tho magic commentary of Ducliesnois and 
Taluia oii ^ic stage. He will there perceive touches of poetic art 
and inspiration, which escaped him in the closet. He will learn 
that narration may derive all the force and vividness of action from 
the ^li^ictivc art and power with wiiich it is written and recited: 
a look# a tone, a word, a position, or slight motion of the 
hand from Talma,—and wo behold, iu iinagiuatton, (Kdipus with the 
.blood of Laius dropping frpm his fingers* Our dread of long speeches 
would also'bc somevvlial cliniuiished. The narrative by Philoctetcs of 
bis wrongs ami sufleriugs ib one of the longest, butTuhna declaims it 
in a tone of Sophoclean pattios—so vaiicsanci relieves it by mute, but 
eloquent pauses of physical exhaustion—by changes of position, re¬ 
citing one part standing—another, seated ou a fragment of rock at the 
mojBkh of his cave,—that emotion goes ou increasing to the close* 
This will readily be iniugiued by those wlio have vvitoessed a recent 
performance on our own stage. Mr. |^Mready> in the death-be<l 
scene of Henry the Fourth, sustains powerful interest and 

emotion, through a vdiole act of almoscemRkive recitation, with no 
relief but tKfc poetry of Shakspeare, and the rare art of declaiming 
pathetically. It must 1 m Confessed, however, that the long speeches 
of French tragedy arei in general, severe trials of patience from llic 
lips of any but the first-rate performers. 
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SONG^. BY T. CAMPBELL. 

The brave Roland!—the brave Roland — 

False tidings rcacii’d t)fc Rhenish strand 
That he had fall’n in fight; 

Atid thy faithful bosom swoon'd with pain, 

O loveliest maiden of AUemaync, 

For the loss of thine own tnic kiiitdu. 

kJ 

But why so rash Itas she ta’cn the veil, 

In yon Nonnenwerder’s cloisters pale? 

For her vow had scarce been sworn, 

And tlu* fatal mantle o’er her ihuig, 

When the Draeheufclls to a truiii]>'*r rung— 
Twiu her ouii dear warrioi’s horn. 

Woe, woe! each heart sliali bleed, sli'di Ineih ' 
She would have hung upon his neck, 

Had he come hul yester-even ; 

Anti had clasp’t' those peerless eliarnri'' 

'J'iiat shall never, never liU Ins arms. 

Or meet him hut in heaven. 

Yet Roland the brave, Roland the true, 
lie could not bid that spot adieu ; 

It was dear, still ’niidot lus woes; 

For he loved to breatlie the neighb'ring an*. 

And to think she blest him in her prayer, 

When the llallohilah rosc» 


Tlj('rc’b yet one wjiidow ol that pile. 
Which he built {ih(»ve the nun’s green irfle, 
Thence sad and nil look’d he, 

(Wlien the chant and organ soiindcil slow) 
On the mansion of his love below. 

For herself he might not see. 

She died !—He sought the battle-plajn ; 
Her image fdl’d his dying brain, 

When and wish’d to fall: 

And her nairitiVms in his latest sigh. 

When Roland, the flower ol‘chivalry, 
Expired at Roficevall. 


* 'flit* tnuliti.ui which foi iii<, tht* siib^ance of theac stanzas U still pT(*Rerve<l in 
Gmimry, An anciout tvnvcr on a Uclp^ht, called the Kolantlserh, u few luiles nlwvc 
Bonn on the Khiiic, is shewn as the habitation ^^lurli Roland built in bight of a 
nunnery, into which his inistresb had rctirwl on havinsr heard an unfuumled account 
of his death. WhaUwer may he thouglif of the Credibility of tlic legend, its scenery 
niuht he i^collectcd with pleasitre by every one who has c\ er visited the romantic 
landscape of the ]>rachcufcllb, the Kolandserk, and the beautiful adjacent ibid of 
ihc Uhine,<^ where a nunnery blill stands. 
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rHB PHILOSOPHY OF THE LONDON CRIES. 

Full is the city witb the sons of art, 

And trade and joy every busy street^ 

Mingling are heard - Thomson. 

1 have been dipping lately into the literature of the day, and spent 
nearly two hours a morning of the last week over the subject of the 
London Cries. I am fond of decomposing a cheap material of this 
nature. 1 allolv the volatile parts to escape at their pleasure, and am 
content with whatever may have been precipitated during the process. 
1 find no such place as the metropolis for the economical indulgence 
of this my chemical turn. Between the poets and the doctors, there 
is BciMree a virtue* in any herb, fruit, or blossom, bnthal been laid open 
to alljt.mankind. Many and wonderful have been the discoveries 
\eSeciiA in the fields—tongues have been found in trees— 

-books in the running brooks, 

Sermons in stones,— 

and should the marvellous receipt by which these unexpected proper- 
ties have.bcen detected get into proper hands, we know not what the 
cohsequ^ce may be in the city. I have sometimes considered that in¬ 
teresting portion of our fellow-citizens, who compose the performers 
of the ^ondbh Cries, in the character of a peripatetic sect, who spend 
their lives in traversing the porticoes, lanes, and alleys, of this great 
metropolis, carrying about with them—not vain opinions and dogmas 
coiu^ted by presumption, a love of singularity and ignorance, but 
^ BtiHH^actical and wholesome fare as has been found useful to men in 

But passing over this branch of the enquiry, (which 1 do, be it 
observed, out of pure tenderness to my respected friend the Stagyritc,) 
1 hasten to contemplate'*'them in a light, in which they appear to 
the greatest advantage. I do not know of any body of persons who 
have so many claims to be regarded as the depositaries of that 
ancient style of minstrelsy, of which we now have but some doubtful 
and remote traces. Like their romantic brethren of the chivalrous 
tinQip, they closely adhere to nature in all their performances, preferring 
plain, unadorned melody, to the corruptions and abuses that now 
chiefly go under the denomination of harmony. Like these too, the 
modern fraternity are not tied down compositions by these 

laws, which are round from experienci^|l|^ipuch to cramp the imagi¬ 
nation, and’4>eneath which the aeloto of Parnassus, now-a-days, do so 
piteously groan.* The charge of a syllable-cide hath no terrors for 
them. Again, what can mbre cleaiiy demonstrate their lineage, than 
their cleaving, amidst every obstacle, unto the erraticlife so character¬ 
istic of the ancient bards* They nmintain with strict fidelity the pro¬ 
verbial connexion between poverty and poetry, which has subsisted 
ever since the days of Amphioa, the latest, I believe, of the inspired 
train that was any thing" of a builder. And herein, let me obs^e. 
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they have shewn only a just degree of respect for the traditions of tlicir 
order. They are not backward either, in paying to the Muses thv>sc de ¬ 
licate compliments which arc not direct enough for flattery, but are 
sufficiently obvious not to be misunderstood. ^<The Muses/^says a good 
authority,* “ contrary to all other ladies, pay no distinction to dress, 
and never partially mistake the pertness of embroidery for wit, nOr the 
modesty of want for dulness/’ The hint has not been lost upon the 
itinerant profession, as every body acquainted with their persons can 
testify. There is nothing in the economy of the tribe I am so much 
pleased with, as the simplicity of the female performers—nothing! 
Surely it must be refreshing to hear one of this dramatis persamcc^ come 
to the air or recitative at once, without our being compelled to wit¬ 
ness a prologue of strange gestures—revolutions of the feature, and 
hemming, wliich our donnas on the stage or in tlfe drawing-room do 
labour to grace their songs withal. There is with them no bandying 
of nods and winks—no languishing bend to set ofl' an ancle or a pro¬ 
file—no coy shmldering eve they launch upon the stream of melody— 
the hearer is never invited to forget the character in the woman, or to 
devote himself to a row of fine teeth, whilst his attention should be 
engaged by the music. The nature of the business of tfiis society 
does not open an opportunity for the workings of that petty jealousy 
which oftentimes makes the ** room “ me" yellow, and ex¬ 

ercises the patience of the worthy manager, even unto exhaustion. 
Each ]>erroriner is allowed to assume the particular character that 
pleases him best, and to retain it no longer than bis convenience will 
allow. Never were servants of the public so much disposed,^^|^tbey 
have always shewn themselves to be, to follow with due suGHpnsioit 
and promptitude the taste and judgment of the town; each ^taiids 
upon his own claims to patronage. There never was a class, depend¬ 
ing upon their public exertions, that are s1^ little indebted to the arti¬ 
ficial means of acquiring fame. Each one looks to himself as the sole 
author and suj^porter of his own celebrity. If there be an individual 
amongst them of distinguished merit, it w'ill uot long lie concealed, 
for there are no people that come so much, and in so many difiercut 
agreeable characters, before the public. I have been often greatly 
struck with the judgment and skill w hich this company have displayed 
in suiting their airs or measures to the sense. So much success, in¬ 
deed, has been attained bafi^b em in this branch of the profession, that 
an experienced ear woukSH^ble to descry'at a considerable distance, 
merely from the nature m the movement, the particular commodity 
which was the subject of it. In proportion as tlie burden of the 
chant is valuable and important-, as an article of necessity or of 
luxury, the notes which serve for its vehicle, are solemn and slow. 
Thus, shrimps, periwinkles, and things of the like subordinate ranb, 
are dismissed in presto time. Poultry of all sorts, on the contrary, 
even where the names are of the monosyllabic tribe, are uttered with 
the most dignified andante hesitation. The accuracy and uniformity 
displayed by them in the execution of this branch of the art have 
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often surprised me. That there arc teachers amongst the body who 
break-in tlie youths and instruct them after the manner that other arts 
are taught, there can be very little doubt, after one has paid attention 
to the performances, I do not know whether or not they have the 
secret of the plan, (invented by Sir R, Steele,) which was to enable a 
scholar to fix and present to the eye, by means of musical scores, the 
principles of elocution, so that the key, the tone of voice and 
luanner, in which a passage in prose or verse has been delivered, may 
be perpetuated with exactness—or whether they endeavour to lit 
a particular cry to the organs of a particular person, upon the princi¬ 
ple of the man, who, being to make a speech once for a lord mayor, 
begged first of all to know the measure of his lordship's mouth. All 
these points I hand over to persons of more penetration than myself. 
But 1 am often in aliunjour to lose sight of even all these distinguish¬ 
ing perfections in a sort of gratitude, rather vaguely felt I admit, for 
the existence of such a profession. Ho man that has not been thouglil- 
ridden for a whole week, can understand what 1 feel, when, in a garret 
closely pent, and dozing out the day in forgetfulness of every mortal 
care, I am recalled to a sense of society, by a lusty stave from 1:elow, 
It is then that I pay the greatest veueralion to the faculty,—it is then that 
1 look upon them as that link which connects the oblivious w'ith the ac¬ 
tive part of humanity. “ It is a pleasure,” says Lucretius by the mouth 
of Lord Bacon, “ to stand upon the sea-shore, and to sec ships tossed 
upon the sea: a pleasure to stand in the window of a castle, and to see 
a battle and the adventures thereof belowbut nothing, in niy mind, 
can equal the Joy t>f him, who being solitary and comfortless, hears the 
foar of ** mackerel,” cod's head,” or “ whiting,” in the street, at the 
distance of three pair backward. 

Long Cliancery-lanc retentive rolls the sound. 

And Couits to Courts return it round and round; 

Thames wafts it thence to Rufus’ roaring hall. 

And llungerford re-ccliocs bawl for bawd. 

A friend of mine, who has lost one of the healthiest looks I have 
ever seen in the study of acoustics, (he shows his pale cheek with as 
much pride as a soldier does his wounds,) assures me, that the music 
of the London Cries can be brought to that perfection, that a person 
might be metaphorically fed through the ear, and never be asked to 
use his teeth, by a proper adjustment of tl^sounds. Particular notes, 
he says, might convey the taste, flavour,^d even nourishment of a 
particular article of food, to the plenary satisfaction of—I suppose we 
may at present say—the patient. I do not know, indeed, if Milton 
had not an eye—or for two reasons in his case, I should say, an ear to 
this very invention, iu the following lines, which 1 dare say, up to this 
moment have been regarded as a very ordinary piece of poetry— 

And ever against eating cares. 

Lap me in soft Lydian (London) airs, &c. 

But perhaps, after all, there cannot be found a more excellent use 
of the compositions we have been considering, than the insight which 
they give into the natural history of the country, the manners and 
luxuries of the people. Some study the character of a people iu 
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their provetl)s,-—the theatre have been selected by others for tliis 
purpose,--others again look for it in their writings. The most rational 
medium for observation is, as it strikes me, the business of the itine¬ 
rant body, whom I thus humbly endeavour to celebrate. There is 
not a day that you may not have at their hands specimens of some of 
the choicest productions of nature in the animal or vegetable king¬ 
dom, You have, as it were, in the streets a living museum, with the 
einiuent peculiarity attending it, that many of the properties of a 
particular class of productions may be ascertained in it, in llie most 
satisfactory manner. Ihus the rarity or abundance of any species 
of Ijsh—the season when it is most easily found—the length of time 
during which it can live out of water—its power of resisting putre¬ 
faction, and many other curious facts relating to it, may all be fami¬ 
liarly acquired by the meanest capacity without trouble. I own I 
would not wish for a more accurate calendar for declaring the pro¬ 
gress of the seasons, than this very interesting order affords. The 
Spring, the Summer, the Autumn, are unfolded in the most agreeable 
manner in the abundant succession of flowers, of fruits, and esculents 
that attract and confound the senses of the metropolitans at every 
turn. Verily the country doth come to town to keep her terms with 
the goodly city—Nempe inter varias nutritur fora coliiinnas.” And 
when at last stern Winter comes to sadden the year—dejecting pro¬ 
spect!—what an exemplary sample do these missionaries of nourish¬ 
ment hold out, of that provident temper which the ancient sago does 
so cunningly recommend in the welhknown apologue of the ant and 
the fly. It is they u ho remember to some purpose that there is a 
time when nature puts not forth or fruit or herb,—that there is a time 
when fishermen may not put to sea;—it is they who will lay uj» for 
that Idunk interval a plentiful store of necessaries, and distribute 
them in the inonumt of need amongst tlieir feilow-bcings. i?«t with 
still greater precision, than in the case of our natural hi.story, may 
the state of our domestic living be illustrated by the London cries. 
There cannot be a better criterion of the advanced condition of our 
culinary conveniences than the familiar chants—“ Potn and pans, 
and keiiles to mend.'* “ Who'll Imy my wooden ware,*' and such like. 
The cry of “wiatv,” of which the species is very multiplied,—that of 
“ brooms ,**— **white stone," Arc. let the enquirer into our very houses al¬ 
most, and show in a very satisfactory way the degree to which we carry 
the love of cleanliness. there are catches about “ hand-boxes^' 

** knives or scissars to 0nd,‘' « niutehes,** Ac. which declare the 
scale of our minor comforts. There is, lastly, a well-known cry which 
specifics in terms, indeed, the peculiar animals which have been 
domesticated amongst us for our amuscinoiit and use. I believe 1 
have now stated enough to induce the public to think more respect¬ 
fully of this interesting order in future. I am not bound to notice 
here the various reflections that have been from time out of mind 
cast upon this body, especially the female characters. Every 
profession embraces some few who are unworthy of it: and should 
the ladies belonging to this calling he icproaGhed with an abuse of 
the liberty of spteeb, wc sbould remember, that it is a fault incident 
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io that power which Mr. Canning has actually called ‘‘ the gift of the 
gab,"' and has been found in all other public speakers since the time 
of Nestor. I do not find much mention of any similar community 
in ancient history ; but there is evidence that they w'ere a numerous 
class in Rome. It would appear to ine» that Cicero himself had been 
permanently retained by them to cry up the profession. It is re¬ 
markable that he was always twitching the shop-keepers, and en¬ 
deavouring to lower their rank as much as possible. No doubt this 
class must have been at Rome, us they are in London, a great weight 
upon the commercial activity of the itinerant branch. At last he 
fairly said, and in his Olhccs too, wliich contain nothing but his wcli- 
considered opinions,—“ Nothing liberal can ever be in a shop.” lie 
goes on then with a terrible tirade against fishmongers, cooks, and 
all those who minister unto the luxuries of mankind. But lest he 
should be supposed to comprehend in these sw'eeping denunciations, 
that particular craft, which he either feared or loved, or was feed to 
support, he records the following very remarkable expressions: 
“ Sin ningna, copiosa, multa undique adportans, multisquc sine 
vanitatc iniperticiis, non est admodum vituperanda.^’^’^ It may, lastly, 
be objected to me, that, considered as a vocal company, the per¬ 
formers of the London cries arc sometimes guilty of the fault of not 
being very intelligible. Now in this jiavticular (and be it observed 
they are the most accessible of iMiniaii beings to any personal en¬ 
quiries) they only imitate some of the most popular singers of the 
day—to say nothing of a certain celebrated senator, and a number of 
other noble authorities, over all of whom they have this cardinal ad¬ 
vantage, that to be understood, their words need only be thoroughly 
lieard, whilst the patrician unintelligihles will articulate in your very 
ear and multiply explanations at your bidding, but bring you in the 
end not a jot nearer to their meaning, k has been ruled, I under¬ 
stand, by the proper quarter, that it is a crime for a poet to build a 
house. We cannot than expect to behold the tokens ofjrosperity 
displayed by these pilgrims of Parnassus in costly habitations. Some 
have doubled if the power of song is capal)ic of so marvellous an 
achievement as that of coustrucUng a house, much less a whole 
street: I refer all such sceptics to the case of Thebes. I do not 
mean to say that it is likely that the architectural properties of the 
inspired throng will be put into requisition for another season or so. 
In the meantime what can be done in tlies&dcgeneratc times is done. 
The glory of building a city stands first, imd is undoubtedly the pro¬ 
perty of Ainphion ; the glory of nonruhing a city is entitled to the 
second place, and that as undoubtedly belongs to the itinerant profes¬ 
sors of the Loudon Cries. W. 


* Which 1 take the liberty of rendering into familiar English thus : But shew 

me a worthy hshwomnn who goes into every street and alley with a goodly quantity 
of fine fat mackerel, flounders, or other commodity, serving a great many there¬ 
with mid assuming no airs of imiiortance for doing the same; shew me such a one, 
and 1 will say that she is not to be sneered at/’—l Lih. de Officiis. 
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Mr. Editor, —^The reception which the King has experienced in 
Ireland having created some curious speculations on both sides of 
the Channel, perhaps you would excuse a few remarks upon the sub¬ 
ject, from one not altogether mystified by its exaggerations. Although 
not an Irishman by birth, still a long residence in that country has 
given me some insight into the character of its people; and 1 mention 
the fact, as well to exculpate me from the charge of presumption, as 
to assure you of the authenticity of my statements. The subject in¬ 
deed originates many observations, obvious to none except a local 
observer, or to one at least well acquainted with the secret springs by 
which so discordant a population has been set, for the first time, 
unanimously in motion. That there was much of loyalty in the ab¬ 
stract, and much of sincere affection for the visitor personally, there 
can be no doubt; but that much of what appeared enthusiasm arose 
entirely from the workings of interest there is in my mind just as 
little. Some attention to the contingencies upon the King’s recep¬ 
tion will make this clear enough to every understanding. Now, Sir, 
however 1, in common with every good subject, may rejoice in the 
proverbial hospitality with which the King personally has been wel¬ 
comed, still I must confess the contingencies to which I allude ^ve 
lowered that people considerably in my estimation. Little disturbed 
cither shall 1 be if those individual or even national advantages shall 
not soon be realized, which were so ostentatiously sought after by the 
sordid compromise of all that was pure, dignified, or patriotic. 
Before I advert more particularly to the iniuicdiate subject of this 
notice, some short retrospect is necessary, as well to shew why a 
British king, landing as a friend in Ireland, should have been in the 
native phrase ** heartily ^Icome,” as why that welcome should more 
particularly wait upon the reigning monarch. You will observe by 
this, that 1 take no exception to the popular courtesy as far as regards 
the Sovereign himself, nor indeed in impugning the idolatry lavished 
upon any one of his attendants, do I mean to infer that the idol was 
not worthy, however vilely and sordidly, and hypocritically incon¬ 
sistent might have been some of the worshippers. 

Henry the Second was the first royal visitor of Ireland. Perhaps, 
until the present day, for visitor we should read invader. Invited 
over by the distress of one prince to punish the adulteries of another, 
he made the weakness oi^he first and the vices of the last the conve¬ 
nient threshold to his own ambition. With, for that day, an im¬ 
posing power, and an hypocrisy not less imposing, be marched on¬ 
ward from Waterford to Cashel, amid affected submission and ex¬ 
torted homage, and at last, in full assembly in the latter city, pleaded 
the authority of the infallible Adrian for his personal usurpation of 
the kingdom! The Irish, even then, priest-ridden and pope-led as 
the^ were, had still some jealousy of ecclesiastical interference in 
their temporal concerns, and Adrian’s bull met as little respect from 
the ** Royal Roderic'^ of that day as Quarantotti’s rescript did in our 
own time from the radicals of the Catholic convention, ^^us was 
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llenry, with the bull in one hand ond^he sword in other, obliged 
alternatelv to fight and swindle bis wa^ ifWough the country, until at 
last the Shannon waters and the wastes of Connaught obliged him to 
make Dublin, for the first time, the winter reshlence of a British 
monarch. There, surrounded by fanatics and impostors, whom he 
bribed to his purposes by the plunder of the people, be spent his 
Christmas, praying with priests and revelling witli savages, and re¬ 
turned to England to mature his frauds upon the hollow allegiance 
which he left behind him. The throat of Irish patriotism is hoarse 
lauding the princely grandeur, and lamenting the feudal magnificence 
upon which Henry intruded; and yet, strange to say, even in the 
proud metropolis of Milesian legitimacy, the “red branch knights” 
could afford him no better refuge against the snows of winter than 
a mud edifice,” made of twigs and briers rudely huddled together! 
After this authenticated fact, we should be little surprised if the 
Irish legitimates—the genuine “O'Conora Don” of the twelfth cen¬ 
tury, disputed with Nebuchadnezzar the monopoly of running at 
grasRt at least during the dog-days. The next visit was that of John, 
of Magna Charta memory. He staid three months in Ireland, during 
^ which time it Was not stained by any military outrage. He was em¬ 
ployed, however, in parcelling out those king’s lands which the ra- 
papty of his predecessors ttad usurped, and the boundaries wliich 
he established shew, that even then his regal dominion was both 
limited and uncertain. For many subsequent ages the British mon- 
archs were too much occupied at home to afilict Ireland, otherwise 
than by deputed persecution; and her fields were altcmately scorched 
and crimsoned, and depopulated, without even the consolation of a 
royal presence. At length, however, she received the niaster-pesti- 
Icnce. With the impiety of a bigot and the despotism of a republi¬ 
can, Cromwell came — came to fire the ca#le with the embers of the 
church, and quench the altar’s flame in the blood of its adorers. 

In August, 1050, he landed with a considerable niHitnrv force in 
Dublin, and in a fortnight after commenced in the town of Drogfieda 
a most frightful series of massacre and conflagration. War w'cnt 
before and famine followed bim;—his whole march might easily be 
tracked by its wake of extermination. With that blasphemous mix¬ 
ture of fanaticism and murder, which pcculiarised the career of that 
biblc-mouthcd cut-throat, he persuaded his followers that they should 
model their treatment of the natives on that adopted towards the 
Canaanites in the lime of Joshua ! The deVil quoted Scripture to his 
purpose; and indeed such a purpose was easily inculcated on such a 
fraternity. The ruthless system scarcely left in three-fourths of Ire¬ 
land, a solitary native to record and curse the inhumanity of his 
usurpation. All yvho professed the religion of their ancestors were 
driven into the wilds of Connaught, and a proclamation was issued, 
stating, that if after a certain day, any Irish Catholic, man, woman, 
or child, should be found in any other part of the kingdom, they 
might be legally put to death, without either charge or trial! This 
proclamation, involving, as it did, confiscation and banishment, was 
deaomittated by the usurper era act of grace, because it was his re- 



401 


The Kuig in Ireland, 

lucUnt subBiitiite for a previous plan of universal extermination. 
At the end of nearly four centuries Cromweirs progress is still dis¬ 
cernible by the ruins it created. Yet strange to 6ay> bis successor 
and locum tenens, Ludlovr, found but little advantage from the ex¬ 
tirpations of his master—though he left almost a solitude, still it was 
nut peace. Of Croinwelfs progress there were also some living land¬ 
marks, which one would have supposed the gratitude of Charles the 
Second would have obliterated. But gratitude was not the charac¬ 
teristic virtue of the Stuarts. The confiscation-grant survived the 
donor—it flourished in all its vigour after the Restoration, and 
CroniwcH^s brigands have now risen into noble families, bloated by 
the forfeitures of not only disregarded but spoliated loyalty. Not- 
vritfastanding this, when fortune once more declared for the Stuarts, 
Janies the Second was received by the Irish as the prince of a people 
upon whom adversity only created an additional claim. This was the 
first British king who did not approach them in all the pride and in¬ 
solence of conquest. lie came as a fugitive, and a fugitive he left 
them, liaving clearly established that it was his natural character. A 
bigot in religion, and a tyrant in power, he proved himself a calum¬ 
niator in safety- After having betrayed the faithful, and abandoned 
the brave, he fled to France, and slandered at Versailles those whom 
be had deserted at the Boyne ; too dastardly to share their death, he 
excused his cowardice by assassinating their memories. Even in 
Ireland's “highest noon” of indignation, however, there is something 
humorous, as there is sometimes a mixture of bitterness in her 
jocularity,—her revenge on the tourist Twiss will not easily be for¬ 
gotten ; and she has given James a Milesian cognomen very likely to 
rival that of Jefferies in the nostrils of posterity. In her orator’s 
w’ords* there certainly is not “ a sweetness in the odour of his inc- 
inqi:y.” His conqueror, lyillinm, remained behind in Ireland, to 
blight a hero's laurels and a statesman's wisdom with the crimes of 
vengeance. She felt ag^in, that though friendship would nut restore, 
hostilHy could ruin, and William added largely to the confiscations 
which Charles's ingratitude had suffered to remain. With him de¬ 
parted the last royal visitor of Ireland up to the present day. Happy 
for the country if with him could have departed also the humiliation 
of defeat and the insolence of triumph. They have lived at least up 
to the memorable twelfth of August—dies creta notandus, if upon 
it their epitaph has been written; but I fear her fields are still too 
furrowed to afford space smooth enough for the inscription. 

Such were the specimens which Ireland had, before the present 
reign, of royal visitations ; and it is little to be wondered at if she re¬ 
ceived the novelty of a monarch's friendship with something of even 
more than enthusiasm. There was much, however, of personal affec¬ 
tion in the welcome, and, as far as regarded the King, it was altoge¬ 
ther free from any taint of inconsistency. George the Fourth was 
always a favourite with the Irish. Whether it resulted from his long 
exclusion from power which attracted the sympathies of a people 
who thought they unjustly participated in that exclusion, or from 
those early whims and gaieties which not either entirely w^hout 
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their sympathies, or from that mixture of hope and hatred with which 
on oppressed people turn from the possessor to the heir;—^whether it 
was from any of those feelings, or from an union of them all, certain 
it is the present monarch has long received rather a devotion of the 
heart, than an allegiance from the lips of Ireland. She evinced this 
often, but more especially on a most momentous occasion—I allude to 
the period of the late King’s first unfortunate mental aberration. At 
that time it will be recollected with what violence the Whig and 
Tory parties disputed on the subject of the Regency. The genius of 
Mr. Pitt ruled the ascendant in this country ; but Mr. Grattan, at the 
head of the popular party in Ireland, counterbalanced his triumph, 
and called upon the Prince, by address^ to assume the reins of govern¬ 
ment. 'Th4 King happily recovered just as it was presented, but the 
Prince, by his answer, pledged his eternal gratitude to the Irish 
people. From that moment, it is said, Mr. Pitt, exasperated and 
perhaps alarmed at this clashing of the legislatures, determined on 
their amalgamation. If this be true, surely the country which lost 
her parliament through an atfection for his Majesty, has a peculiar 
claim on him, for at least the compensation of an occasional visit. 
He seems to have so felt it; and, to do him justice, he has acknow¬ 
ledged it, while the mark of Ihc crown was still fresh upon his fore¬ 
head. Indeed of this per^tonal sentiment he had given an early proof 
by the selection of his more intimate companions. Burke and Sheri¬ 
dan were the lights of his youth ; Lord Moira the companion of his 
manhood ; Londonderry and Wellington are the elect of his cabinet, 
and to those offices in which perhaps confidence is most necessary 
and most unequivocally expressed, Sir Benjamin Bloomfield has suc¬ 
ceeded to General Macmahon. This favouritism, it may be supposed, 
was felt through their respective families in the sister kingdom. As 
a proof of this, I need only mention that the high office of Master 
of the Rolls is filled, and to say the truth, very satisfactorily, by a 
brother of the latter gentleman. That Ireland felt and returned these 
demonstrations requires no further proof than her comfuct upon a 
late melancholy occasion. When England and many parts of Scot¬ 
land testified their partissansbip by the eternal addresses which almost 
wore the threshold of Brandenburgh-housc, Ireland remained not 
only passive but iiidiflferent. One solitary address from a few radi¬ 
cals at Belfast rather insulted than consoled the Queen by the auspi¬ 
cious peculiarity of its homage. 

Such was the relative situation of Ireland and the King at the 
time he determined upon his personal excursion. It was a determi¬ 
nation hazardous in the extreme, and required much delicacy in its 
execution. Never, perhaps, did roan enter into an atmosphere of 
more discordant elements; he not only trod on embers but walked 
amid lightnings*—like the explorer of a volcano it was impossible to 
say at what moment the mere pressure of his foot might have raised 
a flame around him. Happily his appearance reconciled, at least 
temporarily, the contending factions. Whether that coalition is to 
be more than temporary, whether the golden age of unanimity and 
eoncord is likely to continue and produce those results which Irish 
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ardour pictures to itself in prospect, perhaps a review of those fac-* 
tions, as they exist, will be more likely to decide than any visionary 
speculation. For myself 1 have no hesitation in saying, I more than 
doubt either the permanency or the sincerity of that coalition, and I 
doubt it still more from contemplating tlie indiscriminate blandiahr 
ments which it so suddt'iily squandered, not only upon the King but 
upon every one of the dramatu jHirsotiw who stooped to solicit it. 
If it was indeed sincere, 1 have only to say that Ireland is the veiy 
cradle of forgiveness, or that public virtue is nothing but a shadow. 
The least numerous, but perhaps the most opulent and powerful, is 
the Orange Party— a relic of the pale^ rc-baptized at the revolu¬ 
tion. This is composed of friendly brother, aud occasionally of Ma¬ 
sonic societies, with a thick sprinkling of Tory peers, absentee agents, 
village drunkards, and corporation expectants. At tlie head of thm 
decide<Uy is Abraham, now Sir Abraham Bradley King, who added to 
the proiit of being crown-stationer, the dignity of having been twice 
Lord Mayor of Dublin. The warwhoop, or rather the password of 
this party, is “ No Popery/' They consider the Pope as the incar¬ 
nation of all evil, aud his adherents as so many attendant daemons, 
who are ever warmed by the original principle, no matter how distant 
may he the orbit in which they circle round it. This is innate bigotry 
in some, mere pretence in others, affected for the purposes of inte¬ 
rest ; in all, however, it is the essence of their creed—the boud of their 
union—the sine (jua non of their loyal fraternity. They may transfer 
to their porch the motto which adorned the gate of one of their chosen 
cities, the genius which fabricated its rhyme, consorting well with 
the Christianity which propagated its principle— 

“ Jew, Turk, or Atheist, 
may enter here. 

But not a Papist 

At the Revolution this body, though not created, was regenerated. 
It had, in some degree, existed since the pale. It was an association 
extra the indigenous Irish, formed at first for the purposes of defence, 
and cemented afterwards by forfeiture and confiscations. During the 
period to which I have referred it took its new and religious, or ra¬ 
ther bigoted, character; still opposed to the native population it 
joined King William against tlic Stuarts, abjured James, Pope and 
popery, wooden shoes and brass money,*' as their standing toast ex¬ 
presses it, and borrowed from the Dutch lily an emblem and desig¬ 
nation. This party is diffused throughout the country in select asso* 
ciatious, but the north is their grand scene of rendezvous : they have 
their lodges, their meetings, their signs and secrets—they arc stedfast 
in their principles both of friendship and hostility, and so rooted in 
their tenets that they have been accused of holding even a condi¬ 
tional allegiance. Be this as it may^ however, they have hitherto had 
no reason to complain of royal disregard. During the late reign they 
were almost the monopolists of ofiice, and of course Mr. Pitt and the 
Pope constituted the antipodes of their political world. Since the 
last Irish rebellion the gradual pacification of the interior has in a 
great measure contracted their operations. Bui their zeal, though 
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'^eeping^p -is not dead. The only difFerenoe is, that the 12th of July, 
grand anniversary, in place of exhibiting the Orange pageant and 
procession, is now merely closed by them in copious liba- 
which ** the glorious, pious, and imniortal memory of 
- William”—(I believe, in despite of Gleneo, they somc- 

/^^es'add the floats in whiskey-punch triumphant above iheir 

''Wn* ^'ItAvaS iliflicult for such a party, formed on such principles, 
cordially toJiaila monarch who had once warmed in his bosom Burke, 
Fox, and Sheridan, the three great foster-fathers of Catholic cn»au- 
cipation ; but their minds had long associated the sounds of/a»^and 
oj^cCf —^if prejudice was strong, place was stronger, and perhaps they 
compromised with their consciences by fancying that the csperioiice 
which seleo^d Sidmuuth and Liverpool atoned for the youthful in¬ 
discretion which squandered a smile upon the imps of popery. Thus 
perplexed, with William in their hearts and George on their lips, they 
startled the hill of Howth with their jubilate upon the 12th of August, 
and scarcely credited their ears when they heard the echo of their 
loyal chorus, and found it was— Doctor Troy ! ! The Cerberus of 
Orangeism, however, has had its sop, and Abraham Bradley King is 
now a baronet of Great Britaiti. 

Another party, which cheered the King with equal ardour, because 
with more of hope though less of possession, was the party of Lord 
Fingal—in other words, the Roman Catholic arutocracy. Proud and 
poor, the ages which diminished their incomes gave dignity to their 
birth, and the loss of an estate was more than counterbalanced by the 
addition of an ancestor. While the Penal Code w^as unrepcaled, or 
rather unmitigated, these men sought a bitter consolation in looking 
backwardft —they caught a kind of disturbed comfort in contemplating 
the shadowy glories of their forefathers- The policy of the late 
reign, however, by lessening the mound between them and power, in¬ 
duced them to look forward; and so inviting was even the prospect 
of the land of promise, that it is believed this party w'ould have re¬ 
generated themselves into Orangemen long ago, bad it not been for 
the sulky reaction which religious persecution uniformly produces. 
By degrees it has become considerable—it was always respectable. 
When the ])enal enactments were so far relaxed as to permit the pur¬ 
chase of estates and the acquisition of knowledge, the Catholics par¬ 
ticipated both in profession and property, and the educated naturally 
joined the aristocracy of their creed. I say naturally ; the rich Ca¬ 
tholic looked to parliament—the professional Catholic looked to 
office—and they both of course attached themselves to those whose 
religious scruples interfered least with their temporal prospects. Yet 
this party are now, nevertheless, devoutly rigid in their iaith;—in¬ 
tolerance has rooted what conciliation might have eradicated; their 
moderation, verging as it now docs almost upon servility, is assumed 
for the purposes of ambition, and those purposes once obtained, 
Catholic prosperity will not fail to exact full indemnity for Catholic 
degradation. With these sentiments, it is little to be wondered at that 
they were not the most lingering or the least loud amid the worship¬ 
pers at Howth;—they shouted welcome till the very echoes became 
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hoarse, and almost fancied themselves in St. Stepfaep 9 €hapd»,wbc^ 
thc^ saw Lord Fingal in the collar of St. PatricL 
conferred, however, upon this heterodox nobleman was' 
inerited ; he was always remarkable for a moderate demiPati^i^ASjyt 
in perilous times gave many proofs of the most steadfast ' 

a Catholic his aggrandizement has been considered comi^lini^eDtat^,^ 1 
all of that body who have any consideration, and perhaj^ bc'wa*|^ <]^' 
the entire sect the only person upon whom afavoiit couferredwas not 
likely to exasperate the Protestants. 

Opposed to this party—opposed to the Orange party—opposed to 
every party which either seeks power, respects power, or possesses 
power, is the popular faction — that is the factum of the , Irish Cuiho^ 
lie raiiicals. At the head of this is to be found, whoever happens to 
be the ephemeral favourite of the day—in other w^ords, the man who 
combines most talent and most turbulence with the least principle. 
Its ranks arc recruited by all whom poverty makes desperate, or nature 
discontented, or laziness seditious. Yelling for toleration, they are 
the most inveterate bigots,—declaiming against slavery, they are the 
most remorseless tyrants. They are the most numerous, and the most 
dangerous faction in the country; for they are willing instruments in 
the hands of any one, whose perverted ambition confounds notoriety 
with fame, and who is unprincipled enough to throw society into a 
ferment, that he and his scum may float upon the surface. There is 
nothing which they dread so much as those concessions which they 
make the pretence for their mischievous activity; because, once 
granted, their “ occupation” ceases. Hence, whenever the genius of 
Grattan (who was alternately the God of their idolatry and the daemon 
of their hate) appeared likely to achieve the prayer of their petitions, 
they uniformly started some objection to his details, and gave bis op¬ 
ponents an irresistible weapon in their boisterous, but affected, in¬ 
dignation. Even during the last session, when his political airtago- 
iiists were stniek mute by the magnificence of Mr. Pluuket's advocacy, 
they raised their horrid din, and burst, with their uplifted fetters, on his 
domestic cfilamity. Indeed, this heartless ingratitude, ever more or 
less a characteristic of the mob, never flourished with more poison¬ 
ous vigour than in the faction I am describing; because, in addition 
to its native virus, it has the taint of bigotry. Thus, if they meet 
a young man, warm from the contemplation of ancient liberty, or 
a matured man, whose simplicity subdues suspicion, by every ar¬ 
tifice and every fraud, by servility, by adulation, by promises and 
chimeras, they seduce him into their den; and w'hcu his powers are 
exhausted, they invariably discover either that he is a protestant, and 
not sincere, or only a liberal^ and so not to l>e trusted. A better in¬ 
stance of this heartless ingratitude cannot be selected than the late 
Mr. Curran: for many years he was almost their idol, and in 179tt 
they shouted his fearless and confiding spirit to the very verge of the 
scaflbld;—he dared pow'cr—he defied danger—he lavished health and 
prospects in their cause, and poured upon their darkness and their 
discomfiture the full blaze of his respleiideiit iutcllect. But in his 
age they discovered he could be no longer serviceable, and they af- 
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liected' to deride the judgment, which" naturally rerolted at their im¬ 
politic and radical denunciations of ait orders in the state from the 
King downwards. Invective soon followed desertion, and the most 
^fted and consistent patriot Ireland ever possessed, was driven from 
the land, for whose glory he would have died amid the most cruel, 
groundless, and ungrateful calumnies. His noble heart felt this treat¬ 
ment deeply, but still the consciousness of integrity consoled it, and 
in an unpublished letter, one of the last he wrote, he foretels, (oh 
vain prophecy!) that in the grave his country would do him justice— 
Extinctm amabitur idem. Alas, poor Curran ! how little did he think 
that even for that grave be should be indebted to England, while the 
hollow blusterers of his native land were w'eeping away their Irish 
hearts*’ over the failure of a half crown mbsmptimi for hist hmt! But 
happy is he that his resting place was distant—it did not reverberate the 
apostate shout which cheered the destroyers of Ireland’s independence. 

Attached to this faction, in a great degree, is the Catholic priest¬ 
hood—not as participating in their political opinions, but as looking 
up to them for the continuance of a spiritual despotism. The priest¬ 
hood and this party depend mutually on each other. The priest 
possesses an unlimited dominion over his Bock, which it has been the 
invariable policy of every projected relief-bill to undermine—the 
** leader” makes such clause the, at least, nominal motive for his dis¬ 
sent ; talks of his holy Church and his unbroken hierarchy; and 
calls upon the clergy to unfurl the “oriflamme,*” beneath which he 
invokes the double crown of a patriot and a martyr! The call echoes 
through the '‘holy of holies;” the man of God and the man of the 
people loudly reciprocate the most nauseous adulation—while the first 
is only struggling for his saintly despotism, and the last for that bad 
and frail ascendancy w^hich has been raised by the storm, and must 
sink at its subsiding. It is amusing enough, to one who is in the 
secret, to read the eulogiums of the Catholic leader upon his eccle¬ 
siastical co-partner. They are in the finest strain of Hibernian 
hyperbole. According to them, he. has all the simplicity of a saint, 
the fortitude of a martyr, the temperauce of an anchorite, and the 
self-devotion of an apostle! Job’s patience, Solomon’s wisdom, 
David’s inspiration, Paul's eloquence, and Peter's orthodoxy, combine 
in the titular descendants of Saint Patrick, according to the rant of a 
Popish radical. If they do, howexer, most assuredly, in the phrase 
of a learned professor of chemistry in Dublin, “ they mutually dewour 
one another.” The truth is, the Irish priesthood of the present day is 
divided into two classes; those who graduated in the Continental 
nurseries, and those to whom the policy of later times has given a do¬ 
mestic education at Maytiooth. The latter are by no means an im¬ 
provement. Gloomy, fanatic, and intolerant, they have all the pride, 
without the learning, of the cloister—the pedantry of the schools con¬ 
tracts their understanding, and the discipline of the Church formalizes 
their manners. They are, how'cver, certainly zealous in their voca- 
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tion^ and their dictatorial solehinity sustains the rank which a kindred 
vulgarity might otherwise diminish in the minds of their congregation. 
The old school, of whom, however, but few now remain, were equally 
zealous, and much less repulsive. A foreign education sweetened their 
brogue and softened their manners, and gave them an air of the wo^Id 
unimagined even by their successors. It was from this class of the 
priesthood that the dramatist borrowed the character of Father Luhef 
and most faithfully has he adhered to bis original. Social, but mys¬ 
terious—convivial, but authoritative—and perfectly impartial where 
his interests are not concerned, he still rigidly supports bis spiritual 
ascendancy, and to this he makes, by a sort of prescription, every 
thing temporal pay tribute. The dairy and the barn-door furnish bis 
table ; the hen-roost makes his breakfast an ovation; and the produce 
of the mountain still pays willing duty to his reverence's cellar. But, 
notwithstanding all this, even in his liveliest jobations,' he never for 
a moment forgets the secret of his supremacy. Whether over the 
“ brown Jug ** negociating a marriage, or in his black satin breeches 
and bright top-boots, waddling forth to hold the village station,” 
every turn seems to announce to the conceding crowd, you know I’m 
yaar priest, and your conscience is mine,"' — an iiitimalfion never either 
denied or doubted. His very horse (and he requires a good one) 
shares his master's sleekness—shining under the potentate of modem 
Rome, he need not envy even the consular dignities which its ancient 
liberality destined for his ancestor. It is not to be wondered at that 
this body, at present actually despotic iii their parishes, should loudly 
declaim against any emancipatory innovation in any way alfecting 
their authority. They do accordingly, and with all their lungs ; but 
they are, of course, too cunning to place it on any ground of individual 
interest—quite the contrary. They resort to the first ages of the 
Church, invoke their holy saints and fathers, supplicate, in preference, 
the penal re-enactments, refer to their “ unbroken hierarchy,'^ their 
mountain-vigils, their bog-masses, their unknown fasts, and invoke 
the pains of martyrdom, 

“ Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of steel,” 

rather than so heathenish and impious an emancipation. The poor 
peasant, alarmed at dangers which he does not understand, and 
proud of the submission which is the purchase of heaven, echoes his 
pastor with an accordant howl, which is instantly reverberated by the 
radical leader in the name of the true church and the majesty of 
people ! This faction, the reader must see, however contemptible in 
their individual capacities, are yet most formidable in the aggregate. 
Agitation is the element in which they thrive, and they are perpetually 
on the watch for grievances';—like sea-birds in a storm, they see them 
in the wind, and try to outshriek its roaring. However, with the sel¬ 
fishness of the priesthood, and the ignorance of the people for their 
instraments, they can never be at a loss to excite the country, so long 
as civil discontent and religious bigotry will ferment together. To 
this party the King paid no particular attention, though by every 
ostentation of loyalty, and in every key of vociferous servility, they 
incessantly implored it. The King has the reputatioii of much natural 
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sagacity, and doubtless appreciated these aew-borii professions at 
tbeir proper value; but the slight Las sunk barbed into the nature 
that never forgives, where it will fester and rankle until time shall give 
its poison an opportunity of being infectious. It gives one, however, 
^but a poor opinion of humanity to see the very same persons who, 
without having done her any service, persecuted the Queen for her 
official favours, bellowing, before her corpse was cold, in the train of 
her antagonists. 

Such were the parties who alternately misgoverned and disturbed 
Ireland at the moment of his Majesty's arrival; and it requires but 
little skill to foresee that their suspension of hostilities, or rather their 
sudden and miraculous nnaniinity, is not to bo calculated on for any 
great duration. The interests of some, and the personal affection of 
others, for the King, produced the demonstration; but it is at best 
only the mala sarta uniicitia,’* If a stranger to Ireland requires any 
proof of this, he W'Ul hnd it in the hollow and heartless acclamations 
which have haileef the arrival of some of the King's attendants. If 
there ever was a measure which before tentporarily united the op¬ 
posing factions, it was the measure of the Union. They poured upon 
it their unanini^s execration, denounced it as a calamity which laid 
their independence in the dust, and through each succeeding year have 
held it up as the bane of their prosperity, and the annihilation of their 
name. And yet, in twenty years after it passed—even in that very 
city which it had chiefly prostrated, whose mansions it had untenanted, 
whose merchants it had impoverislicd, whose streets it liad depopu¬ 
lated, and whose splendour, as the scat of legislation, it had eclipsed 
for ever—even there, the reviled author of that measure was so hailed 
by the plaudits of radical consistency, that if he did not altogether 
supersede the Sovereign, he may, at least, now with truth exclaim— 

Divisum impcriiim cum Jove—habui!— 

It is scarcely possible to conceive this adulation to be sincere, and 
its offering is an omen of no auspicious import. When a people 
become cither so desperate, or so shameless, as to fling olf the prin¬ 
ciples of which they have been violent in the profession, and trans- 
foi*m all at once the object of tbeir denunciations into the god of their 
idolatry; however it may expose themselves, it most assuredly cannot 
impose upon the world. It manifestly reduces them to this dilemma, 
either that their clamour has been ill founded, or that their devotion is 
insincere; and in either case, their claim upon respect or credulity is 
the same.^ Such violent conversions in politics arc seldom pure, and 
quite as seldom permanent. It is scarcely possible to believe, that the 
men who arc bending the pliant knee upon the pier at Dunlcaiy, are 
the same men who, in UU2, made Clarendon Street Chapel ring with 
the “ witchery resolutions'* Yet their personal i^ntity is certain— 
but the object of their caprices is transformed: power has touched 
it with an Ithuriel spear, and deformity has become divine. 

However, Sir, even confiding in, which I do not, the superlative 
raptures whicli have arisen from the royal visit, it appears to me im¬ 
possible that all their pros]>ectivc visions can be realized. Ireland 
may have been flattered by tlie King’s attention, but the King cannot 
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have btjen informed by such journey. It is not amid the parade of 
a triumphal entry, or at corporation shows and college dinners, that 
the wants and interests of such a country are to be learned. Dublin, all 
beauty without, and all poverty within—like the'^statue in Lucian, with 
its polished surface of Parian splendour and its interior filled with rags 
and wretchedness, is but a deceitful specimen of the state of Ireland, 
particularly when she is blazing in the transient rays of an imported 
Court, and peopled with the train of foreign Ambassadors, To know 
Ireland, the monarch should hwve gone unattended through its provinces 
—he should have seen its “ deserted villages’'— its roofless manu¬ 
factories—its shipless harbours—its ragged, dispirited, discouraged 
peasantry, surrendering to the agent of some absentee landlord the 
worthless pittance which the tithe-proctor had spared, and taking re¬ 
fuge from thought in eternal intoxication;—he should have seen the 
adverse bigots, waging their impious battle over the polluted altars of 
a common faith—he should have gone into the croyvded prisons and 
into the continual barracks, and cursed the instruments, and wept 
over the victims of coercion —he should have asked whether the sta¬ 
tions under him, from the highest to the lowest, we^distributed ac¬ 
cording to merit, or interest, or corruption—he shouR have inquired 
why it was, that all the names of which the country can be proud— 
the Burkes, the Goldsmiths, tlie Moores, with a long train of et¬ 
ceteras in arts, and arms, and politics, have been obliged to migrate 
into distant lands, leaving the honours and emoluments of their own 
to those who have less spirit and more subserviency. He should have 
done this to know even something.of Ireland—and, when all this 
knowledge was acquired, amply sufficient would then remain behind 
to satisfy curiosity during the next promised triennial visitation. If 
the royal afiection for Ireland is as sincere as it appears to be, and 
indeed there can be no reason to doubt it, these inquiries once acted 
on would produce to the country results the most beneficial, and to 
the King himself reflections the most delightful. 

Eudoxus. 


TO THB..TURQU6t8£. 

In sunny hofirs, long^ow'n! hoV oft my eyes 
Have gazed with rapture on thy tender blue, 

Turquoise! Thou magic gem, thy lovely hne 
Vies with the tints celestial of the skies. 

What sweet romance thy beauty bids arise. 

When, beaming brightly to the anxious vicv\, 

Thou giv’bt th’assurance dear that love is true . 

Rut should thy rays be ciottj^cd, what decj) sigli'i, 

What showers of tendcrne8|^d[stress the heart. 

Ah! nj^ch of joy 1 owe tlfw^but no woe j 

As to my mind thou ever didit impart 

That feeling blest, which bade my pale cheek glow— 

(For Love.was mine, shorn of his wings and dait.) 

, Turquoise! in warmest strains thy praise should flow, 

Such as sonic gifted minstrel could Iicstow. i,, 
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THE CAPE OF 0001> HOPF-.* 

In this hook-makiEg age, 'when every traveller's lour is ingeniously 
expanded into a goodly quarto, of which the mite belonging - really to 
the author himself is completely hid in the mass of compilation and 
transcription in which it is enveloped, we hail with pleasure the ap- 
peai'ance of a modest unpretending little volume, like that which is 
the subject of the present article. The author of Notes on the Cape 
has been content to give us the wheat mthout the usual make-weight 
of chaff; and we wish all travellers would follow his example. He 
tells us what he saw, what he heard, and what he thought, and all 
this in a very lively and entertaining nfenucr; so that while wc are 
collecting considerable stock of information respecting the country 
which he visited, we are amused with the spirit and vivacity of his 
sketches, and delighted with the originality of thought and the poeti¬ 
cal feeling which often distinguish his descriptions. The charm of a 
book of travels is, w'hcn it records the iirst impressions made upon a 
man of feeling and intelligence, who has the power of describing 
what he sees, expressing what he feels, in a lively and unaffected 
style; and much of this charm will be found in ihe work before us. 
Wc have been too much entertuinecl with it to object very seriously to 
an occasional pruriency of phrase which a rcvisal might easily correct, 
or to the too general prevalence of a tone of sarcastic bantering, which 
still more requires to be softened and subdued. If, however, the 
author is sometimes flippant, he is never dull; and the faults of flip¬ 
pancy generally carry their own excuse along with them. 

The \olumc commences with the author's arrival at the Cape : 

“ On the morning of the 1 st of January, 1820, we arrivedat this new Land of 
Promise j a date too memorable to be easily forgotten, as being the first day of 
a new year dawning upon me in a new quarter of the globe. After a 
long and protracted voyage, where the eye has been accustomed to range at 
‘ large over the blue expanse of waters, without one object to diversify and 
break the sameness of the view, the first appearance of the land is really 
dazzling. Its outline, shape,and colour, are more vivid and distinct, more in¬ 
tensely present to us than at any other moment of our lives; Ihd we gaze at it 
with an ardour that those only can conceive, who have experienced this 
long and unnatural separation^' The sea, affer a11,^s not our element; we are 
intruders upon the secrets of the mighty deep, and we feel that our arrival at 
,.tlie shores of mother earth, though in a foreign and unknown clime, is, as 

were, a return to home. At day-break the land of the Cape of Good Hope 
was a speck upon the horizon, that, slowly rising from its bed of waters, grace¬ 
fully iinfol^d its dusky form, and stood at length displj^yed in wild and naked 
majesty. The Table Mountain, with its fleecy canopy of clouds, is the most 
remarkable feature in the scene; hpt it would be vain to attempt a picture 
of ihc whole of this lofty promor^l^, which stretches its ru^ed arms into the 
sea, and, frowning like a inight^^nt upon the sons q|^o^r climates, that 
pour in upon his Cyclopsean doinmions, seems an appropriate introduction 
to the wilds of Southern Africa.” 


• Notes on the Cape of Good Hope, made during an excursiou iu that colony in 
tlic year 1820. , * 
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The country round Cape Town is described as a flat^ unprofitable^ 
and sandy waste, stripp^ of the wood which once clothed it, by the 
improvidence of the first settlers, who were too anxious to supply 
their own wants to pay any regard to the interests of futurity. Such 
a scene hiust be little calculated to excite the hopes of an agricultural 
adventurer; and the gaudy flowers which are scattered profusely over 
this sandy isthmus, however pleasing to the eye of the botanist, afford 
no consolation to him, who is by no means satisfied with such painted 
sterility. The village of Wynberg, however, at six miles distance, 
affords a rural retreat^to the rich merchants of Cape Town, and 
is well studded with dak and fir-trees, and adorned with myrtle- 
groves and orange-bowers iu the greatest profusion. Our author, 
who was there during the summer season, says, that his thcriuometer 
stood at about ^ Fahrenheit, in a large flagged hall at ^pe Town, 
and that tber^ is a^differcnce of temperature between town and coun¬ 
try of about fen degrees in favour of the latter. The mornings and 
evenings are delightfully pleasant, being generally tempered by a 
breeze from the S. E. After several excursions in the immediate 
neighbourhood, and a visit to Koeberg, or tlie corn country, about 
40 miles to the north of Cape Town, the author resdfved to prosecute 
his enquiries further in the interior. 

"The tract of country lying along the. southern coast had been recommended 
to me as the most fertile part of the colony; and to this I directed niy princi¬ 
pal attention. 1 was fortunate in meeting a veiy intelligent companion, with 
whom, having provided myself with a stout Cape hack, and a servant, I set 
forward upon my excursion. Wc preferred horseback as being the most in¬ 
dependent mode of conveyance, though notaflbrding the convenience and ac¬ 
commodation of a wa^^n ; and we had no reason to rfjj^nt our choice. 1 
should recommend this niode^of travelling to all others who are desirous of 
seeing the country^: but a servant accustomed to take care of horses, is an in¬ 
dispensable requisite, as the Africanos (by which name are distinguished all 

t )crsons born in the Colony, excepting Hottentots,) think any attention to 
lorses beyond feeding and watering superfluous trouble.” 

The effect produced on the mind by traversing the dreary wilds of 
Africa, is well described :— 


"The traveBer in Southern Africa soon becomes sensible how much the 
delight o4 travelling depends upon adventitious circumstances, not necessarily 
connected wkh the ground he traverses ; and that the contemplation of mere 
terrestrial nature, unstamped with any images of departed greatness, awakening 
no historical recollections, but harbouring in its bosom only ignorance au3 
barbarity, becomes even an humiliating occupation. It is not the soil 
tread on, but the * deeds that have been done in the clime,* that speak like 
living voices, and awaken correspondent emotions within us.—Thb impcrisho 
able fate of the mighty dead, 

S uod non imber edax, non Aquilo impotens 
ossit diruere. 



- pregnant . , . 

or the in^iration of genius, no stone has arisen to tell the tale; the deserts are 
without pyramids, and the towns without a trophy. Man is here to be found 
but one step removed from the baboons that surround him, jmssessing all the 
barbarily without the dignified independence of the savage. By the side of his 
wretched hut, the Hottentot jnay be seen seated in passive indolence, or per- 

2f2 
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hap 9 regaling himself with the undressed entrails and blood of a sheep, while 
the partner of his life is picking a bone of carrion at his side.” 

As there are no inns^ the traveller has no dependance but upon the 
hospitality of the Dutch boors, and his chief difficulty lies in so 
timing his stages as to bit the different houses, which look as if 
newly dropped from the clouds in the midst of a naked waste; nor 
does their interior arrangement seem more congenial to our domestic 
taste. Master and mistress—children without number—slave boys, 
slave girls, and Hottentots, are seen running about, higgledy-piggledy, 
in all directions. Of the Hottentot women the author speaks, as all 
other travellers have spoken, as must disgusting objects. 

The great aod ,^herent defect of Southern Africa is its want of 
water. The soil is constituted of niKerials which, like blotting- 
paper, wil|aiiot bold liquids. The rivers scarcely deserve the name, 
being half-dried purling streams in summer, and swollen torrents in 
winter. Another defect, almost equally retnarkable, is the want of 
trees. Whatever may be the reason, it is singular that so large a 
portion of the colony should be destitute of timber; for excepting 
within the range of the violent south-east winds (which arc not much 
felt beyond the Gape district) they appear to thrive remarkably well. 
There arc no traces of recent destruction; and though the Dutch are 
said to have destroyed the wood in the neighbourhood of Cape 
Town, this will not apply to the interior of the colony. There are, 
however, some favoured spots which furnish an exception to this 
dreary nakedness. 

Between Mossel Bay and Gcor^eTown,” says the Author, “ 1 saw the first 
foresUtrees; till th^ we had met with nothing hut dwarf slirubs, which occa¬ 
sionally relieved ttfe wide and desolate prosjjcct of uncultivated nature. But 
here, in the chasms of rocks and deep ravines, the yellovv, the iron, and the 
stink-wood tree, displayed iheir rich luxuriance of leaf, and waved their arms 
like the moiiarchs of the wilderness. It is impossible to describe the dreary 
efi'ect occasioned by the continued absence of trees, which form the principal 
' ornament of every landscape, and as impossible to give an idea of the delight 
with which you hail their return, lliough the summer was far advanced, the 
foliage had lost none of its freshness and lustre; it was of a deeper, darker, more 
decided tint than the suns of the north could produce; but there was also the 
liveliness and freshness ofleavesjust culled forth at the touch of spring: it was 
the dark-haired melting beauty of Spain, compared with the blue eyes and 
golden tresses of the norttu” 

Nothing can be worse than the Dutch system of agriculture! which 
savours of primitive barbarity. Their plough is a couple of heavy 
boards nailed together, and armed with a clumsy share, which it re¬ 
quires n dozen oxen to work. Their harrow, if they use aitj^at all, is 
a few brambles. A slight scattering of manure is sometimes used, 
but more frequently none at and it is astonishing to see the crops 
this soil, even the lightest sands, will produce, wWi so little artiiicial 
stimulus. The author tells us that he saw a held which had thus 
borne seventeen successive crops of wheat without any manure. 
When ilie soil is exhausted, they break up fresh ground, and the old 
is suffered to lie fallow, as they term it, for many years; that is, it 
is Derinitted to throw up plentiful crops of hushes and heath, till in 



413 


The Cape of Good Hope. 

the course of about seven^ years its tarn comes round a^in. So 
much for their sowiiic^;—and the completion of their harvest accords 
with the commenceoient. When the corn is to be beat out, the 
sheaves are spread on a circular floor, surrounded by a low wall, with 
which every farm is supplied. The farmers whole stock of brood¬ 
mares and colts are then turned in, and, a black man standing in the 
centre with a long whip to enforce his authority, the whole herd are 
compelled to frisk and canter round till the corn is trampled out of the 
ear. This is termed tramping out ;—a practice as old as the time of 
Moses, at least, as we fina from the 2dth chapter of Deuteronomy:— 
* Thou shall not muzzle the ox when he treadeth out the corn/ In 
spite of the obvious objections to so laborious and uncleanly an oper 
ration, it is universally adoj^d and upheld by the native boors, who 
set their faces against all newfangled inventions, and look upon the 
landing of a threshing-machine with as much amazement as the in¬ 
habitants of Troy did upon the wooden horse. It is easy to foresee 
what would be efiecied by the skill and perseverance of an English 
farmer ; and indeed it appears that an intelligent Scotchman, accom* 
paiiicd by a do/.cn of labourers from his own country, has already 
settled in the neighbourhood of Mosscl Bay, upon an estate compris¬ 
ing about BOOO acres. The Dutch laughed at his improvements, and 
thought his rejection of the use of slaves w^as alone a sufficient pre¬ 
sage of his speedy failure; but his ingenuity and perseverance carried 
liim triumphantly through all the obstacles and prejudices he bad to 
encounter. After an experience of between two and three years, he 
has found himself deceived in none of his calculations, and has es¬ 
tablished beyond a doubt, that the European system of agriculture 
may, with very few exceptions, be imported with the greatest ad¬ 
vantage into the better part of Southern Africa. 

After a detailed account of the natural and political state of the 
Cape, the author sums up the emigrant’s hopes of success in the 
following words: 

** That a wide field is open for labour and industry is beyond a doubt j but if 
any man embarks for the Cape of Good Hope, with the idea of realizing by 
agricultural pursuits large sums of money, or has so partaken of the prevaUing 
delusion, as to Imagine that he is to be exempt from the curse of toiling in die 
sweat of his brow, he will not be long in finding liis mistake. Here is no 
manna to be gathered in iii<lolcncc, and even shccii-tail fat does not overflow 
the land. Perhaps there is no country in the world where the mere necessa¬ 
ries of life arc more easily supplied; but to ensure a comfortable subsistence 
no inconsiderable degree of exertion is requisite. A good economist of 
labour and of money, possessing a practical knowledge of husbandry, whti^an 
commani^rom 1000 to 2000/. ana who comes properly provided with steady 
men, camfot fail of succeeding.” 

These observations are meaut to apply only to the most eligible 
parts of the coltmy, and have no reference to the new settlement in 
Algoa Bay, of which the author does not give an encouraging de¬ 
scription. We will not attempt to abridge this part of the volume, 
but earnestly recommend it to the perusal of such of our readers as 
are desirous of forming an estimate of the probable success of the 
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Myn efttabUshment, froui ihe impartial statemeots of an inttelligent 
eye-iwitnesa. 

The chapter on Cape Town is very amusing: #iott^ there is oc¬ 
casionally a tone of exaggeration, which appears to be indulged is 
the sake of giving effect. In his observations on slavery, for im»tahce, 
we are surprised that the author should have so far departed from 
fact in representing these unhappy creatures as excluded fronf the 
consolations of religion ; “ and that a slave (as such) is not permitted 
to become a Christian at the Cape/’ The truth is, that their masters 
are very anxious to get them baptized in order to detach them from 
the corrupted Malay Mahometanism which prevails umongiKt them; 
the evil tendency of which upon their morals and Conduct is so evident, 
that policy and prudence, in the absence of better motives, would 
urge the masters to call in the beneficial influence of Christianity. 

The chapter concludes with a description of the Table Mountain, 
which afforas another sample of the spirit and feeling which we have 
remarked upon as so often animating this writer's sketches with much 
of the soul of poetry. 

** lliere U a chasm of great depth in the Table Mountain, through which, 
following the bed that the torrents have worn for themselves, the ascent may 
with some difficulty be achieved. On approaching the summit, the chasm 
gradually closes in upon you, and the toil increases every moment $ but here, 
ready to sink with fatigue, the pedestrian (at least if he be foolish enough to 
attempt,this expedition in mid-uay as 1 did) will be in ecstasies at hearing the 
splashing of water. Large round drops falling one by one from an immense 
height—3ike tears rung from the hard rock—have worn for themselves a little 
basin below, where they lie so cold and pure, that Diana herself would not 
dread staining her lips in such delicious nectar. There is neither cross, nor 
cup, nor inscription, however; for there are no pilgrims here.” 

The last chapter of the book is on St, Helena; which will be read 
with the more interest at the present moment, as it gives a lively 
picture of Napoleon Bon^arte in his exile. 

" Napoleon carefully avoids all obser\'ation—a weakness that seems hardly 
worthy of a great man, who might be supposed thoroughly indifferent to the 
g^e of curiosity, which cannot be frequent enou^ iii St. Helena to be 
really obtrusive. Perhaps it Is a last resource, where other helps are wanting, 
to maintain something like dignity and personal interest 5 for Kings and em¬ 
perors look prodigiou^y like other men upon close inspection. Misfortunes, 
moreover, have something sacred in them, when endured in privacy^ as if dis¬ 
daining the consolations of human pity and condolence ^ and the spirit that 
will not commune with its kind has generally credit for high aod lo^ feel¬ 
ing that have placed it above * life’s weakness and its comlorts too.’ People 
hero ascribe this conduct to a less dignified motive, namely, his displeasure at 
the appointment of Sir Hudson Lowe; for on his first arrival lmi|||ns uo 
means averse to society;—^be this as it may, Napoleon keeps alo^^Kn au but 
his own suite, and one half of the garrison have never seen him. From the 
same motive, it is presumed, he has entirely left off riding (formerly a fa¬ 
vourite exercise), though the island affords a retired ride of aboafr^ine miles 
■ in extent. 

Of the arrangement and distribution of his time, his domestic habits and 
occupations, I was enabled to collect the following particulars. He rises 
with the sun j at six o^clock he is in kis garden, where he employs himself 
till breakfast, either in working, or directing the operations of several Chinese 
whom ho has at his disposal, fietween^breakfast and dinner he passes some 
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hours in his siudy ■, and it is thpusht he is busied in preparing historical me* 
moirs for ihe preas. At three o'clock he walks, but never exceeds the houn^- 
dary of his tli^' vAlt of which screens him observation. His 

dinner is served up at four, and* at this meal he is commonlv attended by 
Count Montholon, and sometimes by General Bertrand. This is the only 
society he ever induleee in, to enliven his evenings, and render confinweiU 
more tolerable. Gardening is the occupation in which he appears to take 
peculiar delight—an occupation well suited to the siknt dignity of melan¬ 
choly, and to which kings have often had recourse in their retirement or mis¬ 
fortunes. Without being too laborious, it is sufficient to prevent the mind 
firom incessantly brooding over its own miseries.” 




”A square patch of ground, of about an acre in extent, enclosed with a mud 
wall, is the principal theatre of the labours of Napoleon. Through this plot 
runs a straight gravel walk, at one end of which is fixed in the ground a 
rustic wooden ^air, painted green, and before it a stone table j at this he 
frequently dines alone upon the plainest food, withdrawing afterwards to a 
bower at the other extremity to take his cofi'cc, and arrange his plans for the 
ensuing day. To facilitate the operation of watering he had cut a little chkh- 
iicl down the middle of the wain, by which the water was conveyed from a 
spring to sej^ral round holes, about two feet in depth, dug pur|)osely to re¬ 
ceive It. Here, in a ilovvered dressing-gown, his green slippers, and his head 
hound round with a crimson silk handkerchief, may be found the once 
mighty Emperor, wielding a watering-pot, turning up the soil, or culling 
simples.” 

• * « « « ^ 

to t 


** Here, at least, is a new study of the Ex-cniperor: instead of venting his 
discontent in useless murmurs, or nursing it in sullen indignation, we find 
him philosophically resigned to the turns of fate; and, instead of dethroning 
kings, crushing empires, and jilanling new dynasties, quietly employed in 
uzitcnanting snail-shells, demolishing worms, and setting cabbages. His 
friends may, perhaps, fondly contemplate in him a second Cincinuatus^ lean¬ 
ing on his spade till his country shall again command his services ; while he, 
perhaps, like Dioclcsian, alrcauy prefers his cabbages to the purple. 1 walked 
up and down iliis scene of imperial gardening with considerable interest, 
tiying, but in vain, to discover some marks of the master-hand. It was a 
very kitchen-garden, in the most homely sense of that word ; and the gepius 
that produced sucii transcendunt effects upon the plains of Austcrlitz andMa- 
rengo, seems to have served him hut little in his encounters with earth and 
stones;” 

iit * ^ * 


" Napoleon still occasionally acts the Emperor; the rags of royally cleave . 
to him like the tunic of Nessus. When Admiral Plampin waited upon him 
in form, on miving on the station, he received him with his hat on, his 
arms folded, and, after exchanging a few words, the admiral remaining s.^d- 
iiig, Napoleon turned upon his heel and broke up the conference, l^rd 
Cmlesjfih^rset, on his way from the Cape, sent in his name, with a re¬ 
quest tfrac ne might be permitted to pay his respects in person. His lord- 
ship’s sezv'ant was dismissed with this only message—that there Was no 
answer^* 

41 » • « « 

\ 

- ” Bonaparte has no chapel either in his new or old mansions; but an altar 
is up in one of the rooms of his new house, and appropriated to the 
celebration of mass on Sunday, at which he invariably assists. What the 
religious opinions of Napoleon arc, or whether he has adopted from study 
anu reflection any settled opinions of his own upon this subject, it would be 
difficult to ascertain. Probably, though he encouraged the estaWished re- 
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ligion in France, as a means of maintaining social order and a subjection to 
constituiod authorities, he was himself indiffereht as to any peculiar system of 
worship, but thought with Rousseau, thathomago vrjll equSdSy acceptable to 
the Deity, under whatever form it might be presented. The man who in, 
publicly i^drcssing the Mufti, in the pyramid of Cheops, adopted usual 
Mahommedan salutation of * Glory to Allah! thereas no true God But God, 
and Mahomet is his Prophet,’ 8cc. was at all events no very rigorous disciple 
of Christianity. In his address, however, to the deputation of dergynieu 
who waited upon him at Breda, i|re find him talking of' having met in Bos- 
suet, and the maxims of the GalHcan church, with principles that, agreeing 
with his own, had prevented his being a Protestant.’ The text upon which 
he dwells on that occasion (and which was, perhaps, the fundamental prin*« 
cmle of his Chribtianity,) is, * Give unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s.’ 
He tells them, * 1 am of the religion of Jesus Christ, who said. Give unto 
Cssar the things that arc Caesar’s ; and, conformably to the rules of the same 
Gospel, I give unto God the things that are God’s,’ Caesar’s share he cer¬ 
tainly exacted with rigorous scrupulosity; what he gave to God it would be 
less easy to discover. However, misfortunes may perchance have • changed 
his hand and checked his pride for wc now see him attentive to the forms 
of worship, and to exercises of piety, when his example can be no longer iiii- 
posiug—^when his indifierence would pas^ unregarded-” 

We have given these extracts at length, because wc tl^nh that all 
authentic information relating to this extraordinary being will be col¬ 
lected and read with inoreasing interest, as the prejudices and pas¬ 
sions ofllie jiresent time licgin to subside. Posterity will regard him 
with nibre ustonisliiiient than ourselves who have seen bis beginning 
and his end. 

\Vlu*n lliAt hib body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a space ; 

But now two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough!” 


.STANZAS TO A UKAMY. 

I’RANscLNnANT Bcuig! say—dll! tell me whence— 
Fiom what bright region of ethereal day, 

Conic thy fair luatures—mild intelligence. 

Like a ypung Iris form’d by Beauty’s ray— 

And iincompounded of our base material clay! 

ATt thou a fairy vision from the sky. 

Sent down to cheer this gloomy world below? • 

Or Houri—from J^Tysian fields on high, 

T’he place where Mu^ulmcn desire to go— * 

Wheio purest lot c abounds, and lasting raptures flow? 
Ah, no! those dnnphng smiles, that cheerful play » 
Around thy rosy lips and mantling cheek, 

That bosom’s throb, those eyes that gazing slay. 
Thee still a creatuic of our earth bespeak— 

Proclaim thee human still—<ind still as woman—weak! 
Oh, thou art form’d, all tenderness and love, ' 
To be an helpmate to one here below— 

Though beauteous as angelic souls above. 

To bid some mortal’s cup of bliss o’eiflow— 

Inspiring joys, alas! I pernaps may never know 1 
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It has been were seven different p^ple to visit the 

soiine quarter of Kotne on the same day» and puldi^ what tl^y had 
seen, their accounts would probably be all different—sePvaiious are 
the associations which that city suggests, and so much do thq jn&T 
prcssRVns produced even by physical objects, depend ou the 
iiicnt of those who contemplate them. In a minor degree, the aamte 
observation may be extended to objeefs much more accessible, 
infinitely less pregnant with recollections, than Rome. When Gold- 
snSith proposed an addition to the Literaiy Club, because the existing 
members Knew the extent of one another’s minds. Dr. Johnson ht'^ 
dignantly exclaimed—“ I promise you. Sir, you have not yet half got ^ 
to the bottom of mine and without the vanity of even disclaiming, 
any comparison with that powerful intellect, I will venture to assert, 
that no man of ordinary observation, if he will give a faithful transcript 
of his mind, as he journeys through new scenes, can fail to produce 
something worthy of perusal, even although his course should have 
‘‘ moved ou the broad way and the beaten track.” One need not 
travel from l&aii to Beersheba to find subjects for the pen; and as a 
worthy bibliopolist has lately published an excursion from London to 
Richmond, which, to my taste, is incalculably more interestii^ than 
the two Voyages to the untrodden regions of Baffin’s Bay, u^witH^ 
standing the attractions of copies of the log-book and long taU^ of 
lunar observations, I am not without hopes that a trip by the ordinary 
route from Loudon to Italy may be made porusable, even if it possesses 
no odicr merit than that of recording, in the language that first oc¬ 
curred, the impressions of the moment, as they flitted across the 
author’s mind. 

Life, Sir, has few things belter than this,'’said Dr. Johnson, as ho 
was travelling at a brisk rate in a post-chaisc; and certain it is that 
the excitement of rapid motion, and a quick succession of objects, is 
highly gratifying to all minds ; while to men of hypochondriacal or 
])hlegmatic constitutions, by acting as a wholesome stimulant, iS' 
probably ^affords a <loubIe H^ortion of enjoyment. Is it on this accouM 
that the English arc so fond of celerity in travelling, and that so^ 
many dull and listless loungers are as anxious to gain five minutes in ' 
flying to %ightoii, us if tlanr time were really worth saving? Such 
is oux'overweening self-conceit, that we think it impossible we should 
bo guilty of inconsistencies which we can so easily detect in othetej^ 
and yet^ without a single motive for hurry, I felt impatient to bejll 
Dover.—iDi^. To think a little more of my own foibles, and a lime 
less of otaPpeople’s. 

As we travelled through the smiling fields of Kent, richly cultivaflSto 
the very edge of the road, hops and corn wavingou every side in healthy 
luxuriance^and apparently ready to pour out their wealth into the 
laps of their proprietors, I could not help reflecting on the Tantalus-*, 
like fato of the cultivators, who, from the ruinous prices of agricultural 
produce, are fated to starve in the midst of plenty; or, to use a more 
appropriate phrase, are in imminent danger of dying of a plethora. 
More than once did I repeat to^myself the four well-known lines be¬ 
ginning, ** Sic VOS non vobisand I iheugbt of the arms assumed 
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by Tasi^, to reproacb ibe ingratitude of faig patron—a bee-hive 
destroyed for iu b 9 Dey, with the motto^^VEul for good.” Sueh 
is the di^oint^d .1^ unnatural state of Eng^uid/ that it is, not 
easy to foresee , a remedy fur this alternation of misery between 
die manufacturer and the agriculturist, gne of which classes 
can only be relieved at the expense of tbe other, thus kfteplng 
both, as an alliterative friend of mine expresses it, in a round' 
robin of ruin, and a successive see-saw of starvation. Like an 
enormous mtllstoae round tbe neck of the nation, the public debt 
drags every thing from its equilibrium; and so long as wc endeavour to 
support its entire weight, we shall be destined, \ am afraid, ts illustrate 
ibe fote.of the pig who cut bis own throat in endeavouring to keep his 
*iKad above water. Symptoms of a change in our system begiu, how'- 
evmr, to manifest themselves. Cries of “ Nenio iettciur ad impoBslhiUi^ 
have been raised in Parliament, and received with acclamations; those 
: 9 rho make the laws are necessarily landholders, and the result of a 
Otimtest between the agricultural and funded interests cannot be doubt¬ 
ful. Already have tlie former repealed the Horse-Tax against all the 
influence of the minister, and, having thus felt their strooglh, it is not 
likely^bey will relax in their efforts; nor, if self-preservation be the 
first law of nature, can they fairly be blamed fur throwing other peo- 
p^perty overboard instead of their own, when the state vessel is 
id da^cr of foundering. How well do 1 remember, when the Pilot who 
wcaflmred the storm, or as he is sometimes termed with Hibernian feli¬ 
city—“ the immortal statesmaik now no more^^ levelled every variety of 
contemptuous sneer, taunt, aud ridicule against the French nation, for 
their want of credit, while he magnitied the power and blessings which 
England enjoyed from the inexhaustibility of her financial resources. 
Alas! like the wonders to be wrought by his Sinking-fa^d, the blessings 
have disappeared,—tbe burthens remain: England is struggling with 
difSculties w hich she never can surmount but by a violation of faith 
with the public creditor; while France, after all the repayments and 
. '^b^tributions exacted in two quick succeeding conquests, is in a more 
^|fouriahing financial condition than any country of the world.— Mem. 
iaot to write about politics or political economy in future, for we have 
been lately satiated with the subject in England, and in France it is 
reckoned contra binioB mores'" 

Arrived at Dover, and learned, to our infinite disappointment,.,that the 
8team-boat,%y which wc intended to cross, had met with an accident 
^ Calniflf nnd could not be repaired for some months. Aware of tbe 
pfcjvdice existing among ** the old shipping interest” against this 
most delightful innovation, I enquired where 1 could li||||||^y .person 
confected with it, but was uuiversaliy informed, that it wasconducted 
by a 8traQgcr,*and that no friends belonging to the establishment were 
living at Dover. Dbtrusting every person lounging aboi^ the beach, 
or attired in blue trowsers, I betook myself to respectabm tradesmen, 
as far as possible from the perfidious ocean: they were unanhnous as 
to the vessel having been nearly beaten to pieces, though they difiered 
as to the time when she might be expected over; none, however, think- 
hig it could be less than three months, ami some deeming the injury 
altogether irreparable. To make assurance doubly sure, I applied 
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finally to tUc landlady of my hotel, who owdtd^ <h>id me, tiiat 
there wad agentfemaa^^ Uie place attached to esiab- 

iishment; that she ^pected him to call in ht^ati bonr, and 

would send him to my room. He presented himself aiiloj4iDgty> mtdl 
instantly saw by his looks tliat the news was all true. He bad only 
that morning received a letter from the captain, informinj^ 
the iron paddies could not be repaired at Calais, and that she mn^ Hc 
towed over to Dover, where he feared be should tnevitably 
tained a month or five weeks. In this emergency, he recommended me, 
as It friend, to embark on board the regular paclcet, which with thewl^ 
then prevcdling could not be above three or four hours in effec^g ihd,. 
passage. 1 took his advice:—the first person I saw on board 
regular packet," when 1 had bargained for my conveyance, was 
self acting as mate;—we bad a miserable passage of eight hours, all 
dreadiully ill; and, on the morning following our arrival, had the mor* 
lification of seeing the steam-boat cutting out of Calais harbour ig 
gallant trim, as if she were flying over the waters to confound m 
the detractors and falsifiers of Dover. "^'Remembered the anecdote of' 
Gibbon, who, being disturbed, when writing his history, by the 
quarrels of two servants beneath his window, proceeded to investi¬ 
gate the cause, but was utterly unable to ascertain the truth between 
their conflicting statements. “ How futile," he exclaimed, “ the task 
on which I am now employed, of deciding some contested point the 
quarrel between Csesar and Antony, when 1 cannot pronounce upon 
a fact which has occurred within this half hour almost in my own 
presence.*’— Micm. not to learn distrust and a general system of 
doubting from these instances; for it is better to be an occasional 
dupe than a systematic Pyrrbonist. 

Having lost the tide at Calais, we were forced to disembark in small 
boats, at an additional expense of four francs each, an imposition 
first sanctioned by the mayor of Dover, and only a retaliation on the 
part of the French. As we approached the shore, the national cha¬ 
racter instantly began to manifest itself: each of the rowers, uttei^; 
indifferent to the orders of the steersman, seemed to have a plan w 
his own for avoiding the breakers, which he supported with incon¬ 
ceivable vehemence of voice and gesticulation, echoed and even sur- 
passed by a hundred half-naked fellows on the beach, who, as we 
di'^w pecir, hashed into the winter, and seizing us amidsta thousand 
exclamations, all uttered in the highest key of their voice, conveyed 
us in their arms, or on their backs, to the wet sands, where, upon pay^ 
ing one fra^ and a half more, each person had the pleasure of 
iftg faiu)se]||Aiknding in a French puddle. 

Contrasted this vociferous and attitudinising hurlyburly witfa^^an 
incident of which 1 was once a witness, and which evinced the phleg¬ 
matic'eaer)^ of the English character. In one of our steam-boats g 
sudden gust of wind having blown the steersman's hat into the watet, 
he muttO’ed an oath—rang the bell, which gave notice to the supem- 
tehdant of the boiler below to take off the steam and stop the vessel, 
andcaUing out the word ** Tom !" to a sailor, pointed to the floating 
beaver. Without uttering a word, Tom toudied a messmate's shoul¬ 
der, ^and repeated the signal with his finger, when they both jumped 
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,ml 0 lhe sittafl ^oftt sfeU^ vessers stewi^ pulled instantly away wiili 
idl stjret^g^t&f-^rec^Tered the hat, and delivered their dripping 
priae in'p^e^^smice to the steersman, who again rang the bell as 
a signal to^pr<i)teed, and we resumed our voyage with no other ex¬ 
penditure, of breath than a muttered oath, and the pronunciation of 
the word **-Toifi P . On board a French vessel a similar occurrence 
woold faave raised a hundred voices and shoulders at once, and amid 
uproar they would probably have never decided what was 
to'bfe done until the hat had sunk, when they would have attitudinised, 
saH exclaimed for half an hour longer. Another half franc forper- 
pisaipi^ to mount Calais Pier enabled us to consider ourselves fairly 
in not all disposed to qiiarrel with Dr. Johnson’s definition of 

a ^4^^ and very^uch inclined to doubt the existence of that nautical 
' ioau ideal, the dramatic sailor. Passed under the gate rendered 
familiar to the^finost untraveiled Englishman by Hogarth's satirical 
• ^^icature, and found a comfortable hotel, in the Rue Eustache 
K. Pierre, so named from the celebrated mayor, who resided in it 
attbe time of the memorabldlnurrender, which history and Colman’s 
popular opera have combined to impress upon our recollections. 
Could that patriotic magistrate lift up his he£d from beneath the 
vaults of the great church, we could not help fancying that he would 
find very little change in the bouses or habiliments of his fellow-citi¬ 
zens,- for every thing appertaining to Calais has an air inconceivably 
antique, and forms a contrast to England as sudden as it is singular 
and amusing. 

One of tfie first refiectioas that crostffed my mind was—the folly and 
wickedness of kings and rulers, by which two nations, formed to 
esteem and improve one another, have, for the greatest part of every 
century, been debarred from mutual intercourse; or only allowed to 
meet for the rational recreation of cutting one another’s throats, or 
thrusting bayonets into one another’s bodies; while their governors, 
aloof from danger,, patted their besotted victims on the back, and sti- 
i^ulated their ferocity till the work of destruction was complete. I 
irecalled the sanguinary wars occasioned by weak mouarchs, wicked 
favourites, and profligate mistresses, not.forgetting the political change 
and convulsion emanating from an angry kick which the Pope be¬ 
stowed on an English anibassador s lap-dog, for snapping at his span¬ 
gled slippy and il had already begun to concoct a philljipic worthy 
of Demostnenes, when it occurred to me, that, in many instances, the 
rulees might be quite as much in fault as the mkrs *—The London 
merchants, 1 remember, threw up their hats and gave three cheers 
when the war was renewed between France and England ygpLnd 1 can¬ 
not help considering the pressure and misery which they are now en¬ 
during, as a fit reward for their sordid inhumanity* —Mem. Not to 
indulge too much in declamation, nor impute all the mi^ies of the 
world to those who are so obliging as to assume its management. 
Their fair share is quite enough. 

If any one should ever peruse this album, he will find strange tran¬ 
sitions, for 1 record whatever comes uppermost (as the phrase is); 
though it is, perhaps, no very violent change of subject, to wander 
from the heads of nations to the heads of the women, which, among the 
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lower orders, are here universally cased in alblean white cap*^ without 
any bonnet. Market-day at Calais afforded us a ^good opportunity 
ot‘ seeing them assembled, and we pronounced them dtKsid^y more 
cleanly and better dressed than the same ranks in England; even the 
tishwomen forming a contrast, by their clean head-dresses and stock¬ 
ings, and decent attire as well as demeanour, to thahuttdr abandon* 
nient of person and language, for which the*ladies of BUlingsgate have 
rendered themselves so notorious. This favourab)o impre^ion Was 
confirmed on the following evening, when a few sous procured us gd- 
mission to the Vauxhall of the |^laee, consisting of a shabby room for 
dancing, with a band of three or four fiddlers, and admail open plat» 
for the same purpose, surrounded fay arbours. It.was crowded to 
excess with soldiers, sailors, and tradfespaoplc, all well-dressed, many 
of the women even deserving to be termed genteel, if itpt elegant,nn . 
their appearance, and all dancing waltzes and quadriHes, with a spirit, 
grace, and decorum, that would have done honour to a more select 
assemblage. Several couples, who could not get admittance into the 
grand saloon (as it was rather undescrvirily called), were dancing out¬ 
side, while a refreshment-room ttt the end, uotwithstandiug the inviting 
notice that all soits of liquors were to be had within, at prices sub¬ 
joined, <lid not contain a single tetnant.*—In England, all this would 
have been reversed; and, as if to complete the contrast, the evening ou 
which we witnessed this universal scene of festivity, was Sunday. ^ 
Calais is a fortified town of suthe extent; and having a good market, 
an extensive pier, and daily intercourse with England possesses attrac¬ 
tions as a place of residence fbt our Countrymen, of whichgood many 
have availed themselves. [7b be continved.] 

SONG. 

Avaun r with your babble of Venus ant! Cupitl. 

And ail the symbolical gentry of yore, 

I never could y^t be thus silly or stupid, i. 

To !>ow to a statue, and say **1 adore 1” 

But 1 ha\c an idol who go\er!is my fate. 

Earth’s breathing inhsmitaiit, mortal 1 own ^ 

And beauty that strongly can love or can hate. 

Is certainly quite as enchanting as stone. 

The goddess who fixes my glowing devotion. 

Has eyes that arc lucid, and lips that are udrm 
And adds the light graces of dchcatc motion. 

To perfect the charm of an elegant form:— 

And, scortiQig the gloomy delusions of old, 
il worship, at sunset beneath the blue dome. 

Which, fretted with plirple, and crimson, aud gold. 

Outshines all the torch-light of Athens and Home 

Unaided, amid the romantic seclusion,— 

Her priest and attendant-—! fling o’er the air 
The iuceuse of passion; secure from intrusion, 

Though crowds of young gallants my priesthood would share ; 

For I am no Jesuit, nor ))iosclytes need. 

While flowers, bitd'i, and zephyr., \vith planets above, 

Pay homage to hu, and, adopting my creed, 

Unite 111 the blissliil religion of loie 


J 
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SONNET# 

Veh! It #5 summer scene. 

With slt'ihe lights of morning o’er it gleaming,— 
4 iQd ^ou art heautiful—thy sweet eye beaming 
In virtti^aybrightnesb, Kuliaiit, yet serene ; 
l|fit-tb^Te 18 on my mind a thought that decks 
Wfl^bT^htcr l^auiy all my 9yc«can see j 
^ thighs whose presence quenches not, nor checks 
The r^our of my gaz^ behplding thee— 
Thou^^of the pure, made purer still—and all 
Of beauty, yet more bcautifi#:—to me 
5 uc^>niusings are deNghtful, for the^ fail 
*Ltk£ the sun’s beam^ on e^'OliY tbiug I see. 


Gildidlh, ruhmn 


1^, sauctt||«ng dll 
tnouMltts of Iinhu 


Will noble thou<5lits of Iinhiorulity. 


K T. 




PANAI^l’s CPtGRAMS. 

Pananti, who 18 chiefly known in England by his interesting account 
of his captivity among T^ks, is much esteemed in Florence as a 
wit and a pure Tuscan writtV His epigrams are In great circulation 
in Italian society, whero^ ijiey are adnftrcd for th^ causticity, political 
allusion, boldness, and Hbcr^ty or^cntimeiit. The volume which ho 
has printt*d, though pruned ot vriMatever might give umbrage to the 
powers that be, has considerate merit. A large part, however, con¬ 
sists of translations from dm w^^^nglish, and ancient epigramma^ 
lists; and of those pieces imuKn a/e aingiiial, many pariajet! too much 
of die licentiousness, as well aA. of^tke jwity of diction of the fifteenth 
century, to i^der them get|d|l*Hifly accj^ptlble to an English public. 

LPIORVM TANAKTl. 

In vccc di far atti 
Di caiitaj^ di speiiie, 

£ dell’auima i fatti 

jt^In veeft (Fa^iustar, sull' ore e&ticuie 
^ ^'S||lcllaj|iuai^i& Rmnbo calcola\a, 

£no It quanto monta\a 

Oi jpesa del suo male 

Tanlo a1 medico, tanto alio spc/ialc, 

Tanto per 1’ in\ennino c sepollura 
Tanto ci vuol per uinhianeai le inura, * 

Tanto in messe cd m altre opere hupne, 
il render la dote alia cousorte 
Oh ! gridb con ragionc 
£' co^ 8paTcntc\cue la uiortc. 

Stretch’d on his bed of death old Thomas lying, 

And pretty certain he was dying, t 
Instead of summing bis oflencis, 

Eogan to reckon evpen&es. 

For mixture, bolus, draught and piU, 

A long apothecary’s bill; 

And guineas gone in paying dfy;tors. 

With fees t’attorneys, and to proctors, 

The sexton’s and the |)at son’s due. 

The unciertaker’s reck’nmg too 
Alas I quoth Tom, with hib last sigh 

’Tib a most fearful thing to die, M, 
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Godc il coi di trattar Ic sue fcrite/* 



I }iAVE been mightily nuz;(led to find out Wliat QiAe'is. in^Butr- 
ton's Anatomy of Melancnoly, that could have induced Jc^naon to 
forego for it, in jKurticuIar, the habitual comfort gf hi$ momingV 
nap. The sentence in which jic records tliis, hailed,thousands of 
pensive gentlemen to purchase the IxK)1at it is in every library with 
Its leaves seldom cut halfifthraiiigh Democritus Jufiior*s stnng of 
impertineneies to ihe reader, ^lie reason is, that nclaucholy watite 
more to be fed than analyzed; it is a natural cravil^,ifind demands g 
nourishment instead of medicine. To prescribe «ntidotcs for it, 
.-IS for poison, is the very way to convert it into the fevil they would 
avoid. ^ « 

Johnson was a great empiric in mdttal su}^Q^s: he was always 
doctoring his disposition, and, being a«tv^uous assertor of the 
jKJwer ol‘ tlie will, was filfin to have hknsdlf a machine—resistless 
<anil obedient to the direction of pure intellect. Even the most 
subtle ofierations of the mind—literary compoations, for instance— 
he would have to depend upoft retortion alone, independent of 
healtli, weatlier, or any other external causes. It is very likely that 
this sentiment, dogmatically deterdiijMtely felt as it was by him, 
might have had the efiect of {Adducing habit of minef calculated 
to corroliorate the truth of the opltliqn. Besides, his clear andiieom- 
])ac‘t body of thought was one from'which a thread of speculation 
might be woven at any time. lie hod nb “Balf-perceptions,'’ none 
of the intuitive pcnetratimi, the second sight isimeta^^sics, which 
is not to be elicited but at happy intervaik \ His reflations were 
part of a solid mass of' coarse but steHing sense—trendy to be cut 
out into syllogisms at any time. But of the cleghnt, the line, the 
airy truths, which are struck out like spm-ks in momentary colli, 
.sinn, he knew nothing. He was independent of inspiration, and 
thcrel()rc might contemn and imikc hgfit of those jpedc gleams of 
intelligence, the moUia tempora, and the castiames/l[N>n which 
genius, proud and mighty as it is, must in a gre^t measuix- de^iend. 
lie endeavoured to he as dcsjiotic over,himself as he was over 
others, and chufliis ipbellious fediiigs in the same authoritative 
tone tJiat he u.sed to liis living antagonists. But those proved 
more stubborn—were not to be brow-beaten—“ «a<u/ai» cj:- 
pdlosjurcd, and a mSlanclioly, which he was compelled to own 
constitutional, overcame all his theory. 

It was doubtless in pursuit of this sclf.hostility (for the pugna- 
clous philosopher could not but dispute witli himself, when a more 
convenient opponent did ibt offer) that he gave up his morning's 
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glpep.tcrthe study of !^rton.- . It js not likely that he gained from 
tihei perusal any remedy), orallevlation of his disease, l)eyoud what 
tbe necessary occupation afforded, since it continued to oppress him 
to’Jds latest hour,- And any pleasure he derived from it, was 
p^baps otyiu^more tonhis own eagerness on the subject of which 
It trcf^.thahv'fo* any power pf wit orelbquence in the author. The 
having conquered^ long and p^lexing work is generally attended 
with a proud (selihg of self-complacency, whi^, I cannot help 
thinking, forms «the greatest part$of the pleasure so copiously 
drawn by the tasteful from the much-laudra -productions df our 
ancestors.. ’ 

. .Montaigne admire, for, tho^h net above all p^antry, he 
. was abpve that 6f Jomc, of definition, and division. His thoughts 
flow naturally,^i#nd however discursive, draw the reader unconsci- 
jouuy with theih; his quotations come from his memory, not from 
ibis common-place book; imahort, if we can.caU any author friend, 
it is Montaigne. reamng Burton I can compare to nothing 
but walking on the rage" of a saw^ no one thought is linked to 
another by the natural association—all is abrupt, angular, unna¬ 
tural. Critics say, that to enjoy and judge rightly of an author, we 
should place ourselves in tlie circumstances of his age and time— 
that over Homer we should Gr^ian, over Virgil, Roman. To 
such a classic change of chatraicter 1 have no.objection; hut really 
that we sh^ld become i^nks < and jpedants in order to enjoy an 
old gentleman, however witty aqid humorous he may lie, is too re- 
voltipg a request upon our poserd of diversity.. But above all, it is 
most unreasonable to.^comw this of the melancholy reader, who is 
possessed with a feeli^ directly hos^e to all scholasticism and pe¬ 
dantic wit suchf^ •fceHng 1 can nn^ne not^g so disgusting 
as the mix^K of phlkmbphf and buffoonery, which is palmed on it 
as its kindrml.^' Melanch^ is essentially apti-dtamatic, and cannot 
by any means be*^made to step outsof itself. Nature is conformed 
to it, not it to nature; all objects that emne within its sphere of 
vision become assimilated, and assume its colours. The gayest, the 

g laddest, and ^^rightest, take a som^e haein its presence; and 
ie gaiety^ human life is to it but d^;^ddest of sorrows. To 
such a feeling, th^page of fretful reasemi^ and pie^meal analysis 
must be the heignt o^mpertinence. ' The mind in its buoyant 
mood may look into it as a curiosity, and ^c amused by its ex¬ 
travagance. But to admire it—to hold it up a^a wonderful pro¬ 
duction of g^ius—to make it the companiorf of the lonely 
hour, is the effect of something lieyond pure taste. What shall wo 
say to the impertinent casuist, that intrudes 

t 

' Where hea'renly pensive Contempla^n dwcllsi* 

And ever musing Melancholy lAigns, 
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to inform the meditative poet^ that all hk sad moods and hollovfed 
visions are but the effects of flatulency. ;-r^that will attempt to 
prove we are indebted for Fetrarch^'s pgnetic^iefs to wind^ and for 
Childe Harold to indigestion? “ Who would compare ima^aMohs'^ * 
says a whimsical author, “ with a leg of pork of a German sauboge?’* 

I know several but one ficrson in particular, who booming too 
strongly impressed with this doctrine of mcn^ e&cts from phy¬ 
sical causes, succeeded in metamorphodng hiniself from a poet and 
a philosopher, into a self-^uaek and a hypochondriac. Formeriy, 
with all his imperfections on his head,” lie wrote pretty verse and 
sound prose, unconscious that his supper of the last night should 
have rendered him totally incapable of such things. But now he 
knows better; his pen has not touched paper these many months, > 
and his tongue can run on no subject but Eli^r of Vitriol^and 
Anderson's Pills. I owe Mr. Burton a grudge for the loss of 
my intellectual friend, and intend [wing him for it one day 
other, as soon as T can muster coura®,—brush up my old Latin, 
and older English, for the purpose of wadiftg him through. 

Though youth be a season of jollity, yet it is in hours of sad¬ 
ness that the man is most strongly reminded of the days of yore. 
The deep feeling of melancholy is the only one that extends like 
a clue through life, that blends present, past, and future, into one, 
and places our identity palpably before us. It is the point at 
which we all feel at home; and when, after intervals of apathy and 
distraction, wc return to it,, it ^ms as if life, like time, were but 
a scries of revolutions, ond at certain periods found itself at the 
very goal from whence it first started* It may be fantastical, but 
1 really look upon melandiol^ moods ib some such light, as if* the 
soul came to Aries agmn,^*-H:esumed its original po^on, that it 
might take the same old views, and recruit the ^amc old feelings. 
This is the holiday-hour of life, when we turn aside ffbm the high 
road of human trouble, and shake hands with years and thoughts 
long past. When we con ove;- our young likings and antipathies, 
perceive them to have been the germs of existing prejudices, and 
acknowledge with the pocU ^ 

The child the father of t^C man,’* 

There is nothing so refre^ng to tlie os for a while to cast 
off its years, and. dispense with its maturity; but though it is pos¬ 
sible to eff^ this in contemplation—over books it is not easy. 
Though feeling may retrace its steps, and put on its youth again, 
taste will not: it is a stubborn mentor, and in spite of us will be 
cavilling. The days were when we could dwell over Wertcr, 
Richar^n, Zimmerman, and merge our very souls in their pages. 
How cursedly a few years have improved us; the smile usurps 
the place of the tear that'iias been, and we associate nothing but 
ludicrous ideas widi the quondam heroes of our romantic thoughts. 
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Melancholy. 

We are accustomed to account for this, in what, 1 diink, an err()> 
neous way: we plaintively confess, that we have grown old in 
feeling, and that the source of our tears is dried up. It may be 
so wiui many, but I rather think feeling to be more lasting than 
we suppose; that it the taste which outgrows it, and finds not 
the ola feelings ridiculous, but the manner in which they arc 
represented unnatural. In short, 1 am inclined to lay the blame 
of my apathy on the authors, not on myself. Those works grew 
insipid to me, long ere I grew ashamed of being sad; and were so. 
even at the time, when I imagined a pensive brow to be the only 
true characteristic of the bard. 

Although it has not quite arisen to a controversy, yet there 
have been passages on both sides, and much diversity of opinion 
on the question, “Whether melancholy or mirth be the true poetic 
temperament F” It would prove an interesting subject of oiscus- 
sibn, more interesting, as it would be very unlikely ever to come 
to an issue. But the greatest blow, in my ftind, ever given to 
the sublimity of sadness, comes from the doctrines of Gall and 
Spurzheim, which, whatever be their general merits, in this cer- 
taiidy have much reason. “ The organ of melancholy,” say they, “ is 
but an enlargement of the organ of cowardice:—they are one and 
the same feehng, proceeding from the same defect in the constitu¬ 
tion.'" This, without being any thing of a craniolo^t, appeared 
to me a very startUng truth; and being very far gone at the time 
in a mental jaundice, it proved quite a restorative. The humi¬ 
liating view, in which it represented all I was accustomed to look 
upon as sublime, was a complete overthrow to my received system 
of idealism. I was compdlra to alter my whole plan, and. both 
alone and in company determined “ to be decked in smiles," lest 
I should have the ill luck to take myself, or be taken for—a 
coward. Y. 


TO ECHO. 

Echo! sole relic of the lovely fair. 

Who for Cephisus’ son in hopeless love 
And wasting grief dissolved herself in air; 

But that me might her constant passion pro\e. 

Left her softyoice ’mid rocks and lonely hills. 

Responsive to the passing traveller’s call. 

Where for Narcissus’ slight she near the rills. 

Mingling her tears with the soft water-fall. 

Pined in slow grief away—thy friendly haunt 
1 o^n seek, and fly tne busy crowd 
Wherevirtue sickens and where vices flaunt. 

Far from the great, the giddy, and the proud — 

Thy voice I love, and near thy lonely dell. 

Would rear with simpl^thand my rustic cell. n. 
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rEARCK’s ACCOUNT OF ABYSSINIA. 

(Concluded from page . 258 .) 

Our traveller mentions other interesting matter, which our limits do 
not permit us to detail; we must therefore refer the inquisitive reader 
to the Work itself. He says the Abyssinians tire always feasting, ex¬ 
cepting during their fasts. 

“ They have great crying and howling for the dead, for many days, 
and appoint A particular day for a general cry, which ends their crying. 
If a great man dies, they make his effigy and cry and howl round it, 
ffring their matchlocks, and tearing the i^in off* their temples and fore¬ 
head, until the blood runs down their neck in such a horrible manner as 
would frighten any one unacquainted with these customs. They pre¬ 
tend to be so weak with sorrow that they cannot support themselves ; 
one of them then begins to eulogize the actions, the beauty, and riches, of 
the deceased, and concluding in a sorrowful tone, they all together make 
aloud bellow, and tear their temples. This ceremony being over, they 
retire into a largdAiousc, where they eat and drink until they turn 
tlieir sorrow into merriment and quarrelling.” 

The Abyssinians, says Pearce, have many children and relations on 
account of having so many w^omen; he knew many great men who 
have had from 40 to 50 children, and all by different mothers: they 
do not know scarcely which child was bom first, as they keep no re¬ 
cord of time: even the king or priest does not know his own age. 
“ There are twelve lickcounts, or learned men, by whom all things are re¬ 
gulated ;—they keep the time. Their year begins from the day St. John 
was beheaded—1st of September with them, but 29 th of August with us. 
Their year is divided into four parts—the first is called St, Matthew, 
the second St. Mark, the third St. Luke, the fourth St, John. They 
have other names also for those four quarters, viz, Zerry, Currunpt, 
Corvio, Aggie, i. e. Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter.” 

The Abyssinians, like their Muliamedan neighbours, never keep a 
corpse in the house a moment after it is dead ; but they immediately 
wash it, envelope it with cloth, and take it to the grave, without a coffin; 
none but the kings and the great men have coffins! 

They have all a father confessor, and Pearce was obliged to have one 
to entitle him to the name of Christian. Here follows a long descrip¬ 
tion of various religious ceremonies and tricks of priests^to delude or 
terrify the ignorant and superstitious people. 

The Abyssinians are great liars; no dependance can ever be put in 
them of whatever rank they may be. Their mode of evading an oath is 
curious: if the king swears he will forgive an offender, and then wishes 
to punish him, he will call his servants together, and say, bervants, 
you sec the oath I have taken ; I scrape it clean aw'ay from my tongue 
that made it.” He then puts his tongue out and scrapes the oath off 
with his teeth, and spitting, says, “ When tiie retfel comes, you will do 
your duty as 1 shall order you.” 

Ihcir oaths are very solemn, but broken witliout hesitation. Pearce 
says he has knowm the following dfeth before the priests sworn to a falsity: 
“ If what 1 now swear to, be not true, may God blow away my soul from 
me as I blow away the fire from this candle,” which he immediately 
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blows out! When Pearce expostulated wkli them on the heinousness of 
breaking these oaths, they would reply that their (Neefa Abbart) father 
of their soul, or lather confessor, would absolve them for half the value 
they got by the oath. 

^cn a child is baptized, the godfather holds him in his arms, and 
says, “ I being acquainted with the parents of this child, and knbwing 
them to be good Christians, hold it before you to make it tlie same— 
and while he holds it in his arms, the priests pray over a large vessel of 
water, with a blue twisted thread in it, and pronouncing th^^ame of the 
child, set it in the water, and with a small cross begin at the forehead 
and touch every joint to the toes; then they give it to the mother, who 
waits and takes the sacrament, and then goes home. A boy is baptized 
at forty days old, a girl at eighty. Any one standing godfather for a 
converted Muselman, holds him in his arms, or bears him on his knees, 
and says, “ I have been a long time acquainted with this Muselman, 
and I know it has been a long time in Jiis heart to be of my religion, 
I now therefore hold him before you to make him ihe same.” 

It is a common thing in Abyssinia for Muselimh to become Chris* 
tians, and also for Christians to become Muselmen; the Muselmen- 
town and the Christian are separate, as are the Jews-town, from the 
Muselmen-town in the Muhamedan countries of Barbary and Sudan; 
in small towns, however, this separation or division doth not hold, for 
the habitations of these races are intermixed. Pearce amuses his 
readers with a variety of particulars respecting the distinctions ob¬ 
served among the Christians and the Muselmen, which our limits and 
desire that the inquisitive reader should consult the original, pre- 
*vent us from detailing, we cannot, however, refrain from mentioning a 
curious circumstance respecting the locust: our traveller says, When 
the locusts* come they stock their houses with them, after having pulled 
oil' their heads and dried them in the sun, so if they lose their crops, 
they live upon the destroyers.” Pearce appears to anticipate that dis¬ 
position in mankind, which leads tliem to believe only in such facts as 
tlieir own practical experience has taught them may be true, and says, 

There are snakes of so large a size in some parts of Ammescan, that 
if I were to mention what I have measured, it would perhaps be thought 
felse.” 

Our traveller describes the disorders of tlte country, one of which is 
called regrerier. Tliia is a very singular disorder, and resembles tiiat 
which is denominated by the Muselmen of West Barbary mjemnCf 
which literally signifies one possessed of an evil spirit. Strange stories 
arc related in the West of those who labour under this disorder, and 
similar to what Pcarcc relates when his wife was attacked with the te» 
gretier. For the particulars of this and other disorders we refer the 
inquisitive reader to the letter itself.' 

Although Abyssinia is a Christian country polygamy prevails, and the 
priests have nothing to do with marriage; the marriage ceremony, 
among the higher ranks of men, as described by Pearce, resembles, in 
some respects, that of the Jews in Barbary and Sudan. A man of 70 
may marry a girl of 17,.the inequalmes of age are never thought of. 


Sec n full description of thiH devastating insect in Jackson's enlarged account 
of Morocco, p. 103, and of its being an article of food in famioc and scarcity, p, lOci. 
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1’bc girls arc married at the ages of 9, 10, 11, and 12; they have diil* * * § 
dren at and 14 years of age. 

In describing the dress, Pearce says, The dress of the higher ranks 

is a shirt of fine white India cloth, which comes from Marsaw by tlie 
Musclmen* Coffler. The shirt is neatly sewed with silk, and oma^*' 
mented with silk twist, of different colours, from the neck down to the 
bosom as far as the navel; the sleeves are tight, and ornamented in 
the same manner, from the elbow to tlie wrist: they have ornaments 
of silver for tiieir necks, legs, and wrists* The dress over all is called 
a murrerguf drobt\ with a wide silk border to it. This surplus dress 
resembles the hayk of the Muselmcn, and like the women of that race, 
the Abyssinians of fair colour prick tlieir skin with charcoal. Their 
feet are covered with red Egyptian shoes, and some wear black, manu¬ 
factured in their own country. The women work like slaves, grind 
corn, carry water in large jars upon their loins, they also carry great 
loads of wood in the same manner.’* In this respect tlicy also resemble 
their Muselmen neighbours of Nubia. Pcarcc says, the women use 
scented oils, bougli^f tlie Muselmen traders; ^they use also butter 
mixed with pounded cloves in their hair, and they blacken their eye¬ 
lids with a mineral called colet, which comes from Egypt.” Our 
traveller gives a lamentable description of the want of chastity among 
tlic Abyssinians ; but as the men are as bad, the injury becomes mu¬ 
tually liquidated. They have monthly clubs, consisting of twelve per¬ 
sons, whose turn comes once a year; a priest attends each club to pre¬ 
serve order: the women also have separate hut similar clubs. One 
dollar's worth of honey, and a small quantity of a root called sndda 
arc sulficicnt to make maize enough to intoxicate fifty men. 

The laws of Abyssinia arc relaxed and badly administered. If a man 
commit murder and a complaint is made to the constituted authorities, 
he is desired to produce the man that he may be punished, but no 
exertion is made to find him. Miu-dcrs are sometimes compromised 
i'ur money as among the Muhamedans. 

Speaking of the revenue, Pearce says, “ the king takes vocates§ of 
gold; tBcae arc the proper payment, but he takes also dollars, cloths, 
carpets, &c. &c. that come by the CofHcr; tliescarc valued at so many 
vocates, and taken as such.” The King or Ras has an elevated place 
in the front of the Ashwar |i or court, where the review is. Tliis stage ia 


* Muselmen Coffler is evidently the caravan of Mubamedans, fromtbc coast of 
the Red Sea. Coffler is apparently a corruption or derivation from the Arabic word 
Kafiila. i. e. a cai-arun. 

f This is undoubtedly the alkah’l mcntionedln Jackson’s enlarged account of 
Morocco, p. 145. The article is produced of the best quality at Tafilett, and from 
thence carried by the Caffilas or caravans to Egypt and Mckka from Tezza and 
tijcddHy where the Morocco pilgrims aCtumulatc, See the map of West Barbiuy 
in Jackson’s accoimt of Morocco. Lat. N. 34. 30* Long. W. 3". and 3o. 40^ 

t This suddu is probably the root of the haslnga plant, particularly described 
by Jackson in his enlarged account of Morocco, &c. p. 131. 

§ The value of a ^'ocate is not mentioned. We think it is a corruption of the 
Arabic word ukiat. A gold ukiat is worth about five or six shillings sterling i it 
is called in WVst Bar1)ary a mitkul oinducket. 

II Ashwar is an Arabic word, signifying a place of audience, from s/ioar, to ask 
perpiisslon or give notice of any thing. 
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■covered with^Pcrsian carpets, silk pillows, and other valuable articles* 
The king sits with all his household servants round him, on a cradle neatly 
covered in the centre of the Ashwar. The troops then run full gallop to 
the foot of the raised place where the king is seated, turning their horses 
round *^likc the Arabs,” shaking tlieir heads and spears, and boasting to 
the king of themselves and their deeds of arms. This review lasts three 
days, during which all the officers of the government are fixed upon, 
and every one then knows whether he is to remain governor of his 
district, or whether another is to be appointed. All who have killed 
an enemy during the year, have an indelicate trophy of his person hung 
to their right arm, which, after ending tlieir speech to the king, they 
throw down at liis feet. Although they pretend “ to give preferment 
to the bravest and to the higher ranks,” Pearce says, ** the most pre¬ 
ferment is given to tallers, who make mischief by sly conversations, 
and many are dismissed from their stations through false reports and 
false witnesses!” 

In their military attacks* tliey have neither system nor order; they 
have no notion of taking the vantage ground, butlwery one gallops to 
where he thinks he can kill an enemy; as soon as they kill they imme¬ 
diately cut off his foreskin. To shew this trophy “is all their glory, 
and all they look for in battle.” In 1817 Pearce saw %1805 pudenda 
brought before the Ras or king, after a battle of seven hours,” 

They attend not to trade, but leave that to the Muselmen wlio inhabit 
tbeir country. In all great families they have one or two Muselmen, 
weavers, whom they maintain for the purpose of weaving for them only. 
Cotton grown in the country is sold 20 pounds for a dollar, or a 
pound for threepence sterling. Com is sold eight bushels for a dollar, 
but after the ravages of the'locusts it cannot be purchased for any price. 
Has Walder Scrlasscy, the greatest prince in Abyssinia, has 1800 and 
odd ploughmen. 

Pearce says, the Abyssinians delight in killing without a cause, and 
proceeds to give a very interesting account of their strange manner of 
attacking the shepherds who attend the flocks. This account is too 
long for our limits; but it proves the Abyssinians to be iliferior to 
none of the nations of Africa in barbarism ; the Mutiarncdans are a re¬ 
fined people when compared to them! 

Our traveller gives an interesting account of the salt which appears 
to be the circulating medium; it is cut into pieces, ten inches long and 
three wide, of a long square form, 35 pieces pass for a dollar, 55 pieces 
pass for a vocate of gold, and the gold is worth 8 dollars the vocatc.^ 
It IS brought in small pieces, from the size of a small pin’s head to a 
pea; it is ppregold-’^ 

By this description of the gold, it appears to be precisely the same 
kind of dust o^ small particles with that which is brought from Tim- 
huctoo, and other parts of Sudan, to Fas, by die Kaffilas, across tlie 
Sahara. 

/ __ . 

• Vocate muBt derived from the Arabic nkiat an ounce. Gold at Timbnetoo 
Ifl about the same value, viz; ei^ht Mexico dollars per okiat or ounce. It nppciira 
by this observation that there is a coin called k vocatc okiat, or ducket, worth 
something more than a dollar, as well as a weight called a vocatc. 
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The quarry, dream, vocate, and nattle, arc their wei^ta.” These 
are evidently derived from the Arabs, zcllery, drahm, ukiat*, and 
rattle. Among the latter many zellcrys go to the drahm ; 10 drahms 
to the uk» or ounce, and ounces to the r&ttle or pound. 

The weights of Abyssinia arc; 

10 quarrys 1 dream, 

10 Yearns 1 vocatc, 

12 vocates 1 nattlc or pound. 

They have no larger weights. 

“ They have no measures of length but thcgudge, which is from the 
elbow to the end of the middle finger.” Note. This is precisely the 
same measure that is used throughout the Musolman countries of Africa, 
and called the drda*, and known in Europe by the name of the Egyptian 
cubit. 

The price of Articles iii the markets of Abyssinia. 

Corn is sold 6 or 8 bushels for one dollar. 


Honey, 1 peck, for - - ditto. ^ 

Butter, 1 peck, # - - ditto. 

Fowls, from 90 to 110, - ditto. 

Wax, 15lbs. - - ^ ditto. 

Sheep, 5 or4, - - - ditto. 

Goats, ditto, ... - ditto. 

Large cut hc-goats, 2 or 3, ditto. 


Two plough-shares, about 7 lbs. weight each, for ditto. 

A measure, ora piece called 8rg//(A.s, containing about SOlbs. to¬ 
bacco, for ditto. 

Fat cows, from 2} to 4 dollars cacti. 

Ploughing bullocks, 4 to G dollars caclu* 

Mules, from 15 to GO dollars each. 

Horses, 30 to 130 dollars each. 

Slaves, 20 to 40 dollars each. 

All articles are sold by the guess, except gold and cotton, which 
arc sold by weight. 

Prices of articles brought by tlie Coffler from Marsaw, used by the 

Silversmiths. 

Quicksilver, 3 vocates, for one doHar. 


Lead, 

4 pounds, 

ditto. 

pewter. 

2i ditto, 

ditto. 

Borax, 

i pound, 

ditto. 

Alum, 

i pound, 

ditto. 


The oil of cloves and odier sweet'Scents, brought by the Musclman 
Coffler from Marsaw, sell very quick.' The oil of cloves is one vocatc* 
for the dollar. They use cloves in all their cooked victuals as well as 
in their hair. ^ 

Negus or Itsa, signifies a king. 

Ras or Gasmartie, a prince. 

The higher classes of society are very proud in gtoeral; they arc 
also great misers. Their children cannot be distinguished from those 
of the poor, for they go naked till they grow up, they then clothe 


* Ukiat or ounce. 


t Sec Literary Ga/ctte, Oct. 7tb, lb20, pagcG4U. 
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tiiemy but pfotly. They keep the lower class very much under, A 
common servant's pay is one dollar for four months : ope cake of breatJ, 
morning and evening, which cake is lik^a pancake,^ and is exactly 
half a pint of corn before it is ground, ' ^ 

‘^Saltpetre is sold about i3 pounds for a dollar; brimstone 12 or. 
IS pounds for a dollar. The musket-men make far better gunpowder 
tlian is made' in Arabia. seven measures of nitre dicy add one'^of 
sulphur, to which they^add the willow charcoal by de^ees» drying it 
every now and then with fire upon a clean ttone* until they perceive it 
goes clean off. They sotneti^S grind it, and sometimes beat it in a 
wooden mortar, and make it jqto very large and irregular grains.” 

A similar kind of gunpowder is manufactured by the Arabs, particu¬ 
larly by the Howara tribes Pearce-ooncludcs his interesting detail by 
the follOw^ing account of the ]>rinccs qf Abys^ia. • 

“ Ras Walder Serlasscy is the stiwgost ppnee in Abyssinia, and has 
of his own 8500 matchlocks, besides a greht quantity belonging to Ins 
chiefs \ about 2000 borses^d above 20,000 shieldsmon ; still lie is &h 
mean as a common Jew, anfi a great liarj though be is very merciful 
to prisoners, and a brave hard fighter, 

** Ras 4hd)ri is free, but barbaf ous*io tliose be dislikes ; he has about 
700 muskets, and but few horse, bis country h^the hardest in 

Abyssinia to conqu^, through the%trong mountains it contains, which 
are cultivated on thg tpps, and j have water. ^ It also commands all 
passes from die Amraerrer to Zegri. 

Guxar is not barbarous, though^ he is of a Garlar descent, he has 
horse, but fr w niuskcts. 

** liailLllow is not very strong, though his country produces brave 
soldiers. He is an ally^odstant to Walder Serl^^ssey. 

“ Libhan is barbarous and rovengeful; he has about 10,000 horse, 
though Guxar bpat him lu two batdes. 

** Goga is uncommonly barbarous, and friwidly with no one, but 
nlwa^^at war; ani^inde^, ,all except Ras Wal&r Serlussey fear him. 

“ Those are the^ great prices of Aby&binia wlio have the whole 
country w their hands. 7he ^g, Itsd Guarlu, n^w in '‘Gondar, has 
no sway at all, is v^y poor, and lias only die name of a king.” 

The rdN&ences qf me kings n6w alivOiare 
** Itsa TUkcly Gorges/ at Axumc. 

Itsa Yoas, at Begandre. 

Itsa at Gogan)- 

Itsa Bedemariaa, at Seamon. ^ 

Itsa Guarlu, at Gondar.” u * 

Out honist sltilor concludes, by,assuring his readers tl)at his account 
is a real and trueone, and no hearsay whatever. It is dated at Challicut 
Inderter, Abyssinia, October, / 

To all out readers interested in African matters wo recommend the 
perusal of tbis^ttor of Nathanial Pearce the sailor, it is simple, and 
we have everypOason to think a foidiful and true description of what 
litdc is known of that interesting coumtry. '' 

* This bread appears to be tbe same that is made by the Arabs, and called by 
them (we think) teff $ it is described ih 8babeeny*s account of Huibuctoo, &c. 
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LECTURE V. PART I. 

« 

Greek Poett'^, 

Homes, Resi^ and the greater mrt^of tho earliest Greek 
poets, were Asktics. The fine arts had blossomed in Ionia before 
thcj^ were transplanted to proper Greece, and lung before tliey 
attained to maturity on the AtheniaivfiQil, Thewise of those Greek 
states of Asia Minor, which, unlike all modcra colonies, took the 
lead of the parent country in improvement,* lies very far back in 
the national history. Ei^ty^y^wiB after the Trojan war, the 
princes descended from Herctlled^ftatumcd from the north of 
(Jreece, wrested back thh sceptre of -^go#* froip the house of 
Pelops, and subdued almost all th^ Pel(^nncsuB«>^'They rewarded 
their Doric followers with grants of land, and thus reduced the 
old inhabitants to slavery or eddle. Among the suifierers ivho 
were first drigen to ennignition, Was a horde of Johans, who 
passed over to the places wnick had been the scenes of the Iliad, 
and gave the name of dSoli^, or ASolia,^ thw settlements between 
the Propontis and tliie river Hermus, whm is now called the 
Sarbat. ConsidcraUv later came another emigration from proper 
Greece into Aria, Wiilch, though connected with other cadaes, 
had its primary in the <mprebblve govctYiment^ of the 

Hcraclidec. This vw called the Ionic migration, from 't^ie race 
who chiefly composed it. Of th|;t race, Attica was considered 
as the (nimnal coun^. The Athenians wero^^iot witliin the 
range of me Hera^lTO conquests, but they received the refu¬ 
gees of the oppres^ PelopCilfbesus, till thek scanty and over¬ 
peopled territories could np suppiQ|^ them. At last ^ey 

took arms against ihe Donad^, pon^crem. j(^rub, dieir king, 
delivered them froor this py his yjdwtary aurtyrdom. 

But a change of goveitune^^aueoeoded» |riytch*i,n{liiqp the sons^ 
of Codrus to put themselves ^lipad adventurers from all 

parts of Greece; and, und^ their Aria Mi]g>r, received 

the most important body of lier ccdhiui^* The Ionian emigrants, 
it is true, ^tded thems^ves, lihc' their'jEolian predecessors, not« 
l^ithout bloodshed and viplencef, ftneP seined pot only^n the ppo- 
wrty but the wives and children of the conquered pepple.i* Sut 
mey {danted a range of states eouth of the Hcnpi^'^^tined Vh 
peosper for a Ipng time u^er tiie common name ofiopia, when 
jhat appellation was drop^lm improper Greece, and when tl^e Athe- 

* There was a third and Dq|1c emijitation from Greece to Asia, but of much less 
consequence than the two preceding ones. 

t Herodotus^ i. 145. Pausaman, til. 1, 3. Strabo, xiv. 938. r 

von. 11. EO. XI. 2 u 
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nians remcfabered their descent from Ion only in the pages of 
their poetry. ' 

It nas been argued by the ingenious Wood*, that Homer must 
have lived Iwfore those migrations had t^en pl^e: otherwise, that 
he c-ould not have failed to notice events so important both to, 
Europe and Asia. And it is, no doubt, difficult to reconcile hi|| 
silence respecting them, with the idea of his having known thenaj 
Yet the weight of opnion, both ancient and modem, seems incUnedjl 
I think, to the supposition that; he lived after those migrations- 
But whetl^ Homer sprang up amoitg some earlier Greek tribes, 
that had lingered In Asia after they had fought under the walls of 
Troy, or owed his birth to a later race of emigrants, it is certain 
the Ionian and iEdtic cdoQists preserved his writings, and that 
they materially influenced thefu^re ^tepature and history of the 
mother-country, '^'he Asiatic (jmieks grew rich, powerful, and 
polished. ThnJEolUns had the better soil; the lonians the finer 
climate and hwbburs. Of those advantages they availed tlieiu- 
selves (the lonians csjx*cially) with that spirit which is natural to 
adventurers, wliose powefs of mind have been excited by success, 
and by new 'circumstances. * § Their govenimenta ceased to be 
hereditary uionarcliics pjpbably a conriderable time before the 
Olympiads-f; and it,^c 3 ndt appear, thit the people always escaped, 
in those, mutations, fiom oligarchy or despotism. But still their 
freedom, till tlie Orientals conquered them, on the whole survived; 
ahd those rulf^rs called jEsymuetcsf, whom they chose either for 
life or Ixir a certain number of years, arc expressly distinguished 
by Aristotle from tyrants; h**" their power, though great, was 
given them by the people, and was directed by laws. Thus 
the Asiatic sm|;^s, d^nngh divided and af|en contending among 
themselves, were |^r a long time the outposts of Greek liberty and 
independence } and Ihp^gi' at last they were overwhelmed by 
Persian Evasion, yet they stegimed its progress till Greece was 
ripe to resist ijU ^ing alfhos^ all in the immediate vicinity of 
the sea, ittd many ot them at the mouths of navigable rivers, they 
held the Mey^«f commerce ip, flieir own hands; and tlieir factories 
extending as far as Egypt, tlteir numerous settlements on the coasts 
of the Blaok Sea § and the m^Uerranean 11, and their voyages to 
regions which had never < heiodr^ b^en e;;ralored by Greeks, were 
the luippy resists of their,{situation ^nd meir enterprise. Among 
the lomap states, Colophon and Miletus became proverlnal for 
their power adfl valour; and Samo^ the birth-place of Pythagoras, 




* Wtiod's Efisa^ dn Homer. 

t The Ol^mpUdB commence in chronology 776 years B. C. 

t Arifitotie, in. 10, 11. 

§ The Milesians alone established finy-sevmi sncli settlements. 

II The Phocasans founded Marseilles. 





435 


Lectures t>n ’Poetry. 






al activity 


was also Cions^uously dLftinguished for 
which favours the growth of intellect. . ' 

It may be objected, piM^haps, that I am here noticihg traits 
in the j^bsperity of the Asdatic Greeks which have by no means 
uniformly lavoured the progre^ of poetry. Wealth and com¬ 
merce may have been often adverse to the poetical spirit of a 
people, and are neidxer its necessary nor its primary springs* 
Homer seems to have existed in the infancy of all the aks. It 
should be always recollected, however, with regard to Homer, that 
we can only guess at the period in which he live^, and" can never 
make the state of society, in which we . suppose him to have ex¬ 
isted, a perfectly secure ground of reasoning on the connexion 
between poetry and the state of human cultivation. But from 
the date of the Olympiads atf the Ionian commonwealths ^ 
the sun of civilization appet^s to be fairly’'abo^ the horizon. 
How much of the previoas day-spring had smiled cm Homer 
is but a subject ot speculation; but we have hj^ceforward, 
from this epoch, comparatively clearer data for competing the 
influence of serial improvetnent on taste and imagination. And^ 
great as Honc^ was, Gneek peltry had yet^to fulm an important 
and inspired Career for ages after him. She. had to receive 
new measures of harmony, new provinces "of com|M>sitioD, and 
new varieties of excellence. In this second perioJShbf her expan- 
sion into various forms, all pursuits that cherished a genial ar¬ 
dour in the tem|3erament of society must have cortduced^to her 
prosperity. The veiy mechanit^ arts which facilitated the use of 
writmg) and the means of flnding its matct*ials, humbly^ but use¬ 
fully contributed even, to Homers immortality. Ana the sym¬ 
ptoms of an ekrlier cidtivation of the art of writing in Asiatic than 
in proper Greece, are strongly evident. Wolfe hpnisclf concedes the 
probability of its use, “ especially in the Ionian States,*” as early 
as the seventh aiid-cven ci^th centuries before Christianity.*!- 
As to the line arts, there caii be no doubt of their h^^g been 
earlier cultivated in Ariatic than in proper Greece. J T^e glory 
of those arts, so congenial with that of the poet in^^irit, tliough 
not in form, was coeval with the best'^post-hotnenc poetry of 

~ ^ Muse was 


Greece, and we can have little doubt that the Poetical 

riprocally influenced and reflned by the example of her eisters. 
tn we believe a Greek poet to have felt no glow at his heart,^ wh^ 


reel 

Can 


♦ 1 prefer the more general term Commonwealtlia to that of Republics; for the 
conatitutiona of those states had many traits'which we should scarcely call Repub¬ 
lican, in the common and modero sense. 

t ** Neque adeo dabito id saeculia Vlll et Vll (A. C.l in CBSteris civitatibus, 
nominatim loni^ et Magne Oraeciffi, fecerint sollertlorcs quidem hommes.'* By the 
words “ id fecei‘int*' Wolfe means practised writiug. Wolfii Prolegomena, p. 70. 

X To save the reader dlseussioiis on a subject only indirectly connected with 
poetry, I refer, ibr a very clear examination of this subject, tg Meiner's History 
of the Arts and Sciences in Greece, Booh 1. 

2h2 
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hie contemplaited Jbis njative sculpture?* It is true, that the statuary 
ini^ht have imbib^ his conceptions from Homen But the inspi¬ 
ration which he borrowed from poetry was not lost to poetry itself. 
It came back to the lyre of Greece; and, like the light falling on 
that of Memnon, made it musical. 

The fine climate and soil of the Asiatic states have been com¬ 
monly, and with justice, remarked as circumstances propitious 
to their rise and refinement. Another cause of their rapid ad¬ 
vancement has not been so generally observed, namely, tne state 
of the ped|^e among whom the founders of the colonies arrived. 
UnUke European emigrants to America, they had not to hew 
down woods, nor encounter savages, nor toil upward through 
the whole process of human civilization. On the contrary, they 
came among a people not matdtially different from themselves 
in descent and language. Amonj^ this people they found not 
artists indeed in the higher sense of^ the word, but artizans and 
useful arts ^perior to those which they had left in their native 
country. Our settlers adopted, eclipsed, and ultimately ennobled, 
whatever inventions they found, and originated some of their own 
which were highly important. In, a general view, they elevated 
art from a mechanical to a spiritual character, from tasteless pro¬ 
cesses to the pi^suits oj*^,heautiful design and imagination. Thus 
the art of scu^uring in marble originated in the Ionian island of 
Chios; and painting and architecture, though known in other 
countries, could not be caljied fine arts until they came into their 
hands. Still our colonists owed considerable obligations to the 
race Bxnoijig whom they arrived *; and to ^me at once to a cir¬ 
cumstance strictly connected with poetry, they borrowed from 
the Lydians and Phrygians much of that muric which was mar- 
Tied to their immortal verse.'* 

In proper Greece, there were certainly circumstances that con¬ 
tributed a preparatory influence towards her future poetical fer¬ 
tility, ind that tended to warm and exalt the character of popular 
imagination. Among these, though it may seem to be tracing 
effects to a remote cause, I cannot help reckoning the Delphic ora¬ 
cle. The religion and p&etry of Greece were intimately combined. 
The oracular strains even constituted an important class of Greek 
poetry,, though it is now lost. The shrine of Delphi strength¬ 
ened the common bond of religion among tiie Greeks, and even 
extended a respect for their nam^ among barbarians. It gave a 
sacred object to their national pride and enthusiasm, and established 


* There is no -doubt that the Corinthians were^ early acquainted with me¬ 
tallurgy ; but it is obvious the Asiatirs abounded in the metals earlier than the 
Greeks, and preceded them in the knowledge of casting and melting them. Hero¬ 
dotus. who informs us of the architecture (if their buildings could be so called) of 
, the Lydians having been so misernblcj nevertheless allows that people to have 
coined money earlier than the Greeks. 
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among themselves a local supremacy over the richly fanciful system 
of Pagan superstition, on a spot where vrsm cotild nut enter, and 
where the very aspect of Nature was hallowed l>y the most impo¬ 
sing associations. Still more obviously were the Pythic, Olympic, 
ana other public games, calculated to awaken not merely the cor¬ 
poreal energies, but the moral genius of a people. Amusements 
.similar to those festivals had prevailed in remote titnes, but had 
fallen into disuse, and their renewal served to revive c^d^heroic re¬ 
collections. They were to the martial spirit of Greece what the 
tournaments were to the chivalry of modern Europe. And as 
song will always be found where there is enthusiasm, those games 
were the scenes of musical and poetical, as well as of athletic 
emulation. 

Still there were opposite counteracting causes to retard the 
improvement of the mother-country. Crete, the earliest civilized 
of the Greek states, the probable model of Spartan government, 
a most ancient teacher of religion, and a great depoatory of 
its mysteries and traditions—this island possessed instituUons 
which tended to civilize her only to a stationary point, and 
which promoted hardy and active, rather than elegant occupations. 
The Cretans had artists, but they derived the fine arts from 
Asia. They had some ancient poetical names, but no continued 
school of poetry, to rescue them from obscurity. Nothing 
is known of the old Cretan poet Thales, but that he was the 
friend of Lycurgus. The liistory of their far-famed Epimenides 
is involved in fable, and the fragments of works which he is 
said to have composed after his sleeji * of fifty years, are scarcely 
lietter authenticated %an the nap itself. The Cretans, in fact, 
when not engaged in \var, commerce, or navigation, were fonder of 
liunting, and roliust exercises, than the pursuits of inventive ima¬ 
gination, unless we clioose to rank under this head those habits of 
marvellous anecdote, for which they unhappily became but too 
much reputed.+ 


* Epimenides, as wc arc gravely informed liy Apollonius Dyosculns and Diogenes 
Laertius, was once sent out to the field by his fatlier to seek for a lost sheep 
About mid-day he got tired with walking in the heat of the sun, laid himself down 
in a grotto, and fell into a sleep, which lasted, without interruption, for iifty-sevcD 
years. He awoke, of course, perfectly refreshed, but quite unconscious that he h4d 
taken more than an ordinary siesta; and recollecting hts father's orders, went out 
again in search of the sheep. As the animal, however, was already beyond the reach of 
recovery, Epimenides went bfick again to the form to make the best apology he could 
for his tailure. To his surprise, he found it in the possession of strangers, who, we 
may suppose, could make neither head nor tail of his story about the sheep. 
In this perplexity, he repaired to the city, aud was entering his father’s house, 
when he was stopped by people, demanding who he was. With much difficulty, and 
no less astonishment, he was at last Tecognizod by bis younger brother, who had by 
this time grown an elderly man, and who enabled him, by comparing dates, to ascer¬ 
tain the length of his slumber. 

t Among the poets of Crete may l>e remembered Hybrias, author of thefollowitig 
bravo song—I give the original as well as the translation 
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Neidier oould Corinth, though it 'gave birth to Bereral poets, 
ever be said to have been a distinguishra seat of the Muses.* The 
-Corinthians were admirably »tuated on' their neck of land for the 
acquisition of power and prosperity, and they acquired them early. 
They also practised some of the fine arts; but there is no distinct 
evidence of their having invented any one of theimt They could 
boost neilhg^f orators nor philosophers. Indeed, we could hard¬ 
ly expoc^w city containing a thousand priestesses of Venus in a 
single temple, to have been an eminent school of moral philoso¬ 
phy. Athens had a very early poet in Tyrtmus, but he most pro- 
oably imitated the Asiatic Callinus; and, in a general -view, 
Athenian literature was late in coming to maturity. 

If we turn our attention during this period, when the Greek 
langua^ was receiving its finest polish and harmony on the other 
side of the JEgean, to the Doric states of proper Greece, we 
shall not suspect those states to have kept on a par with the 
Asiatics in poetry until the time of Pindar. It is true, that a great 
deal of Doric poetry has been lost, and that no one can pretend 
to ascertain exactly what the poetical wealth of that dialect may have 
been between the time of Aleman and Pindar. It is true also, that 
we know the names and characters of several beautiful poets who 
wrote during that interval (generally) in the Doric dialect But 
the best of those poets were not Greeks of the mother-country. J 
The most important of the Doric states, Lacedaemon, at least, was 
apparently ill calculated to be the region of poetry. Aleman, in¬ 
deed, lived and wrote in that country, and the popularity of his 

{ p-aceful and amatory strains, among a people so ruggedly dissimi- 
ar to him in genius, is a fact for which it iftiot easy to account. 
But Aleman was a Lydian, if not by birth, at least by immediate 


SONG OF HYBRIAS 'i'lIB CRETAN. 

My wealth ’s a burly spear aad brand. 
And a right good shield ofhidesuntann’d, 
Which on my arm 1 buckle; 

With these 1 plough> I reap, 1 sow, 
With these 1 make the sweet vintage flow, 
And all around me truckle. 

But your wights that take no pride to 
wield 

A massy spear and well-made shield, 
Nor joy to draw the sword: 

Oh,l bring those heartless,hapless drones, 
Down in a trice on their marrow-bones, 
To call me King and Lord. 

^ * Herodotus (i. 23.) supposes that Arion first invented and taught the dithyram- 
bic measure at Corinth. But Arion, of Dolphin memory, was an Asiatic, a native 
of that island (Lesbos) to which the head of Orpheus so obligingly floated, after it 
* was separated from the body, and preserving the organs of speech uninjured by a 
long Ma-voya|(e, delighted the people with a great many pleasant melodies, 
t Vide Meiner’s G^bichte der Wissenschaften in Griechland und Rom. p, 17. 

J Stesichorus was of Sicily-—Simonides and Bacchylides of Ceos, 


SCOLIOX—ITYBRIX CRETENSIS. 

Eri /ioi vXSroSp filya Z6 qv, koI 
Kal r6 icaXdv \ai<nf'i 0 Pf 

TeTfft 

rdp oIpov dV dforiXu, 

Tsrtj^ fivolas k(kKhhcu* ro\ Sc 

roA/iwvrcj koXoi' 

XatanpoUf 

IldvT€9 y6w ircimjdrei ifu>t Kwioprt 
Aeowdror, Kol fUyw itwy^ovri. 
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descent*; and brought with*him the softer genius of Asia^ Sparta 
invited md welcomed poets, but she intermred ^ith the scope and 
character of their son^ as rigidly as with the music that guided 
her marches into battle. Her iron institutions struck at the roots 
of some of the fine arts, and at the fruits of all of them. Her very 
liberty was a despotism over the most natural cmotioi|| and passions 
of the human breast. 

It is thus that Asiatic names so much predominate m%e lyrical 
period of poetry, which commences about the seventh century 
before the Christian flcra’f-, and exhibits the principal traits of Gre¬ 
cian genius that occur between the dates of Homer and ^schy- 
lus. For the Honicridfife’ were only a school of imitators; and 
Hesiod constituted no very high land-mark of originality. But 
when we come to the names of Callinus, Archilochus, and Sappho, 
we find them associated with the appearance of new numbers, 
and fresh passions having been infused into the form and soul 
of poetry. All the productions of the period dn which we are now 
entering, certainly could not be called lyrical; but the predomi¬ 
nant character ol' its original works was such. This was decidedly 
the musical age of Greece. True it is that Homer always speaks 
of poets as singers, and almost always mentions their songs liaving 
been accompanied by the lyre. It is certain, nevertheless, that 
Greek music was importantly improved after the Homeric age, 
aud that it must have been very imperfect during it. The primi¬ 
tive chaunt of long poetical narratives could have been but very 
rude, and the accompanying touches of the chord were, in all pro¬ 
bability, only occas|||paI. Accordingly Terpander, a bard of tliis ' 
new period, has the credit of liaving first perfected the mefodies 
to which the works of Homer were chaunted, as well as the 
stringed instrument which accompanied them. Terpander, and 
all tne great early lyrical masters, were eminent musicians, and 
thus impressed a thoroughly musical genius on Greek poetry, the 
stamp of which was transmitted to its drama, and was never 
effaced from it. Thus, though music might be said from her 
infancy to have been the associate of poetry, yet it was not until 
she h^ acquired a certain growth and degree of accomplishments 
that she became her most intimate companion. 

Before this era the old religious hymns of Greece, those ofOlen, 

* The dispute ubyut Aleman's native country is very old: we find it alluded to 
by Leonidas of Tarcutum, who wrote in the -days of the second Ef^yptian Ptolemy, 
in an epigram beginolug Tdy 'AAK/icu^a, rov dfityaioy —wbicli is ^ren 

in Brunch’s and Jacobs's Antdecta. 1 think it can scarcely be doubted that he was 
bom in Lacedaemon. Statius, in the third book of his Sylve, speaks of him as the 
“ tetricis Aleman cantatus Amyclisand that Ainyclae meant Sparta, appears from 
the Troades of Eiiripides, verse 986. But still his descent was Asiatic; and even his 
popularity in Sparta does not impugn the general jusUcc of the observation, that in 
a country the institutions of which were so rigid, there could be no free and 
flourishing school of literature. 

t If Callinus really lived at the period of the Cimmerian irruption into Asia, wa 
must assign the commencement of the lyric oera tc the 8th century B. C. 
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fbr instence, (and of Oipheus, if he ever existed) had undoubtedly 
(!onstituted a species of lyric poetry. But it was only a limited 
species, the object of which was confined to the excitement of 
religious enthusiasm; whereas the new lyrical strains appealed to 
all the passions, and embraced all the interests of life. This ^as 
also the birth-age of different kinds of composition, such as satire 
and elegj^^hich, though not strictly lyrical poetry according to 
modem ideas, yet in those times partook of its spirit and character. 
Pindar, in a lataf age, carried me Greek ode to perfection, and 
transferred the greatest glory of the lyre to proper Greece and to 
the Doric dialect. Yet if we possessed entire works of all the 
lyrists who preceded him, it is likely thm we should recognize in 
them a charm of fresh and artless feeling, ^^T^ich we should ex¬ 
change with reluctance, even for the studied magnificence of 
Pindar. And without reckoning him, they form the memory of a 
mighty dynasty. poetry extended over an interesting di¬ 

versity of themes md passions. We have the highest classical 
authority for believing that it was variously grand and beautiful. 
It was the record, to be sure, of vices as well as of virtues; but its 
spirit had freedom, and |ire, and grace. Sappho’s Love Ode is 
quoted as an instance of the sublime by Longinus, and with jus¬ 
tice, for all sensations become sublime where they amount to 
perfect transport. Both language and music were now arrived at 
a rich and varied ripeness; yet music was still young, and far 
from the artificial maturity that divides her from poetry. The 
human mind had been kindled by new circumstances, and its 
sensibilities wfere still impetuous with novclty||^’*A crisis so formed 
for lyrical excellence could hardly occur twice in the history of the 
world. 


Accordingly wc find the poetical character to have now rather 
increased than diminished in its influence over society. More 
honoured than in Homer’s age it could not well be; but it acquired 
more political importance. The Homeric poets are never described 
as interposing in the conduct of public affairs. But in the period 
on whicn we are now entering, we find Callinus quickening the pulse 
of his country’s courage, and Alcaeus defending freedom by his 
genius as well as his sword. 

What the ancients thought of those early lyrists, and how they 
felt their works, is still conspicuous in the studious imitations 
of them by their best poets*, and the glow^ing eulomes pro¬ 
nounced on them by their most masterly critics.-f* There is a 
mortifying contrast, however, between the vast admiration that 
was evidently paid to them by antiquity, and the wanty sum of 
their works that has been sparra to us by time, or, we should rather 
say, by bigots *1 and barbarians. Only twenty-one lines have been 


* gr. Horace. -f* Longinus and Quinctilian. 

t We have to thank the priests of Constantinople for having destroyed a great 
many of.the ^rark* of Anacreon and other amatory Greek poets. 
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preserved of the writings of Callinus*, the probable invrator of pen¬ 
tameter verse, and the precursor of Tyrtaeus in war elegy. The 
history of Archilochusf may well be supposed to have been ex¬ 
aggerated, but before his name could have become a by-word for 
the terrors of satire, tlic fulmihations of his resounding iaihbics 
(his ta/i/3ot) must have dazzled and electrified thehncient 

world. Yet the few lines ascribed to him, which h&yQ been 
preserved (too few and too casually gleaned to give Us an insight 
into any writer’s character) happen to exprcgs^ rather a firmly 
suffering than a savage spirit, and are certainly hot like fragments 
of works of genius, that were meant to drive his enemies to de¬ 
spair. Still scantier are &e relics of Aleman, who is constantly 
spoken of as a graceful amatory poet, and distinguished among 
the masters of the lyre by the epithet delicious (yXi/Kvc) by an 
epigrammatist evidently acc^uainted with his works. J A scrap 

-^-—- 1 ^ - 

* I hare named Calllaus first in the series of poets after Hesiod, on the autho¬ 
rity of Strabo, who supposes him ea^cr thaih Archilochus, and quotes a line from 
him (CalUnus), alluding to the Cimmerian irruption into Asia, which apparently fixes 
his date at the A'cry beginning of the Olympiads. I refer the reader (unwilling to 
trouble him with chronological discussions) to Chauffepie’s continuation of Bayle'^ 
Dictionary (article Callinus), Nor, though Athenseus is somewhat at variance with 
Strabo respecting the date ^ this poet, shall 1 stop lo balance their testimonies. 
The fragment of Callinus above alluded to, is given in the “ Analecta'* of Brunch 
and Jacobs, and others, and in the Poctee Miiiores ” (p. 426) of our own elegant 
scholar Gaisford. It is supposed to have been addressed by the poet to his country¬ 
men the Ephesians, when engaged in war wfth their neighbours the Magnesians. It 
can be traced to^o earlier preserver than Stobseus of the 5th Christian century, but 
1 know of no direct argument against its authenticity. Camcrariiis, a distinguislied 
luminary of the 16tli cc&djhr, thought so highly of its spirit, that he tran^ted it 
into Latin, and inserted iPin an oration which he addressed to all the powers of 
Europe, exhorting them to unite against the Turks. 

f Archilochus is put by Fabriciiis, on the authority of Herodotus (i. 12), and 
Cicero (Tusc. Quest.), as the contemporary of Gyges, and as flourishing in the 
15th Olympiad; but he is generally placed by chronologists within the 7th century 
B. C. There is an interesting, though rather credulous detail of the traditions 
respecting him in Gillies’s History of Greece. The article Archilochus in 
fiayle*8 Dictionary, in my opinion, evinces a great deal more research than 
impartiality respecting the character of this terrific old satirist. Pindar is 
quoted, to shew that be despised him as an odious dealer in detraction (2d 
Pythic.) But Pindar was a lover of the great, and might not be fair evi¬ 
dence on the subject: It is fay no means clear, however, or rather there is a 
manifest improbability, that the old poet Archilochus was pointed at in the 2d Fy- 
thic. Pindar says he had seen him j but the great lambist had been dead for ages 
before Pindar was born. He had seen him, however, he says, at a distance, 4k9s j a 
rather odd way of saying that he bad heard of a dead man. Not even Heyne’s hi^h 
authority in conjecturing, (for he only ronjectorcs) that ^xas alludes to distance of 
time, can demonstrate that there never was hut one man of the name of Archilochus 
in Greece, (the name, by the way, occurs in Homer,) or that the ArchilochuB who 
is mentioned was not Pindar’s contemporary. The story of Lycambes, who had 
refused our poet his daughter in marriage, having afterw.ards hanged himself .in 
consequence of Archilochus's satires, may sound very credi^; but one would fain 
hope that the sequel was only a piece of pathetic scandal, nfbely, that the beauty 
who had jilted the poet, and another young lady of the family, tucked themselves 
up after &cir father's example. 

t In an epigram describing the great lyric pocus, preserved in Grotios’s, and 
several other anthologies. 
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of hia verses *, which Virgil probably, imitated-f-, seems to corre¬ 
spond with this character, though, perhaps, the suavity of the 
original will be little recogniaed m traiislation:— 

V The mouptain-suTnmitB sleep, glens, cliffs, and caves, 

* Are silent—all the black earth’s reptile brood— 

The begs—the wild beasts of the mountain-wood; 

In ^pti^eneath the dark red ocean’s waves 
Itsanonsters rest, whilst wrapt in bower and spray 

bird is hush’d that stretch’d it^inions to the day.” 

Our regret for ^ loss of so much GrdiK lyric poetry may be 
fairly extended to productions of a much humbler character than 


songs marks how much this gay people J vdelighted in verse and 
vocal melody. Berides their warlsongs^ their love-songs, their 
songs for the bath 4|d for convivial parties, they had strains allot¬ 
ted to almost every dcscriptioa^of la^ur. The bakers, the reap¬ 
ers, the wool-combers, the weaversf the rowers at the oar, the 
drawers of water, the shepherds, the ploughmen, and the vine¬ 
dressers, had all their peculiar songs; so that their streets, and 
fields, and gardens, and harbours, must have constantly resounded 
with the notes of cheerful harmony. The hired servants sang 
a particular song as they went to their work §. An ingenious anti¬ 
quary has even found materials' for a treatise on the strains of their 
heggaxs 1 |. , 

^ With speculations on this last species q£ poetry, however, it 
would, of course, not be very inspiring * the imagination to 
Indulge ourselves; 1 shall, therefore, only attend to compositions 
where the peculiar beauty of Greek genius is visible, ana in the 
remainda- of my lecture, shall treat of their principd poets ante¬ 
cedent to the Attic Drama. 

To be continued. 


* alcmIn. 

*'Ev8ov(r<v Kogv^al tc xal tpa^aryytt 

^uKa TC cpircTC^ offffa r^^ci ^Xaiva ytua 
^^5 6gt<rKwol rc koI y4vo5 
Kal Kpddet\* iv 

Tlef^vgds ctAcfs* luSovtrtK B* duavwy 
^uA-a Tovvjrrc^w^wi'. 

t In Virgirs celebrated description of night in the fourth .^neidj^*' Nox erat et 
placidum carpebant," &c. 

X The hilarity of the ancient Greeks is marked in their very form of salutation. 
AVhen they greeted a neighbour, they bade him rejoice; a Roman bade him be safe, 
or strong. § Athenflcus, ziv. p, 619. 

II llgen’B Foeseos mendicoram Grsecorum specimina, &c. 
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Tub diurnal press of Gehnany has lately presented the public with 
such an account of the progress and present state of the Grecian 
insurrection as, when known, must, if correct, \produce a* very 
material alteration in the sentiments with which th^ e^ls^o^Hitruggie 
in Turkey has hitherto been regarded in this coumr^^ Our Con¬ 
tinental neighbours, especially some of the most enng^ened classes 
amongst the Germans, have been from the first all eiitnusiasm upon 
the subject of the eman^jl^tion of the Greeks, airt bitterly reproach 
the English with the apathy which it is asserted tiiey display, with 
their want of zeal for liberty, and of veneration for the name of 
Greece. These crimes, like most of those with which tbc British 
nation is so freely charged, are ascribed to its commercial spirit; and 
England is supposed b) be induced to favour the Turks, by a pro¬ 
phetic jealousy of the future navy of Independent Greece. Deep, 
indeed, \Could be our regret, ftuld we apprehend that there was any 
foundation for such charges; and although thc^otive to which they 
are attributed is so truly laughable, |^t it appears almost absurd to 
say any thing in its refutationj'^e simject itself is too serious not to 
require notice. We, therefore, beg leave to otfer to the accusers of 
our country a few words, in extenuation of this alleged lukewarm^ 
ness of sympathy for the Greeks. 

We will not pauscto dwell upon the results, or the nature of the 
recent Italian attempts at revolution, which have certainly not been 
encouraging to those who imagine, that a nation sunk in the lowest 
degradation of slavery, can at once throw off the brutifying effects 
of such a state, as the serpent his skin, and emerge bright, youthful, 
regenerated, capable jgf appreciating and rationally enjoying full and 
entire liberty,—but proceed at once to European Turkey. 

The British public may have been misled by want of information^ 
but from what has hitherto been known, there has been no reason to 
consider the point at issue any thing more than whether the Greeks 
should be slaves to the Turks, or to the Russians. !Now, we do not 
mean to deny that it might be very desirable for the Greeks to efl'cet 
a change of masters, by which they would be subjected to a nation 
professing the same religion with themselves, instead of a tribe of 
Mahometan Tartars;—who, after receiving from the oppressed Chris¬ 
tian, by way of tax or tribute, the stipulated price of a licence for 
each individual to wear—not hair-powda*, but his own head upon hit 
own shoulders for the year'hext eusuing, are, it is said, occasionally 
seized with conscientious scruples touching such compounding of 
infidelity; and when this occurs, in order to rectify their error, 
although they do not judge it requisite to return the money, they 
have recourse to hanging, impaling, and such other persuasive 
methods of conversion, as may leave the letter of the compact invio* 
late. We believe the orthodox Catholic argument by fire has never 
been adopted in that unenlightened country. But, though we allow that 
this transfer would have been a material improvement of the condition 
of the transferred, we cannot see that there was much iu the business 
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calcttttted to excite cnthusiaBm either for liberty^ or for the memoiy 
of the ancient Greeks. A general European crusade mighty indeed, 
have been thought analogous to the circumstance of the actual 

? )pres8ion and wholesale murder of our fellow Christians by the 
urka, and it would, perhaps, have been the most reasonable crusade 
that ever was undertaken. But with respect to this country, when 
the enormous preponderance of Russia in Europe, (to say nothing of 
the Czar's la^ increase of power, as well as of iufiuence in Asia, and 
of the corme^ent possible danger to the British empire in India) is 
considered, It is .jg^Hy expecting from England a degree of disinte¬ 
restedness more usually found in romance than in ordinary life, to 
require that she should be very zealous in promoting and effecting 
such trani^r. 

Butjf we may credit the statement of the Allgemeine Zeitung^ this 
view of the condition and prospects of the modern inhabitants of 
Athens and Sparta was wholly founded in error. The question 
actually is, whether Greece shall or^all not once more exist as a 
free state, whether ae Greeks do or do not possess resolution and 
resources sufficient to accomplhih their own emancipation, the expul¬ 
sion of their oppressors, and the estalblishment of their countiy's 
independence, if not absolutely unassisted, at least with no more aid 
than they may reasonably hope to derive from private and voluntary 
contributions and auxiliaries. 

m 

The Grecian navy, we are here told, consists of one hundred and 
fifty vessels mounting from fifteen to thirty-five guns, and of six 
hundred and fifty smaller craft. These vessels are almost entirely 
private property, and belong chiefly to wealthy merchants, established 
ID the three small islands of Hydria, Spezia, and Psara. This navy 
has no admiral; it is commanded, as it is forgied, in common; the 
authority exercised by the different proprietors and their deputies, 
being proportionate to the amount of the respective contributions. 
Does not this description recal to the reader's mind, the composition 
of the Grecian fleet that gained the battle of Salainis, and the ten- 
day-about generals, who led the Athenian troops to Marathon? Be 
that as it may, this navy, so collected and so conducted, has re¬ 
peatedly defeated its antagonists, and is now, divided into four fleets, 
occupied in blockading the ports td^^which the discomfited Turkish 
ships have retired. This account is, it must be confessed, rather 
startling, from its extreme opposition to all our preconceived ideas; 
yet it may receive some confirmation, making due allowance for 
friendly exaggeration, from the information which has of late years 
been communicated by several intelligent travellers respecting the 
Grecian islands, whose condition has always been very different from 
that of the main land* In fact, it appears that the Turks have no 
insular propensities, and have therefore given themselves little concern 
about the Archipelago, beyond imposing and receiving tribute. The 
consequence of this fortunate indifference has been the superiority, in 
every respect, of the Greeks of the islands over their brethren the 
continent. Not that it is meant to be insinuated, that even they bear 
any apparent traces of their relationship to their renowned predeces¬ 
sors, hut they have long enjoyed a commercial prosperity, and an 
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individual secarity and comfort^ very beneficial to the human cha¬ 
racter, and wholly unknown to the slave under the immediate eye of 
a master* ^ 

The land forces of the Greeks, we learn from the sanse authprity^ 
are also divided into four corps d'armie of from twenty to forty^oa»- 
sand men each, stationed in, and at present almost undisputediy docu- 
pyiug the Peloponnesus, ^tolia, and Thessaly, and,^ in conjunc&a 
with Ali Pasha, Epirus. The province of Thessaly is represented as 
being, from its geographical position, a point of the highest impor¬ 
tance; and since it has been cleared from the Turi^, the influence of 
the leaders who hold it, amongst whom we observe a modern Odys¬ 
seus, has induced the neighbouring prpyince of Macedonia to declare 
in favour of freedom. 

But a piece of intelligence which, if correct, is still morc^impor- 
tant than the numbers under arms, is, that the p|^sent insurrec*^. 
tion had been long premeditated and organized, although the moment 
of its breaking out seems to hdve been determined, and probably was 
precipitated, by tlie attack made upon Ali Paa|m by the Porte. We 
are told of a regular association previously instituted for the purpose 
of liberating Greece, called the Heta^ria, though the date of its es¬ 
tablishment is not mentioned, which directs and governs the proceed¬ 
ings of the leading men, or Kapitanys. 

To explain the nature of these Kapitanys, and the constitution of 
the Grecian land forces, we must recur to the period of the Ottoman 
conquests. The mountainous districts of the country appear never to 
have been thought by the Turks worth the trouble of subduing ; they 
were satisfied with securing the possession of the towns and plains. 
Naturally, all such Greeks as still valued their liberty withdrew to the 
mountains, where thfy arranged themselves in bands under regu¬ 
lar leaders, named Kapitanys: they have continued in that form ey» 
since, subsisting .chiefly by plunder; but we are assured that the 
Turks alone are exposed to their depredations, whilst they scrupulously 
abstain from robbing a Christian. The Pashas have found it most con¬ 
venient to make terms with these Kapitanys; and in consideration of 
their nominal submission to the Porte, give them pay and provisions, 
committing to their superintendence districts designated by the term 
Armatolion. 4 

Whe^n the celebrated Ali first sought to make himself independent 
of the Porte, he courted the Kapitanys, and induced many of theii^ 
with their bands, to enter his servios. When he thought himself 
suflScieutly strong, he began to assassinate the chiefs. The bands of 
his victims, and the surviving Kapitanys, were ofiended, and left him 
in anger. Accordingly, when the Porte last year sent an army to 
put down Ali, they very naturally lent a willing ear to the ^tomaa 
general’s invitation to join him against the common enemy, Ali« They 
did so join; and, in fact, formed the principal strength of the Gniiiia 
Seignior’s forces. But Turkish insolence and Mahometan iptole- 
ranee did not permit this alliance to last. The Kapitanys were in¬ 
sulted, and one of their number was detained as a prisoner upon some 
old complaiiit. The other leaders, in high indignation, were about to 
rescue their comrade by force ; but here the Hetseria interposed, and 



446 


Grtec9. 


4 


refttramed tbcir violence, by an assurance that precipitate measures 
would rain all their well-founded hopes. The Kapitanys submitted 
to this re^resentation, purchased the release of their friend by a pe- 
caniary saeritice, and then one and all left the Turkish camp, retiring 
with their troops to the mountains. AH, who had been driven in 
great distress into Joannina, now found himself again able to cope 
with his enemies. He once more entered into negociation with the 
Kapitanys. Common interest prevailed over former resentment; they 
accepted bis overtures, he supplied them with money and arms, and 
the insurrection Ift^an. 

Ali remains at Jbannina, and is at present a firm ally of the Greeks. 
His steady adherence to iheir^use is said to be ensured by the influ¬ 
ence of his favourite Grecian UNe, Basiiissa. Were this the only tie, 
did the durability of the alliance depend solely upon the conjugal 
affectiji^«—the constant attachment of such a personage as Ali, we 
should not ex^ct much advantage from it; but the (jreeks have a 
better hold upon their confederate. Whilst the Porte continues formi¬ 
dable, care for his own safety must secure his co-operation. 

All this sounds most encouragingly, and if we may believe the whole, 
or even one half—a half is the proportion of evil report pronounced 
in the '' School for Scandal’* to be worthy of credit, and surely we are 
not to suppose that the exaggerations of kindness exceed those of 
malignity—if then, according to tliis canon of criticism, we are justi¬ 
fied ill believing half the foregoing statement, we may indulge hopes of 
the success of the Greeks, without incurring more ridicule than was 
heaped upon those who augured well of the eflforts of the universal 
Spanish nationfur, if we cannot deny that the Greeks were in even 
a lower class of humanity than the Spaniards, it must be admitted, 
on the other baud, that the Grand Seignior is a somewhat ditferent 
adversary from Bonaparte. And if there really does exist a rational 
hope of seernf Greece restored to the condition of an independent 
state, can there be found, within the limits of cultivated Europe, a 
bosom so cold, so dead to every generous, as well as to every classi¬ 
cal recollection, that it does not glow with delight-at the mere idea? 
With respect to Englaid, she has already shewn, in the cause of 
Spain, of what enthusiasm she is capable, in behalf of a people gal¬ 
lantly struggling against overwhelmi^ force. And can she be indif¬ 
ferent towards Greece J—Greece, whose very name, in addition to 
all the sympathies calfed forth by Spain, awwes the tenderest senti¬ 
ments of religion for martyredf Christians, together with every ardent 
feeling of boyhood for the country of Leonidas, a Coilrus, an Achil¬ 
les, an Alexander, and of maturer years for the birth-place of Homer, 
Sophocles, Socrates, Xenophon, Demosthenes. 

Illustrious names come thronging rather upon the heart than upon 
the memory, from which it is painful to select, and whose numbers 
would overflow these pages,. And yet, for what better should they be 
Tqierv4^*^ What can we hope to say that may arouse the soul which 
the bm euumeration oT such names can leave unmoved ? The thought 
would be sacrilege, and we will lay aside the pen with this single ob- 
sesrmtion, most probably to resume it again ere long, on the same 
subject. 
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LETTER IV. 

THE artists’ letter-box. 

Mm Lucy Paterson to Mr. J — —. 

Oh ! my dear Mr. J—you are the sweetest man! I do^ot 
compliment you, in the least, when I say that I had rather have one 
of your miniatures than five Cartoons from Hampton Court Pa¬ 
lace. Raphael might have been all very well in his day; but this 
I will say, a party of us went to the Toy at Hampton Court last 
Sunday, and, notwithstanding all that Mir. Holloway may say to 
the contrary, I myself have no grelt opinion of Raphael. Por 
instance, there are three great brawny men leaning over the edge 
of a boat no bigger than a balhing-tub. Harry Marmoset knows^ 
something of boats ; he belongs to the Funny Club: and he teUs 
me, upon his honour, that he and J^fck Juniper were in a boat a 
great deal bigger than that; that Jack dropped Ills white hat 
(»ver1)oard, oil* Isleworth; and that, when they both leant over 
the bow to reach it, llie boat upset, and they were regularly 
eapsized.*^ So much for Raphael as a painter! Then again, he 
daubs such a set of giants, that all the lines in their faces look like 
so much cordage. How different, my dear Sir, is your elegant 
department of the art! Such a sliding over of natural defects till 
they even pass for beauties! Such a melting down of sujicrfluous 
fat! Such a shaving of shoulder-bones! Such a reform in the 
upper house! Such an abolition of all superfluous wrinklosl 
wliat is Lawson’s depilatory to the hair-pencil of divine Mr. 

J — — ? There’s Mrs. Hunch, with a back like Bonassus! 
if you have not made her as slim as a swan ! Then, to say the 
truth, there arc my own collar-bones, standing out, under my chin, 
like the cross-bones over the church-door of St. Peter le Poor; 
you have totally enveloped them in a soft skin of a dazzling white¬ 
ness. Where now are the couple of gooseberries, as that rude 
boy, my brother George, uscd4t> denomiuate my eyes.'’—changed 
to two orbs of blue, floating in liquid Are! 14|on't wonder tliat you 
have more business than you can get through Vitb. You are quit(» 
right —painters should not speak their minds, any more than 
poets. It’s all very well in a family-jwrty; but at Somerset- 
house people’s faces should be upon their best behaviour. How 
ingeniously have you got over that ocular indecision of min^ 
which my friends call an agreeable squint, although I suspect my 
enemies of making the adjective one s;^llablc lunger. My elbow 
too, leaning upon a marble pedestal,whiter than the driven 
snow; Nature, I am sorry to say, has given it tlie hue of the red 
snow at the North Pole. A blue moroccq bound book hangs 
n^ligendy in my taper Angers, indorsed Psyche, by Mrs. 
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Pray who w Ptyche P It’s^ very uglv-looking word: I 
would not attempt to proaounce it for the best oounet in the Soho 
bazaar.' I suppose it is somebody or something of Lord B 3 rron's. 
Have you read his three last cantos of Don Juan ? I have: but 
don't mendoh it to Harry Marmoset; I promised him that I 
w<nild not.* I don’t think them so good as the two first; when I 
say not so good, I mean not so bad: for they say that ^e good¬ 
ness of Lord Byron depmids upon his badness. The fact is, I 
read very littl|.; because, when 1 do read, I have cmitracted a 
habit of muttenng the words, and of running my head backwards 
and forwards'' along t||c4ines. Nobody ever told me of it, till 
that rude boy George mientipned it yesterday. I Vas reading the 
Poet Laureat's Vision of Judgment, and the lines were so very 
long,^ that George told me my nose swung like a pendulum. I 
don’t mean to go on with it, till Southey shortens the lines. At all 
events I shall wait for the octavo edition. But to return to the 
miniature. Harry Marmoset tells me that you are doing his also. 
How interestinif! Pray do make haste, my dear Mr. J. and finish 
us both in time for the Exhibition. Harry knows a stationer in Fet¬ 
ter-lane who sells India-rubber to one of the hanging a)mmittee. 
Harry means to make interest with him, to get the two miniatures 
hung, answering one another, tite-a-tite, “ like King William and 
his Queen," as some great poet sings. This will be pure! Our 
attitudes have been studied to produce that effect. He leers over 
his left shoulder; I sigh over my right. Quite in the Novel line— 
** Their eyes accidentdly met; his looked unutterable things; her's 
dropped down, while a blush suffused her lovely cheek." Oh! 
p'hat shall I do to pass the time till the Exhibition opens P We 
mean to go # party on the very first day. Sir Hildebrand Horn¬ 
sey, from Doctors’ Commons, that's one; his second daughter, 
Geolia, that's two; Jack Juniper, of Liquoi^nd-street, that's 
three; Sally and Jane Tick, from Hoxton-square, that’s five, 
^oor Elizabeth won’*? b* able to go; a monkey at Bartholomew 
ftur has nibbled oft' the tip of her little finger. Stay! where was 
I?—oh, five! Well, tlien there’^myself, six; and my brother 
..^Gleoi^, seven— a^ice snug little hackney-coach party. We 
■mean to go up at once to the miniature-room, without wait¬ 
ing below to ioe!k'*^Bie statues. Indeed I don’t think it proper. 
I wonder they don’t dress them. There should be a me^ng of 
auxiliaiy ladies in the Egyptian Hall, to subscribe for flar^l and 
broad-cloth. I 'll speak to papa, to speak to Mrs. Fry, to speak to 
the Lord Mayor. Well, then, we snail elbow our way up to the 
two ininiati|res;*and if||hey do but look in Somerset-house as 
they look in^rith-street^veiy body will set it down for a matih ; 
and then papa mtut give his consent. Oh dear! dear i wheii 
will the Exhibition dpenI 

_ * , ■ * 
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t 

If, when the robin warbles from her bough 
The latest accents of adoring love. 

To yon fair star that gilds the twilight trees. 

Thou canst not give a moral to her song ; 

If, when the moon sheds her still sober light 
Upon this water, and deludes the eye 
With show of n^ottoD, there is in thy heart 
No pulse of pleasure hence, for ever hence, 

Oh, shun this bank ! it is the Poet’s haunt!”—A nstkr. 

I HAVE heard and read of many great names, have worshipped 
and envied them; yet it must be owrted, with more feelings of 
selfishness and ambition, than of admiration and regard. States^ 
men and scholars, in fortune and in adversity, in trying and in 
eminent stations of life, have passed in the mirror of history be¬ 
fore me; they have excited much emulation, but little tenderness. 
The memory of a man of the world, however renowned he may 
have been, is a mere abstraction, associated with and events 

as unsubstantial and invisible, when once over, as the nam^s to 
whicli they are altaelied. The author of this law, or of that 
theory, has no farther grasp on our sympathies, than as we are 
acquainted with the scope and matter of these ideal productions. 
And even then, dicy act so generally, and on such multitudes, 
that we feel bound but to bestow on them a mite of consideration. 
Beal fame or existence in the thoughts of posterity is not meted 
in proportion to superiority of genius or exertion, but by the asso¬ 
ciations which call up and hallow a name;—“ the local Imbiiaiion 
and the is every thing, and this is acquired by chance 

much as by merit. • 

The paramount association is cerUunly that of having been at* 
tached to a particular and exclutive spot of earth. Over field and 
forest, and the beauties of landscape, we seek for a name to join 
with tiiem—we look for the ffcnivs hei^ the genius of the place; 
and there is a void in the prospect, a vacuity in the contempla¬ 
tion, when we cannot conjure tip some proud title of ancient race, 
or earned renown, to be the animating spirit of the scene. We 
experience a contrary wish, yet cenroborative same principle, 
over the pages of history or memoir—the iliMqdq presented to 
us, and we must conjure up the scenes they have mingled in. But 
here Ae just course is inverted—too much is requireu of the imftr 
gination, whose province, in bestowing real pleasure, is more to 
embellish than to create. 

It is this want of link with the soil, of attachment to a particular 
spot, which gives the life of a metropolitan that ideal insignificance 
so happily embodied in the term Cockney. From having a vil- 
lage, A mountain, or a desert for a dwelling or birth-place, we may 
derive some pride: whatever honours they bestow, few lay claim 
to;—but what honour is to be drawn from being one of ten mil- 
voL. ir. NO. XI. 2 I ' 
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lions, except, inde^, the vaunt be' addressed to foreigners ? 
What native of London can enter that city with the same endear¬ 
ing recollections with which the native of the village revisits his 
long-^absent home, or apostrophize his gloomy mansion in the 
Mindries or Strand with 

Hail! yc blest haunts of my childhood, 

The lawns and the bowers that 1 loved ?” 

Yet in the possession of all the real associations that adorn and 
dignify life, the inhabitant of our great metropolis yields to none. 
Not only with wealth aad^^power, with universal munificence and 
philanthropy, does his name stand united; but he can shew on the 
same roll of nativity with himself, the names of genius of every 
cast and in every station—poets, philosophers, and statesmen, the 
beings who most embellished, and instructed, and benefited the 
world. 

But in the matter of glory and such feelings, great towns re¬ 
semble the old f^)le of the lion’s den—they take, but they never 
repay; they absorb all the honour of producing and possessing 
so much greatness, yet they shed little lustre on their less enynent 
inhabitants. They even narrow the glory of their most renowned 
names; they circumscribe the shrine of genius, and confine it to 
the petty circumference of a tablet or a tomb. What an unplea¬ 
sant mixture of feeling does our Poet’s Comer excite,—as if the 
mighty spirits of our country were bottled up and strung against 
a wall I Each must keep Avithin his oAvn square foot of marble, and 
make no more than his share of impression on the beholder. How 
different are^fhe sentiments excited by the poet’s resting-place 
upon the Avon! Shakspeare is the animating spirit of the place; 
his image seems stamped on the aspect of each old brick house,— 
is seen mirrored in his own beautiful stream, and stirring in the 
lofty elms that overshade its banks. 

Above all poets Ghildsmith was least qualified to have been the 
inhabitant of a great city, and to become identified with it. He 
Should have dwelt iti^.the rural scenes which he has so beautifully 
'^ioscribed, and his peach-coloured coat at the village 

church. But fortune has handed him down to us, mis¬ 

placed by the side of that giant of words—Johnson, held up 
merely as a foil to him—an object of laughter and pity. ^ And 
although the situation shews his simplicity of genius and heart in 
the strongest and most amiable light, yet it is painful to contem¬ 
plate the poet of “ The Hermit” m poor Golay in the pages of 
Boswell. efntaph td6 in Westminster Abbey, beautiful as it 
is, is false in the chief point—‘the place of his birth. He was not 
born at Femes or Pallas, according to the monument, but 9t £1- 
phin, in the county of Roscommon. But it is not at his birth¬ 
place or his tomb that the name of the poet is held most sacred. 
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His memory found, Pdaresay, a more grateful shrine, in a 
country where he long resided with his bromer—^which he fre¬ 
quently mentions in iiis works with affection and regret, apd from 
whence, it is more than probable, he took the scene pf his 
“ Deserted Village.^ 

About three miles from Ballymahon, a very central town in the 
sister-kingdom, is the mansion and village of Auburn, so colled 
by their present possessor, Captmn Hogan. Through the taste 
and improvement of this gentleman, it is now a beautiful spot, 
although, some fifteen years since, it presented a very bare and 
unpoetical aspect. This, however, was owing to a cause which 
serves strongly to corroborate the assertion, that Goldsmith had 
this scene in view when he wrote his poem. The then possessor. 
General Napier, turned all his tenants out of their farms, that he 
might enclose them in his own private domain. Littleton, the 
mansion of the General, stands not far off, a complete emblem of 
the desolating spirit lamented by the poet,—dilapidated, and con¬ 
verted into a barrack. 

The chief object of attraction is Lishoy, once the parsonage- 
house of Henry Goldsmith, that brother to whom the poet dmi- 
cated his Traveller,’’ and who is represented as the village- 
pastor, 

“ Passing rich on forty pounds a year," 

When I was in the country, the lower chambers were inhabited 
by pigs and sheep, and the drawing-rooms by oats. Captain 
Ilogan, however, has, I-believe, got it since into his possession, 
and has, of course, improved its condition. 

Though at first strongly inclined to dispute Ihe identity of' 
Auburn, Lishoy-house overcame my scruples. As I clambered 
over the rotten gate, and crossed the grass-grown lawn or court, 
the tide of association became too strong ^for casuistry: here the 
poet dwelt and wrote, and here his tlioughts fondly recurred, 
when composing his Traveller,” in a foreign land. Yonder was 
the decent church, that literally ** topped the neighbouring hill.” 
Before me lay the little hill of Knockrue, on which he declares* in 
one of his letters, he had rather sit with a book in liand, than 
mingle in the proudest assemblies. And, above all, startlh^ly 
true, beneath my feet was 

-** Yonder copse, where once the garden smil’d, m.^ 

And still where many a garden flower grows wild.” 

A painting from the life could not be more exact. The stubbotti 
currant-bush lifts its head above the rank grass, and die proud 
hollyhock flaunts where its sisters of the flower-knot are no 
more. 

In the middle of the village stands the old “ hawthorn tree,” 
built up with masoniT, to distinguish and preserve it; it is old 
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and 8tnnted» and suffers much from Ihc depredations of post- 
chaise travellers, who generally stop to procure a twig. Oppomte 
to it is the villa^ ale-house, over the door of which swings The 
Three Jolly PigeoDsJ” Witliin, every thing is arranged according 
to the letter: * 

** The white-wash’d wall, the nicely sanded floor, 

The varnish'd clock, that click'd behind the door: 

The chest contrived a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day; 

The pictures placed for ornament and use. 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose,” &c. 

Captiun Hogan, I have heard, found great difficulty in obtmning 
“ the twelve good rules,” but at length purchased them at some 
London book-stall, to adorn the white-washed parlour of the 
“ I'hree Jolly Pigeons.” However laudable this may be, notliing 
sliook my faith in the reality of Auburn so much as this exact¬ 
ness, which hod the disagreeable air of being got up fbr the 
occasion. 

The last object of pilgrimage is the quondam habitation of the 
schoolmaster, 

“ There in his noisy mansion skdl’d to rule.” 

It is surrounded witli fragrant proofs of its identity in 

“ The blossom’d furze, unprofitably gay.” 

Here is to be seen the chair of the poet, which fell into the 
hands of its present possessors at the wreck of the parsonage- 
house ; they nave frequently refused large offers of purchase; but 
more, I dare say, for the sake of drawing contributions from the 
curious, than from any reverence for the bard. The chair is of 
oak, with back and seat of cane, which precluded all hopes of a 
secret drawer, like that lately discovered in Gay's. There is no 
fear of its being worn out by the devout earnestness of sitters—a 
wear-and-tear that Geoffrey Cr^on so humorously describes—as 
the cocks and hens have usurped undisputed possession of it, and 
protest most clamorously against all attempts to get it cleansed, 
or to scat oneself. 

The controversy concerning the identity of this Auburn was 
formerly a standing theme of discussion among the learned of the 
neighipourhood, but since the pros and cons have been all ascer¬ 
tained, the argument has died away. Its abettors plead the 
singular agreement between the local history of tlie place and tiie 
A wum of the poem, and tlie exactness with which the scenery of 
the one answers to the description of tlie other. To this is op¬ 
posed the mention of the nightingale— 

“ And fill’d each pause the nightingale had made— 
there being no mch bird in the island. The objection is slighted 
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on the other hand, by coopering the passage aa a ^re poetic 
licence: beside^ say they, <f;the robin is the Iriidi nightin^e." 
And if it he hinted, how unlikely it was tha|^ Goldsmith should 
have laid tlie scene in a place from which h^ ^jfl as and had been so 
lone absent, the rejoinder is always, Fra^p^, was Milton in 
hell when he built Pandemonium ?” 

The line is naturally drawn between;—there can be no doubt 
that the poet intended England by 

-“ the land to hast’ning ills a prey, 

Where vxalth accumulates, and men decay.” 

But it is very natural to suppose, that at the same time his imagi> 
nation had in view the scenes of his youth, which gives such 
strong features of resemblance to the picture.* li. 

'd .- — — - 


TO VGO FOSCOLO. 

Her last convulsive stru^les gasp’d away. 

In utter helplessness Italia lay; 

Shiver’d th’ Imperial crown once graced her head—- 
Her brighter ringlets in the dust were spread ; 

And yet she look’d more royally in deaths 
Than all those living pageants, whom a breath 
Elates to strut their nour upon the scene. 

Then fade away—-as they had never been. 

Though priest and Levite pass’d unheeding by. 

And left ner pallid loveliness to die. 

Despoil’d—dethroned—disgraced, but still adored. 

Still with intense and hallow’d thoughts deplored. 

She lay not on the earth like one forgot. 

The light of love shone round the sacred spot. 

And, coldly pale, her beauties still inspire 
Hearts of high pulse, and eyes of glorious fire: 

The lords of elocmence, and sons of song. 

With duteous, filial care, around her throng. 

Such are the souls, who in the grasp of fate, 

Will to themselves a rising hope create. 

Her long—long trance they view’d without despair. 

Gazed with fix’d sight, and felt that life was there, 

With clouds of incense purified the breeze. 

Raised sweetest melodies by slow degrees. 

Whisper’d the thrilling voice that wakes the dead. 

Chafed her white han^, and raised her graceful head ; 

Till, at the last, a trembling light they spy 
Dawn on her cheek, and gnsten in her eye.— 

Oh thou! by purest zeal distinguish’d there. 

How thrill’d thy bosom } Poscolo! declare. 

That future ages may thy transport share. 

Marches, \S2U 

» — ■ ■ H I ■ I. - . I . , , I !■ , I I . I.. ■ ■—»■■■ I I il - lii I. I I I 

* There was held last year, for the first time, a mecting^d dinner in lionoor of 
Goldsmith at Bollymahon, for the purpose of raising a subscription towards a mu- 
moriaL I have not yet heard what progress it has made. 
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ON HAT9. 

Wha(» man ! pull your hat upon your brows.”— Shakspearb, 

To begin firstc w||H|Helr hattes, Somotymes thei use them shnrpe on the 
crouuc, pearking up^Hp^he spere or sbafte of a stceplcy standing a quarter of a 
yarde above the croupe of their hcades; some more, some lease, as please the 
phantasies of their inconstant mindes, Othersome be flat and broad in the croune, 
like the batUementes of a house.”— Philip Stuebes. 

A HAT is the symbol and characteristic of its wearer. It is a 
siOT and token of his avocation, habits, and opinions—the creature 
of his phantasy. Minerva-like, it bursts forth in full maturity 
from his brain. It often serves as a beacon to the wary against 
lewdness, extravagance, pride, cold-heartedness, and vulgarity; 
vain pomp and parade, unblushing impudence, affectec^ngularity, 
and many other of the ruling passions, may be detecteo^y its form 
and fashion. One may ascertain whether a man is whimsical, gro¬ 
tesque, unnaturally gross, rigidly chaste, or venially flexible in 
his l^te, by this infallible test. Much may be deduced too from 
hi which it is worn. One man entombs his pericranium 
in «|^caver; another sets it so lightly and delicately on, that it 
seems to be ever “ straining upon tlie start,'’ and, like “the sweet 
p(?a, tm tip-toe for a flight.’* 

What an infinity of associations arc linked and cmlx)dicd with 
the different styles and fashion of the head-covering ! The monk’s 
cowl, the turban, the mitre, and the helmet, would each furnish 
diemes innumerable for dissertation and reflection. One might 
even descant with advantage on the humble mariner’s cap. 

I encountered a hat yesterday which I had long deemed obso¬ 
lete ; it reminded me of quaint garbs, and the republican names of 
Cromwell, Fmrfax, Ireton, Bradshaw, Blake witli his well-curled 
mustachios, and the fai--famed battle of Marston-Moor. Henri 
Quatre with his particular face and half-closed eyes, the fair 
Gabrielle, the princely Mary de Medicis, tlie fierce leaguers, and 
the desperate fanatic Uavillac, float along with the upturned brim, 
shadowing plumes, and strange fashion of their time. The 
Spanish hat breathes of soft serenades, and the tinkling guitarra, 
with its delicate voice stealing into the dark-eyed sleeping lady’s 
dream of love, revelling for a moment with all her fanciful and 
warm ideas, and then gently, and by degrees, awakening her to 
reailbs, just as her lover’s voice blends gently in, and seduces her 
to the flowcr-encircled casement by some ma^c rhymes of beauty, 
love, and constancy eternal. The formal beaver reminds me of 
cold, voiceless meetings, habitual gravity, William Penn, and 
the primitive imfliaciilates. An opera-hat is associated mth de¬ 
licious caincos, cau de mille JlcuTSy eloquent dancing, passionate 
music, and a tiara of living beauty, with bright eyes and beaming 
brows, sparkling about in delightful exuberance. The small, elc- 
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gant white chapeau, with its broad band, polished steel clasp,^and 
Buttering plumes, speaks tb me always of gallant maidens, mounted 
on slender palfreys, and fantastically gamboling over dewy swards 
richly begemmed with gay smiling margar%s, and the deep 
grean circles formed by ‘‘ the light-foot^Jjays,” The most 
pathetic inanimate object I ever beheld was^l^gay white beaver 
of a lively and high-spirited ^rl, floating in a; calm and delusive 
stream over its drowned mistress; it was a beacon which none 
could mistake—a fleeting monument, that spoke more directly to 
the heart than perdurable marble or erudite inscriptions. 

Every many’s hat is a cast of his head, and is strongly tinctured 
with his habits and prejudices. We may discover as great a 
variety in hats as in men. There is your hat bellicose, flaunting, 
and soldierly, that seems to court applause, and your tame, 
pusillanimous, and meekly covering, without shape or feature, 
emollient, pliable, and unresisting as wax; your technical dot- 
and-carry-onc companion to the ledger, and your little, pert, 
upstart, whipper-snapper chapeau. There is your hat clerical, 
devout, orthodox, and sanctified ; your brazen-looking, up-ti;fi|^ 
symliol of arrogant stupidity; your demure, obtuse, and iiiflj^G|b3e 
receptacle of a quaker’s caput, whose elaborate brim is 
chief insignia of the sect; and the incomparable and supiraitive 
aristocrat, that graces a noble buck’s brows, and utterW defies 
criticism. There is also your deformed, mis-shapen, unordisdb^ 
hat, Benedictine and matrimonial, with its ‘‘knotty and combined 
locksand your steady, sober, bachelorly nap-lacking hat, ever¬ 
lasting anti immortal, whose olden fashion and antique hue prove 
it to have enjoyed its present situation since its now-wriuklcd 
possessor first entered the East Imlia House as a stylish junior 
clerk. There is, besides, your majestical hat of capacity and 
dominion, and your hat subaltern and unaspiring; your profound, 
bronze-coloured, overbearing Johnsonian, and your prying, in¬ 
quisitive, jealous, and “ unsatisfied imp;” your infirm, dderly 
beaver, and your lusty, coarse, dog’s-hair agriculturist, wifo ite 
corollary of documents; your hat morose, sullen, and forbidding, 
with its never-failing accompaniment of an octagon face, scowling 
eyes, and clenched lips, and your gay, honest, graceful, but 
negligent harbinger of vivacity and good-humour; your insinua¬ 
ting, silky-smiling cap of salutation and complacency, which 
oftener graces its wearer’s hand than Iiis head, and the supercilious, 
haughty noli me iangere; your money-getting Mosaic ll^uch, 
and your worn-out, half-naked, and ruined silk hat, in its last 
stage of existence, still “ smiling at grief,” and striving to keep up 
appearances. 

The catalogue is indefinite; but I shalli^ content myself, at 
present, with naming two or three others only: the delectably 
light straw Creolian, with its shady and efficient panoply, crowning 
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, a maj^stcrial, o^notonous and mahogany visage, stron^ 

ioip^eguat^ with molasses, Jamaica rum, ana bitter ali^it 
l^tical vagary, with its infinite and inexplicable bends, contor¬ 
tions, freaks, and undulations (the maker would not know his own 
handy work in its Resent state of uncivilization and absurdity; 
it always inclinea!^QISti^ to fancy that the bearer has lately beei?“ in 
a fine frenzy rolmg ;”)—and the obdurate, hard-brimmed, and 
frost-bitten hat of anti-sociality, under which a "sharp, thin, satiri¬ 
cal, Md calumniating nose juts out, with its prolong^ extremity 
beetling over a venomous adder's nest-looking mouth, and a chin 
that alW^ther repels communion. 

I shall never forget the reverence and awe with wliich the 

scholars at - school were wont to inspect the hat of our 

head-master. “ I shall not look upon its like again." It was 
large and expansive, encrusted with powder and the I||u:ned dust 
of many a year. It was hallowed by recollections of^mperative 
frowns, grave lectures, and profound disaulsitions on the Greek 
and Roman tongues. It would have been aeemed akin to sacrilege 
to ^ch it irreverently. He often left it in the most conspicuous 
pari:fP£lhe room, to preserve order in his absence. No one could 

who beheld his hat; they were so m’xed up and 
aina^^ated together, that the hat was a component, and almost 
essentii^ part of the man. It looked dominant, impressive, and 
gubernatorial. A. 


CONVEKSATION. 

Ut ventum ad ccenam cst, dicenda, tacenda locutus.— Hor. Epist. i. 7. 

If speakiug, why a vane blown with all winds ; 

If silent, why a block moved with none. 

Much Ado about NortiiifG. 

Th|SB are the opposite imputations, Mr. Editor, tlirown on him 
who Swks to shine by his own conversation, and him who is content 
ta profit by that of others. In social life there is no one we envy more 
than him who entertains or instructs the convivial party by wit or 
knowledge. On a first view this appears a very attainable advantage. 
Where all are disposed to be merry, it would not be thought difficult 
to divert; and he who communicates knowledge would seldom, one 
would think, fail in attracting respect, however he might in exciting 
attention. “ Oh it is much,” says Falstaff, " that a lie with a slight 
oath, and a jest with a sad brow, will do with*a fellow that never had 
the ache in his shoulders.” But on closer inspection, it is found that 
the character of an entertaining companion is not to be earned so 
easily. The success of the few who do succeed, will often be seen to 
result from their stat^ and fortune; for, as the Vicar of Wakefield 
says, ** the jokes of rae rich are ever successfulwhile on the other 
hand, so much depends on the nature of the recipient, the party 
whom the talker struggles to amuse, that bis prosperity will frequently 
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depend on chance. Perhaps I cannot better ilhiatrate 1115 sense of thd 
difficulty he has contend with who aims at the character of an 
amusing companion, than by detailing the different efforts I have 
fruitlessly made to attain it. 

Never mind my education: that has not necessarily much to do 
with it; for how often do we see a shallow ignorant f«^w succeed in 
setting the table in a roar. But my parentage and prospects have; 
for none has so little clfance of pleasing as he who must live by doing 
it. Suffice it to say, that I was bom a gentleman, and enjoy a small 
independence. 

I remember soon after I was left to follow my own way, which I 
decided should be the law, I met at dinner at the bouse of a cousin 
mine of that profession, one of his friends who was the life of the 
party, and whom, in fact, the others, students of the law, had been 
invited to meet. His style was quoting^ for succeeding in which he 
was excellently^ualified by a retentive memory and a copious collec¬ 
tion of sentences from EDglish, Latin, and even Greek poets. What¬ 
ever happened, whatever was said, he had some quotation at hand, 
which either delighted by its appositeness, or astonished by its eru^- 
dition: the latter seemed to be roost his object; and perhaps In 
relating his success in the former, 1 ought not to omit that he was heir 
to a wealthy baronet, to whose property he unexpectedly succeeded 
from the baronet being childless. 

This man's success, from whatever causes derived, filled mewithi^Mn 
irrepressible desire to follovr his system. I rummaged Virgil, Horace, 
Ovid, and other writers, to look for passages to be appositely applied, 
which I copied into a common place-book, that soon contained a col¬ 
lection infinitely exceeding all the dictionaries of quotations" that 
ever were published. I committed my stock to memory, and produced 
it in company sometimes with propriety, and sometimes, as must 
occasionally happen, d tort et d travers. On the whole, my success 
for a time was such as to conteut and encourage me. 1 remember two 
or three of my attempts whicli met with signal applause, and I will 
relate them as specimens.—A young coxcomb of my acquaintance 
who had taken to drawing, was telling us of his having just begun 
paint in colours, in which his first attempt had been so good that his 
drawing-master said he would be a great proficient; on which I turned 
•to him, and said with a look of affected compassion, Oh formooe 
puei\ nimium ne crede colori” This was cheered by the whole party 
as brilliant.—During the O. F. riots at Covent Garden, a gentleman 
at dinner was expressing his surprise at Kemble, who had been so 
generally a favourite with the public, having become so extremely un¬ 
popular on so slight a grouudi On which I exclaimed, **Opesirritametita 
inalorum."—One more, and I have done wiu Latin: 1 was dining in 
company with Sir C. H., a Colonel in the city militia, who was saying 

that be had lately, at the request of the Duke of-, procured an 

ensigney in his reginlent for a man whom he was not over-glad to re¬ 
ceive in it, a jack of all trades, who had lately failwin one business 
and adopted another. 1 could not resbt reminding Sir C« of Horace’s 
description of his friend, ** Et centum puer artium, dign^ mUUia eigna 
Jeret 
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ThiB continued for'some little time^ but J soon found that it could 
not continue for ever. classical jokes became exhausted, I gra¬ 
dually found the laugh less hearty on their utterance, and I was more 
thanouce reminded that I had said a thing before by some charitable 
friend, who thus effectually damped my spirits for the re|t of the 
evening. I was subjected to other inconveniences: I was ooce or 
twice attacked on classical subjects by some really learned member of 
the company, who thought himself justified, by my quoting Latin, to 
shigle me out for discussion ; and as I had not application enough to 
be possessed of solid learning, my ignorance was soon exposed, and of 
remembered. Besides, one must not quote Latin before ladies, 
%id,l 4^scovered by accident that I had lost more than one invitation 
to parties at which ladies were invited, because, in moments of enthu¬ 
siasm, I had come out with what struck me as a happy quotation in a 
company of both sexes. I found that I was in consequence set down 
as one who must be asked only to men^s dinners. h 

This stung me to the quick, for I never could conceive what society 
was good for, if the other sex did not form part of it. I determined 
therefore, whatever line I followed, to avoid that of quoting. My 
uhceriainty in adopting a new one was removed by the character 
which I heard of an officer from a young lady whom I one day sat 
next. He was the pleasantest man she knew." I inquired, as 
closely as good-breeding permitted, what were the qualities tliat en¬ 
titled him to this enviable distinction, 1 found that he drew very 
well, “ and sung so sweetly, and was always so ready to take any 
part at the piauo-foric." Well, thought I, my great object is to 
■please, and theway is now pointed out to me by undoubted authority, 
by one of those whose favour I most desire to gain. T must learn to 
sing and to draw. 

“ Sad was the hour and luckless was the day," when I formed this 
determination. .Oh, Mr. Editor, the labour it entailed on me baffles 
description. “ Si sis desidiostis, ama^^ says Ovid. If he had ever 
had a music-master, he would have recommended singing. I suc¬ 
ceeded, however, tolerably in understanding the science, after ten 
tilths incessant labour, during which 1 did nothing but study all 
aav, and dream all night, of notes, half-notes, crotchets, and minims. 
.When I had got a footing in this torturing science, I began bn 
my drawing, and the union of the two somewhat lightened the irk¬ 
someness of my labour. But 1 discovered, like the philosopher who 
found that the acquirement of knowledge only taught him his igno¬ 
rance, that Nature must have the greatest share in the merits of the 
singer and draughtsman. Some happy beings wifli little labour attain 
great perfection, because they have a natural turn for the pursuit: 
others, who have not, toil for years without success; and to these 
accomplishments may be reasonably applied what Gibbon has un¬ 
justly said more generally, ** The power of education is seldom of 
much avail cxc^t in those happy dispositions where it is edmest 
superfluous*” ^ 

The period at length arrived at which I was to receive the long- 
desired revrard of iny labours: I stood up one evening in compliance 
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with urgent requestB, and bore my part in a iibng; t gnoceeded, 
rather, to be sure, in assisting others to please than in pleasbg myself, 
but 1 W6S gratified by the commendations begtowed ou my perform¬ 
ance, and by being told what a useful man I should be. Mortifica¬ 
tions, however, soon followed, t was sometimes out, sometimes 
turned over the leaf of the music-book too soon, sometimes was con¬ 
demned to sing with a lady whose voice was as ill-suited to mine as 
the scream of a mackaw to the roar of a lion, and more than oaeie 
was annoyed by being chained to the piano-forte, when a charnhi^ 
girl, whom I was longing to talk with, was sitting at a distant comet 
of the room with some happy unaccomplished child of leisure by 
side, looking unutterable things. I found too that I was asked td 

a very small party*' in the evening, instead of being invited Id 
dinner; and after all, my chief purport of making myself agreeable ill 
conversation w^ unanswered, for 1 could not, of course, talk about 
music, and, as'I could not sing without it, 1 had not the power of 
promoting conviviality by “ chausaus d boireJ** As to drawing, I never 
had an opportunity of exercising my talent, except once at the house 
of a friend in the country, who requested me to make a sketch of his 
house; in compliance with whose wish 1 passed most of my short visit 
in reducing to perspective the lines of an uninteresting square house, 
while the rest of the party were taking a ride over the beautiful 
country round it. 

While I was regretting the inapplicability to my purpose of shining 
in society as an agreeable man, of my studies in music and drawing, 
1 met a gentleman at dinner one day who delighted me, and apparently 
others, by his success in a very difierent line. He had an amazing 
fund of general knowledge, and an infallible memory for the dates of 
history and chronology. Whatever subject was started, he had 
something to say on it, and something which removed all doubts re¬ 
specting it. lu one instance only did he hesitate. We were disputing 

the age of the celebrated Duchess of-. This he would not take 

on himself to state from memory, but he supplied the defect by draw¬ 
ing from bis pocket a' very small memorandum-book, written in a neat 
diminutive hand, from which he read to us the date of her btfft. 
This man delighted me more than any I had yet met, as mixing so 
much of the useful with the agreeable. 1 outstaid him, that 1 might 
hear the opinion of others, before I fixed or acted on my own ; and 
all the party, even the youngest of the ladies, agreed that he was 
" one of the pleasantest men they knew.” 

This was enough for me. To work I went immediately: 1 increased 
my library as much as a prudent regard to finances permitted me; I 
subscribed to the most extensive circulating library in town ; I attended 
Feinagle’s lectures, aud got by heart all the Memoria Technicas that 
ever were; I carefully read the histories the events of which were 
most likely to be discussed in conversation, making copious notes 
from them in a commonplace-book, and I did n(d forget the small 
memorandum-book (which, however, 1 resolved snould appear as 
seldom as possible) in which 1 noted down the dates of such occur¬ 
rences as arc most generally the theme of conversation. All this cost 
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me infinite labour and no small degree of confinement; but I con¬ 
soled myself with the reflection, that even if I missed my first object 
of shining in society, I was acquiring a good stock of useful and 
available knowledge. 

I succeeded in this line with more satisfaction to myself than in any 
1 had yet tried, for the display of my stores evidently procured me 
respect. But I found I had put myself in possession of a weapon 
' which nothing but the most delicate management could prevent from 
fMoUing on my own head, like a flail in an unskilful hand. 1 was 
piaced on my guard against this by an incident that occurred soon 
ftfter I began to shew my powers. A gentleman was shewing in a 
par^ where I was present an old English coin, much defaced, of 
the date was all obliterated except the figure 8. This he 
round ivitfa great delight as one of Egbert, and descanted 
vesy learnedly on his reasons for attributing it to that monarch; but I 
defeated bis arguments at one blow, by saying that the Arabic 
figures were not introduced into Europe till 991 , nearly two hundred 
years after Egbert's accession to the throne. My triumph was com¬ 
plete, and 1 got great credit for my accuracy; but I had made an 
enemy of the possessor of the coin, whose ignorance I had exposed, 
and whose temper was in consequence soured for the rest of the 
evening,—a result for which I sufiered in the estimation of the lady 
of the house, for his fortune and station made him a much more 
welcome guest at her table than 1 was. 

1 could guard against this in future; but there was another incon¬ 
venience, from which I found it more difficult to shield myself. I dis¬ 
covered that it required higher rank and more consideration than I 
enjoyed to be so prominent a figure in company as 1 was frequently 
rendered by the introduction of my knowledge. No one could be 
more cautious than I was not to obtrude my learning, to avoid which 
I found the safest way was never to begin a subject, but to take it up 
when advanced by others: but still I often saw that for one who was 
edified or ‘pleased by my illustrations, three or four were ennu^h 
(with all my studies, Mr. Editor, I could never find an English word 
tl^xpress that); and this happened the more frequently to me, because, 
as jny character spread, I was applied to by some one, at the end of 
the table perhaps, whom I could not answer without being beard by 
ail the rest of the party. Among my young acquaintance, too, 1 got 
the name of ** the Dictionary,'’ a character which subjects a man to 
numberless disappointments, for he loses more reputation by owning 
his inability to answer one question, than he gaius by replying to 
fifty. I was once indirectly attacked by a dolt, who scarcely ever 
spoke three words, and when he did, two of them were not to the 
purpose, with a sneer against those who read for conversation. I did 
not condescend to defend this class of men against him ; but surely, 
Mr. Editor, thi^ is a most unjust prejudice, for if a man be entertain- 
iug, what can i^ignify to those whom he amuses how he collected 
his materials? Tliese evils struck me so forcibly, that I began to take 
almost as much pains to hide my knowledge as 1 bad before to ac¬ 
quire it. 
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I now lay on my oara awhile v* I was disheartened by the failure of 
the attempts 1 had hitherto made^ and began to suspect that my very 
efforts to please prevented my pleasing, and that this object could 
only be attained by an ease of manner which was incompatible with 
anxiety to enjoy it. 1 was confirmed in this idea by a casual meeting 
with Charles Aunesley: I had never hitherto met with any one who 
was BO completely the model of what 1 wished and had tried to be¬ 
come* We dined at six o'clock, and were detained at our wiue^ 
(though none of us drank much) till half-past ten, solely hi 
attraction of his conversation. During all this time he talked inces^ . 
santly, yet nobody thought he talked a word too much, or seemed Id 
desire for a moment to take the lead out of his hands. Not a sub« 
ject was started on which he did not give information, useful or enf 
tertaining, or both: 1 never knew such a memory. He had all the 
best of our poets at his beck, and without the least apparent effort, 
brought in, as aptly as if it formed part of his own conversation, the 
finest or liveliest passages of their works. The playfulness of his style 
gave animation to the least observation he made; and bis gentle man¬ 
ner and high breeding enabled him to level his opponents in argu- - 
ment, without the possibility of their being offended. To two foreign 
gentlen>en in the party, a Frenchman and an Italian, he talked in 
their own languages as easily and as fluently as if lie had been born 
in their capitals. He retailed all the epigrams and smart sayings cur¬ 
rent at the moment in the first circles, and seemed to know every 
thing and every body. The latter, indeed, he w^as likely to do; for 
he kept the best company, being himself possessed of large inde¬ 
pendent property, and the son and heir of one of the first landed 
proprietors of the country, and one of the most distinguished mem¬ 
bers of the House of Commons. He had travelled very extensively, 
both in Europe and Asia, and introduced occasionally the most 
amusing descriptions of the people he had visited, and the most sci¬ 
entific remarks on the objects of curiosity he had seen: so copious, 
indeed, and %o delightful was the fund of diversion whiph his travels 
had enabled him to collect and dispense, that he made every oi^ 
who heard him anxious to follow the route he had taken, though he 
always ended with assuring us, that England was the best country 
after all. The delight with which 1 contemplated the accomplishr 
ments of Annesley was as active as it was fervent. I did not see 
why, by attention and study, I might not succeed in following 
his steps, £xcept indeed in the advantages of distinguished society, 
in which his station and riches gave him an unavoidable advantage 
over me. His skill in languages, and his knowledge of foreign coun¬ 
tries and manners, could only be attained by travelling, and accord¬ 
ingly I resolved to travel. 

I had little preparations to delay me, and soon embarked in a pac¬ 
ket, with fewer definable motives probably for travelling than most of. 
the thousands who have overrun Europe since the peace, but witih a 
fixed determination to be able to speak some other language beside 
my own, and to be able to say in my turn what drove Sterne abroad 
—They manage these things better in France." I employed two 
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years in visiting the greater part of France, lUUy, and Germany; and 
1 returned eight months ago, with a fair knowledge of the countries 
and people 1 saw, and the power of conversing with ease in the lan¬ 
guage of the two former. 

1 am not dissatisfied with the success of my experiment, though in 
this, as in all human undertakings, the result falls short of the ex¬ 
pectation. I at least find myself a very welcome guest among my 
friends; and only a fortnight ago, was delighted by a young lady's 
telling me that she had dined the day before at a very stupid party, 
w^re I was very much wanted. I find it a much easier, as well as more 
successful manner of making myself agreeable, to follow the con¬ 
versation instead of trying to lead it. Whatever I see ludicrous in 
ilm course of my excursions, or read in that of my studies, I care¬ 
fully treasure up, to introduce when it can come in d pi*opo 8 . One 
thing I particularly avoid, as a rock on which I have often seen 
others split, to enter unbidden on the subject of my travels; and here, 
by the by, 1 have to complain of being sometimes wantonly forced 
to be a bore entirely without fault of my own. Now and then, some 
one of the party, who would not the least care if I were buried 
eleven fathoms deep in the Frozen ocean, from politeness, asks me 
some question about my travels, which 1 must answer, and* cannot 
answer briefly, though I am perfectly aware that neither the inquirer 
nor auy one else present, is the least, interested in the reply. I think 
I have at length discovered the secret of shining in conversation, 
and will report the result of my researches for the benefit of those 
who may be enabled, by station or talent, to make more advantage 
of it than I can: ** To be able to say something on the subject that 
may be started without shewing any anxiety or impatience to say it." 
More of the success than can be conceived, depends on the power 
of listening patiently and cheerfully; and I cannot better close this 
article than by quoting a saying of tlie Prince de Ligue, which should 
be deeply engraved in the minds of all who wish to render .themselves 
agreeable in society, and to the remembrance of which Tmust in gra- 
t^de own myself indebted for having more than once escaped making 
myself very much the contrary,— 

Ce qui coute le plus pour plairc, r’est de cachcr que I’on s’ennuie. Ce 
nf«8t pas en aaiusant qu’on plait. On n’aniuse pas mcme si Pon s’amuse ; 
^iest cn faisant croire que I'on s’amusc/'— Lettres du Prince de Ligne. 

T. 


TO A FKIEND, ON A SEAL HAVING THE DEVICE OF CUPID 

WITH A LYRE, SEATED ON A LION. 

I 

Hmblem of Nature’s happiest, noblest mould ! 

The forest monarch famed for daring bold. 

Sec! by an infant led—dOcs not disdain 
To own the power of Love's enchanting strain I 
Thus, thou, my friend, who art as truly brave 
As ever mortal was—to thee heaven gave 
That charm which wins by soothing all distress— 

A heart with Love's most witching tenderness. L. 
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“ A MERE bookish learning,” says a witty old friend of ours* 
who lived about three centuries ago, is both troublesome and 
ungraceful- ^ I could wish,” continues he, “ that Paluel or Pom- 
pey, the two famous dancing-masters of my time, could have 
taught us to cut capers, by only seeing them do it, without stir- 
ring from our places.”—We comhience%ur catalogue of the gym¬ 
nastic amusements of scholars with this art, because it is certainly ' 
one of the most ancient extant, and because it is, in our appr&« 
hension, so peculiarly suitable to the literary character—a truth " 
which, we have no doubt, we shall succeed in establishing, both 
by argument and authority. The ars mUandi, now most unde¬ 
servedly degraded far beneath its level, was, in more ancient and 
noble times, a necessary acquisition to the accomplished scholar. 
Shall that shame us which Epaminondas accounted honourable? 
Did not the illustrious Scaliger perform the saltatio pyrrhica be¬ 
fore the Emperor Maximilian, to the great admiration of all (xer- 
many—“ non sine stupore totins GermaniaeV and shall we he¬ 
sitate after such an authority as this ?—Tliere are few i^cies of 
exercise which have any thing intellectual about them; but dan¬ 
cing is one of those few. There is something mathematical in a 
quadrille. But it is the mc^ sober kinds of dances which are 
particularly suited to the studious mind, such as the solemn and 
graceful movements of those measures, which the students at law 
of other days were accustomed to perform before the critical 
eyes of the great dignitaries of the profession. Was not this 
a more rational mode of teaching their legal ideas how to shoot, 
tlian the present practice of merely requiring the student to 
eat his to distinction ?—was it not, we .ask, infinitely more 
noble and^ore intellectual? and may not the dei^ease of deep 
and sound lawyers in our day be mainly attributable to this source ? 
There can be no doubt that Lord Coke was an excellent dancer. 
The lx>vd Chancellor Hatton, it is well known, was much cele¬ 
brated for his saltatory abilities; and, indeed, may be said to h^e 
stepped to the woolsack salttim. —He was first taken notice 

of by the Queen, for the comeliness of his person, and for his 
graceful dancing in a masque at court; but more afterwards, for his 
great abilities.” We always find envy accompanying ability and 
success; and accordingly, the serieants of that day, vainly emulous 
of the fame which his graceful dancing had aetjuired, refused to 
plead before the “ grave Lord-Keeper.” In 1633, the Inns of 
Court presented the King and Queen with a masque, with 
their majesties were highly satisfied; and no doubt, on that 
sion, the gentlemen of the long robe displayed much skill and 
dexterity in the exercise of their saltatory functions. Sir William 
Jones, one of the most srientific of our modern lawyers, seems to 
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have been the last who paid that attention to this noble science 
which it so justly deserves. During his residence ill London he 
was accustomed to receive instructions from a celebrated professor 
of this art; and who shall say that the beautiful specimen of legal 
and lo^cal reasoning, which the work on Bailments presents, may 
not be in a ^eat measure attributed to Sir William’s proficiency 
in the art smtatory ? ^ .. 

Riding on horseback ms been a favourite amusement with 
many literary men, and deservedly so. On horseback you can 
take the best exercise in the shortest time; and besides, the atten¬ 
tion is more earnestly engaged in the exercise itself, than in the 
mere act of walking, and consequently it is highly useful to those 
whose mktds are too apt to dwell upon one train of thought. It 
is a sort of new existence to mount a high-spirited generous horse. 
We become endowed with all the corporeal advantages which Na¬ 
ture has bestowed upon him : we are swift £« he is; we bound 
forward with equal velocity; and as he caracoles and shakes his 
mane, we feel animated with some of the same spirit. Moreover 
this exercise is peculiarly fitted to counteract the evil effects of a 
sedentary life—a fact for which we wiH vouch high authorities, 
rince Plato recommends it as beneficial to tlic health, and Pliny 
says it is good for the stomach and the joints. (In the absence of 
authorities' from Galen or Dr. Bai^, we .hope the dicta of these 
two philosophers will be thought suffici^t.) Many eru'dite and 
accomplished scholars have been much attach^ to this exercise.* 
We are told by Monstrelet, that a grave doctor of divinity, by 
name Maistre Pierre Pol, was very fond of riding, but always 
preferred a side-saddle on which he used regularly to make his 
appearance in the streets of Paris. Montaigne must have been a 
great equestrian: “ I do not willingly alight,” says h^ when I 

am once on j^seback, for it is the place where, whether sick or 
well, I find myself most at ease.” We know that Erasmus was 
fond of riding, from an anecdote which Roger Ascham has left us 
of him. So was Sir Philip Sidney; but all the wits and scholars 
ql^hat day had still a large portion of the chivalrous character of 
antiquity m their composition. But of ^1 the men that ever bc- 
strid a horse, there is no one that can match Alfieri as an eques¬ 
trian. Never was there in the world such a decided case of Jtip- 
pomania. The afPection of an Arab for his family courser was 
scarcely superior to the esteem and love which the Italian poet ap¬ 
pears to have felt for his four-footed companions. He bought 
about a dozen horses in England, and widi the assistance of nis 
grooms conducted them himself over the Alps, guidihg their 
motsteps with all (he care and attention which an anxious travel- 


Gilbett Wakefield is an exception—^lie was never on horseback in his life. 
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ler would display for his facnd^s safety. He was indeed a bold 
and advjenturous rider. In taking a high five-barred gate> his 
horse fell with him, and Alfieri broke liis arm. Nothing deterred 
by this acddent, he mounted again, and making a second attempt 
succeeded in clearing the gate. Most assuredly, whether mountra 
on English hunter, or his Italian Pegasus, Alfieri was a man 
who would not easily yield to obstacl^. 

Pope seems to have considei^d tln^xercise of riding as pecu¬ 
liarly favourable to literary contemplations. In that most scho¬ 
lastic ride in company witli old Lintot, which the poet describes 
^th such spirit m his letter to Lord Burlington, tW two eques¬ 
trians, author and bookseller, alighted to refresh themselves under 
the shade of some spreading trees. Lintot pulled ^0^ a pocket 
Horace, and requested. Pope to amuse himself in turning an 
ode” till they mounted again. “ Lord !” says Lintot, “ if you 

g leased, what a clever miscellany you might make at leisure 
ouirs.” “ Perhaps I may,” smd Pope, if we ride on; the 
motion is in aid to my fancy, a round trot very much awakens my 
spirits; then jog on apace, and I ’’11 think as hard as I can.” 
This very much rcmin()|onc of Swift’s song, “Pegasus loves a 
jolting pace.” The^reci^, however, does not seem to have been 
very efncacious; for when, after the lapse of a full hour, Lintot 
broke out, Well, Sir! how far have you gone ?” Pope’s answer 
was only “ Seven 

The motion of a carriage, too, is very useful in rouring the 
thoughts; of which Sir fiichard Blackmore is an example, “who, 
in that old rumbling chariot of his, between Fleet-ditch and St. 
Giles’s pound, shall make you half a Job.” 

But, after all, the primitive exercise is M^alking, an exercise, 
however, in which {eoG vi termini) sedentary people can scarcely 
be supped to indulge. And yet walking is certi^ly favourable 
to thought. Perhaps it acts on the, mind someway in tlic same 
manner as it does upon the body, and causes at the same time a 
circulation of blood and ideas.' Certainly “ a walk in the garden” 
(we hope we are not trespassing) is as pleasant an amusement^r 
the body and soul of man, be he scholar or not, as any in ue 
world. It is so easy to put down your book and take up your 
hat^ and seek your garden, and there walk, stand, saunter, or sit, 
just as the humour moves you. We should like to know, amongst 
air the quiet unpretending pleasures the world can furnish, what 
is better than to sit reading an entertaining book on a sunqy 
day in the shade i We should like tb know what 

The court, camp, cjiurcb, the vessel and the mart, ^ 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange * 

for such hours of tranquil enjoyment ? Is it not Cowley that 
wisely tells Evelyn— 

VOL. II. NO. XU 2 K 
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** In books nnd gardens thou bast placed aright 
Thy noble innocent delight”—? 

In fact, a garden just accommodates itself to the perambulations 
of a scholar, who is not over-anxious about ihe extent of bis limits, 
and who would ]>erhaps rather wish his walks abridged than ex¬ 
tended.—There is a good characteristic account of the mode in 
which the literati take excr|j|||, giyen in Pope’s Letters, 

“ I, like a poor squirrel,Im continually in motion, indeed, but 
it is al)out a cage of three foot; iny little excursions are like those 
of a shopkeeper, who walks every day a mile or two before his 
own door, but minds his buriness all the while.” 

There is one mode of exercise which we venture to recommend 
to our 6e(&$iiary friends, which is a sort of compromise betv^en 
riding and walking. Although this ma^ lie deemed a childish 
amusement, yet we have the authority of two celebrated men in 
its favour, Agesilaus and ^lartinus Scriblerus. We allude to the 
salutary exercise of riding on a stick, or, as the learned Scriblerus 
hath it, “ equHare in armidhie longaP This exercise seems to 
us to unite in itself many of the advantages of both the other 
inodes. Perhaps, hoivever, it may nowibe said to be superseded 
by the velocipedes. 

The more violent and animal-like amusements of the field hat e 
never, we think, been greatly in vogue amongst the literati. They 
have but little relish for the “ hounds and echoing horn.” Hunt¬ 
ing is, par excellence^ the recreation of country squires. Who can 
fanejr Spenser, alter finishing a canto of tlie Faery Queen, pulling 
on nis boots for a hunt, or Sir Isaac Newton asking for his whip 
and spurs? Squire Western, the least intellectual of all created 
beings, was hunting personified. A scholar cannot get rid of his 
thoughts all at once. The younger Plinv, when he used to go to 
hunt wild boars, generally carried his “tablets with him. This 
was a sort of compromise between soul and want of soul. Shak- 
speare, to be sure, is said to have been fond of Ibllowing the deer 
in his neighbours’ parks ; but the daring hazard of the chase pro- 
blbly wc?l to him its chief charm. There is, however, one species 
of these sylvan sports which has something of a scholastic nature 
about it, and which, indeed, has become a sort of literary property 
ever since it was sanctified by old Walton’s pen. Perhaps it 
may be Aat there is sometliing contemplative and scliolar-likc in 
the art itself. An angle is by no means incompatible with the 
character, and even a mathematician may find ample time 
For reflection in the pauses of a nibble- Many learned men haye 
accordingly been much attoched to this diversion. The illustri¬ 
ous Sir H. Wotton, according to Walton, did not forget his in¬ 
nate pleasure of angling, which he would usually call his idle time 
not idly sjient; saying often he would rather live five May months 
than forty Decembers.” So Dr. I*aloy w'dild have his picture 
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taken with a rod and line in his hand. Gilbert Wakefield, m his 
early life, was a great angler— a diversion which he afterwards re¬ 
linquished, from a conviction of its cruelty. Those who wish to 
a scholar's arguments against field-sports, may find them in Wake- 
fieWs Letters to Fox. They seem, however, to have taken very 
little effect on the deeply-rooted habits of the statesman. 

After all, a literary life but seldojaa displays any extraordin^ 
instances of corporeal activity. Tn|r gencr^ty of authors, like 
the Lazzaroni of Naples, are very much attached to the bene-- 
detto Jar niente and the author of the “ Castle of Indolence,” 
eating peaches from the wall, with his hands behind him, is no 
unapt type of their personal activity. R. 


CAIN ON THE SEA-SHORE, 

FROM THE GERMAN OF STOLBHRG. 

Whither doth frantic horror urge 
My hurried steps ?—O wr>e is me ! 

These dark waves roll a sanguine tide— 

No, no—they arc the sea. 

To the broad earth^s remotest verge 
The wrath of God before me flics. 

And with a voice that tears my soul 
** Vengeance—eternal vengeance*' cries. 

1 am accursed—my brother’s blood 
Dashes against this wild sea-shorc; 

It shrieks upon the hollow blast— 

It thunders in the torrent’s roar. 

As round the craggy wave-worn rock 
Whirls the im|)etuon3, eddying flood. 

So fiercely terror racks my frame 
From God’s decree for Abel’s blood. 

Lay bare thy depths, thou great profound! 

Shew me the womb of night, thou deep! 

Vain prayer—the Avenger waits me there j 
His eyes are flamo—they never slee[>— 

Plunged in thy bottomless abyss, 

Abel’s pale form would meet my sight. 

As flying—flying, now I sec it 

On the tall mountain’s topmost height. 

E’er since my brother’s* blood was spilt, 

O woe is me!—O woe Is me ! 

My steps the Avenger's curse pursues, 

It follows—ever follows me I 

a. 
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PEHSIAN AND AHABIC LITERATV&E.—NO. K 

Quique pii rates, et Phcebo difipaa locuti, 

Inventaa aut qui ritam excolu6re per artes.—V irg. 

If the History of Nations is engaging and useful, because the 
events of past times, and the actions and fortunes of past heroes, like 
the wrecked vessel of which furnished to the Romans a 

model for naval war, may n^ply to modern ages an example and 
a guide—the language of nations, which is a transcript of their feel* 
ings, and which bears the marks of their progress from rudeness to 
refinement, no less deserves our attention. 

T%at language and reflection exert a mutual influence on each other 
may be learned from the manner in which the civilization of'any 
people corresponds with the improvement of their idiom. It is not 
therefore to be imagined, that the investigation of a varying and im¬ 
proving dialect is an unpleasing or unworthy task, since it opens the 
field for research into the manners of a tribe of mankind, and may in¬ 
troduce discussions illustrative of the condition of the peasant, the 
splendour of the monarch, the renown of the warrior. 

Neither let it be urged by any considerate mind, that as the people 
arc unknown and inglorious, their story will be but the dry and 
jejune detail of facts, and will too nearly resemble the uninviting but 
useful narrative of the antiquary. Yet when we remember that any 
sudden alteration in language is not usually effected without a cor¬ 
responding change in dynasty, and that the transference of subjects 
from one lord to another, introduces the phrases and idioms, as well 
as the manners, of the conqueror, we shall find that while the etymo¬ 
logist is engaged in tracing the growth of a language, he may occa¬ 
sionally assume the more solemn deportment and the more animated 
style of the historian. 

There is still another source of enlivening these discussions. If we 
can intersperse our remarks with examples and translations from the 
fine writers of this ingenious nation, and particularly from the poets, 
who have ever improved the melody and richness of a language, we 
may hope that the vicissitudes of polished diction may open a field 
for interring study. 

^t is tne acute observation of an elegant and judicious writer, that 
human affairs have an ultimate point of depression, as well as of exal¬ 
tation, beyond which they never proceed either in their advaircement 
or decline. " The regular progress of cultivated life,” says Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, ¥ is from necessities to accommodations, from accommoda¬ 
tions to ornaments.*’ That which takes place in the other arts, takes 
place also in that of language. It takes its march through gradual 
improvement to degeneracy. Its first birth is to supply the necessi¬ 
ties of man ; its latest employment to furnish him with luxuries. 

It is not always, however, that innovation is gradual, or alteration 
slow. Besides negligence in the poet and indifference in the patron, 
causes which invariably affect the growth of letters; war and con¬ 
quest, the hope of plunder, the desire of renown, often draw every 
aspiring mind to the field. The arts yield to the love of martial glory, 
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Persian and Arabic J^iterature. 

and the havoc of war sucgeeds to the alow exertions of civilixed 
industry. Where peace flourishes, the arts of peace have full scope 
for growth and verdure. Dofnestic intercourse becomes regulated, 
aud the happiness of private life flows on in an even and uninterrupted 
channel. There is opened a path to emulation; there are offered 
laurels to ambition. While science attains maturity, rhetoric jind 
eloquence assume their merited station in the scale of human pursoits. 
Men study, not merely to discover tru|||a but to scatter flowers over 
truths already developed ; they desirqSbt merely to instruct, but to 
persuade; not merely to teach virtue, but to paint her charms and 
loveliness. 

It is then that a limited and generous monarchy is, perhaps, the 
very condition of society particularly favourable to the advancement 
of the arts. The gallantry of courts disposes minds formed to soar, 
to seek distinction or opulence through the refinements and delicacies 
of civilized manners. Since the path to honour and wealth lies directly 
through the favour of the sovereign, pleasure, in every varie^, is 
pursued, and every elegant occupation which can administer amuse¬ 
ment to the prince, is industriously sought. Politeness, it is said^, is 
the virtue of monarchies ; even among the adherents of a Highland 
laird, nothing is so remarkable as the civility of the clansmen-)-. 

The influence, however, of the fine arts on national character, was 
long since remarked by the eloquent and judicious Polybius, and 
illustrated by this reflection on the power of music among the natives 
of Arcadia. *‘Cynetum was a remarkable town in that happy country, 
the favourite land of pastoral poetry. But the clime of Arcadia, 
pursues the historian, above all others required the soothing influence 
of melody, in order to oppose the noxious effects of a keen and 
bracing temperature; and it is well known, that the peaceful occupa¬ 
tions of this^romantic people were the amusements of the syrinx and 
the lyre. But the natives of Cynetum disdained such enervating and 
(as they seemed) unmanly accomplishments; and the natives of 
Cynetum were marked, he observes, for cruelty unknown to all other 
Greeks.” 

The Greeks, inspired from infancy with the spirit of war, and 
accustomed to regard with scorn the useful operations of mechanical 
industry, considered even the culture of the earth as degrading, and 
assigned to helots, or other slaves, employments which ^y sti^a- 
tizea as impairing the dignity of a free-born Hellene. Such arts of 
commerce as might expose their citizens to the risk of offering mer¬ 
chandize to a slave, a foreigner, or a stranger, were revolting to the 
prond ideas of Grecian independence. « 

Excluded thus from those ordinary occupations which in modern 
states are considered as respectable and honourable, the pursuits of 
the field, or the games of the Palcestra, remained as the only exercises 
of the accomplished Dorian or Athenian. It was necessary, therefore. 


* Montesquieu, Espr. des Loix, I. 3. 

t See Johnson's ^^Tour to the Hebrides," aud Hume's Essays,’ 
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that the fine arts should civilize the breaat and tame the souls of this 
high-spirited people; and music^ while the sister«art of painting had 
not as yet quitted the garb of infancy, was the ready resource of her 
acute and profound legislators. 

The truth of the same principles may be remarked in the history of 
the Persians and Arabs previously, and at the time immediately subse¬ 
quent, to the era of Mahomet 

The vindictive and saDgui|||l|| character of the Arabs is well known 
to the nations of Europe. the banks of the Red Sea, the ocean, 
and the Persian Gulf, at the earlier periods of Oriental independence, 
lived the Icthyophagi, in the rudest state of primitive barbarism. 
Without the influence of arts to soften, of laws to control, almost of 
language to express their desires, the helpless savage supported an 
existence not far superior to that of the brute. Some, however, of 
this desolate people emerged from such scenes of misery. Hordes of 
wandering freebooters quitted their dreary abodes, and sought happier 
anclpdore secure settlements in the resources of a pastoral life. From 
these descended that formidable race, which, known under the name 
of ^gedoweens, have, from age to age, scattered devastation and ruin 
through the climes of the East. 

^ The Bedoweens, born in a state of separation from the rest of man¬ 
kind, have been characterized, in every act of intercourse with them, 
by the bitterness of rancour and malevolence. The guarded caravan, 
or the solitary pilgrim, is alike exposed to the incursions of the w^ild 
freebooter of Arabia. If the Bedoween meet on the desert a lonely 
traveller, he, with remorseless rapacity, strips him of his garment, or 
devotes him to destruction on his resistance. Nor is the practice of 
licentious rapine confined to the lawless ruflian ; the customs of the 
nation support the system of secret and predatory warfare: numerous 
armed bands infest every district, and assume the character of just 
and honourable armies. 

In the civilized nations of Europe, the right is reserved to a few 
powerful sovereigns of carrying arms, or entering into alliances among 
each other; and the transactions of hostile potentates proceed with 
a decree of refinement and a spirit of humanity that tend at least 
to mitigate and cast a veil over the horrors of carnage and bloodshed. 
Among Arabs every family, often every individual, might be the 
arbiter anfl avenger of his own quarrel. The acute sensibility of 
honour which feels a stain like a wound, and regards the intention of 
the offender rather than the injury, sheds its pernicious influence on 

their internal feuds, and transmits from father to son the animosities 
of kinsmen^ Ignorant of pity or forgiveness, they could protract 
their revenge from year to year, and from age to age, and rest not 
until sanguinary cruelty have steeped their scimitars iu the blood of 
their opponents. 

Yet was the attachment of the Arabs to a life of predatory warfare 
scarcely more remarkable than their encouragement of some of the 
arts of peace. Their keen avidity for poetry was displayed at their 
solemn festivals, where genius received its laurels at the hands of the 
haughty warriors. The subjects of their song were the praises of 
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love and woman, the eulogy of martial virtue and renown, aud the 
celebration of their unifonn concuniitaut, open generosity of character. 
If the bards of Arabia, in point of delicacy and elegance, are not to 
be estimated at so high a mark as the neighbouring poets of Persia, 
at least they claim no second place for the qualities of fire and 
animation. » 

It was in this state of Arabian manners that Mahomet, the sur¬ 
prising character whose eloquence ag||j||)rce of arms^were to exercise 
so mighty an influence over the minMl^abits, and manners of man¬ 
kind, arose in the East. The detail of his chief enterprises, and the 
account of their silent and unseen, yet powerful eflect on the languages 
of Persia and Arabia, must be a subject for a future paper. 

P. W. R. 


^ SUNDAY IN PAKIS. 

'Tis niomtng—the shops are all open—the cries 
Aud week-day sights meet oitr cars and our eyes. 

As the loaded waggons pass us, 

With wheels sticking out a yard at least. 

And housings grotesque that make every beast 
Look like the London Boiiassus. 

'Tis church-time, and half of the shops are half shut, 
Except in the quarters of trade, where they put 
At defiance what Louis enacted ; 
streets arc as full as before—and 1 guess 
The churciies arc nearly as einjity, unless 
Some inuininery pageant is acted. 

When wor-ihip becomes a theatical show 
Parisians of course most religiously go 

To pray-for the forwardest places. 

Where best iliey nuiy see a fine pLppet for hours 
Before a fine altar of tinsel and flowers 
Perforin pantomimic grimaces. 

Some gaze on his shoes and his gloves of while kid, 
Or the jewels with which every finger is hid. 

Or his flounces of violet satin $ 

Other eyes on his laces and mitre are kept. 

Attentive to all his pcrforiiiance—except 
The prayers that he mumbles in Latin. 

The senses give thanks—no responses are made. 

And when there's a pause in the form and parade 
The orchestra strikes up a chorus ; 

The women then ask, who is that ?—who is this? 
While the men slily ogle the singers, and kiss 
Their hands to the sweet Signoras. 

Is there nothing of fervour?—O yes, you may mark 
Some hobbling old crones in a vestibule dark. 

Who dab in the holy lotion 
Shrivell'd fingers to cross their forehead and breast. 
Then kneel at a chapel with candles dress’d. 

And kiss it with blind devotion. 
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K 

They pour from the church—and each one begff. 

As she crosses the gutter and shews het 
To know what is next intended j 
For Sunday's devoted to pleasure and shows. 

And the toils of the day of rest never close 
TUI both day and night are ended. 

One talks of Versailles—or St. Cloud—or a walk. 

And a hundred sharp voiJ||khat sing, not talk. 

Instantly second ea4|[||Kver; 

Some stroll to the Bois delBoulognc; others stray 
To the Thuilleries, Luxembourg, Champs Elys^, 

The Garden of Plants, or the Louvre. 

But the dinner-hour comes—an important event! 

What pondering looks on the cartes* are now bent! 

And how various—how endless the fare is. 

From the suburb Guinguette, to where epicures choose 
Fricandeaus, fricassees, consommes, and ragouts. 

At Grignion’s, Beauvilller's, or Very’s. 

Some belles in the Thuilleries’ walks now appear, 

4 , While loungers take scat round about them—to sneer. 

To chat—read the papers, or slumber. 

In disposing the chairs there are different whims. 

But one for the body, and two for the limbs. 

Are reckon’d a moderate number. 

The Boulevards next arc the grand rendezvous. 

Where parties on parties amusement pursue, 

A stream of perpetual friskers. 

From the pretty Bourgeoise and the trowser’d Commis, 

The modern Grisette, and the ancient Marquis, 

To the Marshal of France in whiskers. 

Crowds sit under trees in defiance of damps ; 

Th’ Italian Boulevard, with its pendulous lamps. 

By far is the smartest of any— 

With bare elbows, slim waists, and fine bonnets dress’d out. 
Each Parisian beauty may there have a rout 
For the price of the chair—a penny. 

English women are known by their dresses of white; 

Tlic ij^n by superior neatness and height, 
wley talk of gigs, horses, and ponies ^ 

All look twice as grave as the French—yet their laugh. 

When they choose to indulge it, is louder by half. 

And they turn in, of course, at.Tortoni’s. 

The tliAires open, some thirty or more— 

All are^’d, yet the crowd seems as thick as before. 
Regardless of mud, or of weather ; 

You’d swear it were carnival-time—and in sooth 
The town is a fair^-every house is a booth 
And the people all crazy together. 

What braying of gongs—^what confusion of tongues! 

Whatik compound of noise from drums, trumpets, and lungs! 


* Bills of fare. 
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Each striving his neighbour’s to smother ; 

Mimes, mountebanks,.co^urers, each have their rings, « 
While monkeys and danciiig-dogs—roundaboutfr—swings— 
Are so thick, they encroach on each other. 

Here’s a dwarf, and a monster, both beautiful sights! 

And there is the man without£naers, that writes 
With his chest, and his grinders after, 

Both done so well, you can’t say worst- 

There Judy and Punch with a cat i^Hparsed, 

Which would move a hermit to'Taughter. 

Eveiy mansion as full as the street appears; 

By the mirrors up stairs, and the chandeliers. 

You may sec quadrilli^ bodies; 

Below some smoke in the ^taminetSj 
Wliile others take ice, Roman punch, and sarlets. 

Or chat to the Bar-maid Goddess. 

In all, gaming claims indiscriminate love ; 

The dice-box and billiard-ball rattle above, 

If you pass by a palace or stable. 

Below, at tne corner of every street. 

Parties of shoe-blacks at cards you may meet. 

The blacking-box serving as table. 

The Palais Royal is a separate fair, 

With its pickpockets, gamblers, and nymphs deboiinairc 
Of character somewhat uncertain : 

But as it is late, and these scenes, I suspect. 

Won’t bear a detail too minute and direct. 

For the present we drop the curtain. 


STANZAS 

On hearing that the late Latly W-r’s artiftcial flowers romiuncil in her hair to 

the last; the severity of her illness precluding change of dress. 

Oh ! take those roses from her hair, 

That such a cruel brightness wear; 

Their frightful beauty shocks us now. 

While pain contracts her pallid brow. 

Had they been cull’d from Nature’s breast, 

In all their dewy sweemess drest; 

Like her—wc should have seen them fade. 

Like her—wan, drooping, and decay’d. 

But these—the glaring gifts of art. 

No touch of sympathy impart. 

Wearing one fix’d—triumphant glow. 

In mockery of our bitter woe 1 
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ON VEMALU COWAine>|i7£* 

, -** Oh, quaato 

Beata h la fortissima Don^ella 1** 


Tasso. 


llsRoiN£S are generally no gr«at favourites with the sex whose 
deeds they emulate; men are not fond of female competitors either 
in bodily or mental 8trengtj||||^d she who reads Latin or leaps a dve- 
barred gate is warned off l^^mrdly man as an unlicensed and unquali- 
iied poacher upon bis manors. Woe to the Amazon and the blue¬ 
stocking ! each is too likely to incur tlie same dreadful denunciation 
which Cardinal Mazariu launched against Mademoiselle de Montpen- 

Z wben she niouuted the ramparts of the Bastille; of each it may 
(t probably be said: elle a tne non marL'* For my own part, 
1 diflfer on these subjects from the generality of mankind : if ever 1 
mam* it ^hall be a woman who can break a hor^mnOr has been up in 
; and all tny daughters shall hunt and learn mathematics in 
onnEfto strengthen their nerves. Feminine tremours and palpitations 
may sound interesting enough to the uniuitiated, but alas ! they con¬ 
vey no pleasing ideas to him who has a mother, four sisters, three 
aunts, and six cousins, all the most pieposterous and clamorous 
cowards in existence. God bless* them ail! 1 love them sincerely, 
perceive and appreciate their numerous good qualities, would do any 
thing on earth to serve and oblige them ; but I wish they would not 
Qsk me to walk with them about Loudon. Country rambles arc bad 
enough, we are sure to meet mad bulls disguised like milch-cows, or 
ruffians in carters" frocks, to bear a hornet's hum in eveiy breeze, and 
see adders coiled in every hedge ; but London expeditions are a 
thousand times worse. Uiifortunatcly, my mother and aunts are so 
complimentary as to prefer luy arm to any other supjiort; and, when 
lovers and danglers arc not at commaud, the younger ladies frequently 
request my escort. 1 iitid m}SLll'unequal to refusal or demur; but, 
after oue of these bewildering excuisions, 1 return home very kiudly 
disposed towards the heroines oi history and romance, and often in¬ 
dulge myself in fond imaginations as to the quiet comfortable walks 
1 should ha\e with a Mai lisa on one arm, and a Britomart on the 
othcrll^ Hj) startings and screaraings, no dashing half-distracted into 
a shop Shhe glimpse of a distant o\, no scampering full speed over 
a crossing because a hackney-coach is at tliirty yards distance. I 
feel assured tliat the Scuora Padilla would have made no objection to 
walking past the two ca\aliers at the horse-guards, nor would Aid- 
rude, Couilfcss of Bertiiioro, have crossed the road to avoid a New- 
foundlanoaog. Perhaps to some persons there may be nothing 
very alluring in the idea of a lady, who, like Camilla, ** medias inter 
aiedescjiUltat^* or like the tiger-nursed Cloignda:— 

•* Chi veste P armi, c se uscime agogna, 

Vassene, e non la tien tema o vergogna*'— 

but 1 cotiffess 1 should very much prefer them to Erminia, “ timxda e 
silfiarrila,’^of whom I have, unfortunately, too many specimens in my 
owu family. 


ftmaie C&wardice. 
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Why sho^d ladieft be embodied into regiments like the 

King of IXqliotfey's tbi^ thousand wives, taught to* stand and 
cured of all nervous affections for life by the sight of a field of bnttle 1 
But, if this were objected to, surely female seminaries might be 
established for the express purpose of teaching courage* where the 
pupils should be arranged in classes, and urged to emulation by ex¬ 
ample and reward. Mo uncommon briery, no masculine hardihood 
should be required, but ail should to walk quietly by a led 

horse, to see a mouse run across a ronmwiihout screaming, and not 
to be afraid of cock-chaffers, or father-long-legs; and prizes should 
be given to those who could touch an unloaded gun without trembling, 
and see a spider on their gown without fainting away. They might be 
carefully instructed in many other useful particulars, and their writifw^ 
copies might run as follows, ** Do not suppose all dogs are mad in tw 
summer,*' or Shrieking does not diminish danger,” or ** Avoid rousing 
your family when-die wind moves your shutters.” In two or three 
great progress might be made in bravery, and there would 
enough afterwards for the acquirement of less useful accompltslmms. 
Oh that such a system M^ere adopted! Then, and only then might 
wc hope to find an Englishwoman capable of imitating the French 
lady celebrated by M. de la Lande, who scrambled up the inclined 
ladder at the top of St. Peter’s, mounted the ball, and leaned upon 
the cross, ** avec vne sotiplesse ct unc grace inconcevable'^ I confess 
myself a little sceptical as to the extraordinary grace of such an 
action ; but I should admire it as the symptom of a stout heart, as a 
tacit renunciation of the nervous tremours, “ thrilling shrieks and 
shrieking cries,*' for which the generality of the sex are distinguished, 
—as an earnest of peaceful walks, days without hypothetical horrors, 
and nights undisturbed by imaginary housebreakers. 

Any one would suppose that my mother bad detected me in a plot 
for her destruction, and that whenever I walked out with her she ex¬ 
pected me to take the first favourable opportunity of getting her rUft 
over. She believes none of my assurances, listens to none of my 
arguments, and looks seriously provoked if 1 venture to tell her that she 
is in no danger. I must be blind if I do not perceive that every gig- 
horse is skittish,” and I am accused of obstinacy if I refuse to bear 
testimony to her numerous ** hair-breadth escapes.’^ The|^here arc 
such long refuges in shops while a line of drays is parang, such 
wearying pauses, such turning of the head from side to side, such 
wild, calculating glances up and down the street, so^ many faint at¬ 
tempts and precipitate returns ere the desperate resolu^n is taken 
to dash over a crossing. I am foolish enough to feel ipK-ashanEied 
of myself when I see the suppressed sneer or broad grin of the pas* 
sengers, while my runaway companion stops to regain her breath 
and collect her scatteretf^pirits ; and T should often persuade her to 
hide her disorder in a hackney-coach, were it not that my eldest sister^ 
who is very frequently on my other arm, is so dreadfully frightened 
in a carriage that it would be only an exchange of ter|l||r8. Poor 
Charlotte ! she has made up her mind to a broken nedugaod reads 
eveiy accident of the kind recorded in the papers, as if^ were the 
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couiltef1>art of her own approaching fete. 1 waa aolHtie with my 
slaters auring my boyhood, owing to our holidays seldom micurriiig at 
the same time^ that I had left Westminster, and been three years at 
Oxford, before I became acquainted with Charlotte's peculiar fears. 
The discovery was most unfortunately timed. During the first vaca¬ 
tion after I took my degree, 1 resolved to reward myself for past 
study and application by a tour through part of North Wales, and I 
asked my two eldest sisters 4|i|^ my companions. We had travelled 
but little, and were just at the age to enjoy such an excursion ; we 
were to see every sight in our way, climb every mountain, watch the 
stSnrise from the top of Snowdon, fill our drawing-books with sketches ; 
in short, we were to be quite happy, and we talked over our plans 
with great delight. Alas! iit anticipation only were they delightful, 
fer I never had a more miserable journey in my life. We set out in 
high glee, the weather was beautiful, our health was good, but before 
two days were over, I envied every one I had left tl^hind me. Char- 
fears shewed themselves in a very short time : at the least jolt' 
sheViTned pale ; if a waggon passed, she expected it to take off one 
of our wheels; at every corner she put down all the glasses; when we 
were going up a hill, she assured us we were jibbing; when we went 
down, she clasped her hands, closed her eyes, and seemed screwing 
up her courage to the necessity of being dashed to pieces. Then she 
was always giving directions to the post-boy: now he drove too fast, 
now she was certain the traces were broken ; sometimes a wheel was 
about to take fire, sometimes a horse was on the point of dropping 
down dead. Towards evening my sister Anna's terrors commenced: 
after six o'clock every man who came in sight was a footpad or a 
highwayman; her purse was always in her hand ready to deliver on 
demand; with tears in her eyes she urged me to make no resistance; 
and once she positively fainted away because a gentleman, with a 
groom behind him, politely rode up to the carriage-window to inform 
us we had dropped a parcel. As we approached the more moun¬ 
tainous country, our miseries increased: we were now scarcely ever iu 
the carnage; Charlotte insisted upon walking whenever we came to a 
steep or rough road, and as this frequently occurred, we suffered the 
fatigue of pedestrian tourists, were completely tired and spiritless 
when^V^^rived at our inn, unequal to an evening ramble, and glad 
to go to'^TO by daylight* I could not even have the satisfaction of 
scolding, for it would have been cruel to reproach one who was 
always reproaching herself, and whose eyes were constantly overflow¬ 
ing with tears of terror or of penitence. Most desirous not to abridge 
our pleasi^ she always fancied herself equal to every undertaking; 
always assured us over-night that she was ashamed of her previous 
fears, and determined to be more courageous on the morrow. Thus 
encouraged, we set out on ponies, or on to visit some romantic 
scenery ; but half way up a mountain Charlotte's spirit fails her, the 
danger is too great to be encountered —ii is madness, suicide, to 
proceed. will stay where she is till our return, the servant shall 
remain w^h her, it will distress her extremely if we do not go on. 
Abc^rdin^ all is settled ; but Anna and myself are speedily recalled 
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by violent mid repeated screams—Charlotte is now oertisiil that w< 
must be dasbed to pieces, and she never could forgive herself if she 
permitted us to encounter destruction so inevitable* „^ith clasped 
hands and streaming cheeks she implores us to give up our design t 
fear is infectious, Anna thinks of mountain banditti, and joins in 
the request: 1 am at length overcome; and all the evening is spent 
in vain regrets for the follies of the morning. Disappointed and an¬ 
noyed, condemned either to lonely ei^mifsioDs, or to walks curtailed 
by my sisters' terrors, I shortened my tour; and, after much fatigue 
and considerable expense, returned to London vtrithout having seen 
one half of the beauties I had so long and so often wished to behold. 
Charlotte, the contrite Charlotte, incessantly blames herself for her 
conduct, blushes if we talk of mountains, and weeps at the very 
name of Wales; and by common consent, the tour which was to fuis 
nish us with conversation for life, is an interdicted subject in the 
family. ^ 

My two young sisters* terrors have chosen different objectg,^Aey 
are infected with entomological horrors. On fine warm days iOi^m- 
mer, ten minutes seldom pass without their starting up in consterna-^ 
tion, flying to different corners of the room, elevating their handker^ 
chiefs in defence, and shrinking their persons into the smallest possi¬ 
ble compass, in order to avoid a wasp or humble-bee. This is the first 
summer 1 have been able to persevere in reading aloud to my family; 
for, thanks to the cold weather in May and June, very few of these 
enemies of industry aud literature remained to eat apricots and terrify 
young ladies. Their well known hum is the signal for panic and con¬ 
fusion : down go work aud books, and pens and pencils; Jane and 
Mary scream, and take to flight; their sisters seize the first imple¬ 
ment of destruction that is at hand, and nothing more can be done or 
thought of, till the luckless intruder has paid the penalty of his life; 
then needles and India-rubber are to be found, and, before employ¬ 
ment is quietly resumed, another tocsin sounds another skirmish aud 
another death. Tiieii there is no persuading these two silly girls to 
join our evening walks iu the country. At that refreshing season of 
cool airs and sweet smells, when only a jtale streak of light tells 
where the sun last shewed his glorious face, when the constella¬ 
tions are gradually spangling their various figures on the n^ty blue of 
the sky, and the soft influence of evening has sweetened fflftte sounds 
which fell harshly cn the ear by day, when a dog's distant howl is 
agreeable, and tbe grating of a waggon’s wheels is listened to with 
pleasure—at this time, when it is so delightful to saunter, not to walk, 
and to chat in subdued tones with those we love; whq||^my spirits^ 
my feelings, and my affections, always seem in their best state— 
this time out come my imfortuDate sisters’ deadly foes, the frog, tbe 
bat, and tbe cock-cha%r, little suspecting their power of iqj^soa- 
ing two fair damsels, from whose distant tread they would fly in con¬ 
sternation. Anna, too^ is equally prevented from taking an evening 
ramble; for after sun-set the woods and groves are peopled by ban¬ 
ditti : and it 1 coax her out, while I am gazing on the boles of the 
trees, silvered by the rising moon, or pausing to catch ^e notes of 



47d 




a nightingale, her jaundiced eye sees^ a ruffian crouching behind a 
shrubi <&[ her startled ear detects the distant signal-whistle of a gang 
of robbers; then she catches me by the arm, bids me ask no ques¬ 
tions, hurries me to the house, bars the door behind her, and in¬ 
treats me to load my pistols, and fire my blunderbuss out of every 
window. 

Tbou|^ my sisters make themselves and all about them uncom¬ 
fortable, and prevent sensibl|^men firom wishing to become their com¬ 
panions for lim, yet, as they are young and handsome, they meet with 
much ready assistance and apparent commiseration from their male 
acquaintance, and have always some doughty champion at hand to 
protect them from runaway insects and imaginary rutiians, and to 
admire the changing hue of their complexions, and the pretty agita¬ 
tion o^their elegant persons; and, unless they should be disfigured 
by illness or accident, 1 dare say, that while under thirty, they may 
scream at frisky calves, and faint at spiders and frqgs, as often as they 
pl^c, without any fear of exemplifying the fable of the boy and the 
woW. But my cousin Emma U. has no such claims upon any one's 
compassion, for alas ! she is not handsome enough to be hysterical; 
her eyes are not sufficiently bright to atone for tears of vain alarm, 
nor will the beauty of her mouth excuse her screaming at caterpillars 
and black beetles. Gentlmen observe her distress, sneer, and pass 
on ; Bwords do not leap from their scabbards to punish the intrusion 
of a dog, or the purrings of a distant kitten; when she rouses the 
family from their beds from some causeless terror, the trouble she 
gives is not counterbalanced by seeing her in her night-cap; aud 
when she shuts herself in the cellar during a thunder-storm, no gal¬ 
lant swain begs to accompany her to her retirement. Poor girl! her 
life is one long panic, she has contrived to unite in herself all possi¬ 
ble fears and apprehensions; she is scolded by the rigid, lectured by 
the wise, called silly by some, affected by others—her family grieve 
for her, her acquaintance laugh at her; but still her terrors continue 
too stubborn for conquest or control. On one occasion, however, 
she added an instance to the myriads which already existed, of the 
strength of woman's affection—of the mighty power of that love 
which will teach her to make every thing possible in the service of its 
object. Emma is strongly attached to her mother, to whom she was 
the most Ifender and indefatigable of nurses in an illness which en¬ 
dangered her life. Quiet was strictly reconifliended, and Emma 
seemed suddenly gifted with a fairy's power of treading and moving 
inaudibly. She performed every office required in a sick room with 
magical ge^leness and celerity; and, wt^ every other duty was 
done, to#: her station by her mother s pillow. One morning, while 
the invalids hand was yet pressed by bet;:daughter’s fingers, she 
gradually fell into a gentle slumber; and who knew bow es¬ 
sential rest was to her mother's recovery, this favourable symp¬ 

tom with inexpressible delight. Notwithidtaoding the cramp and 
numbness , which ensued, Emma inviolably;> retainoil her position, 
scarcely permiUed herself to breathe, and withdrew her eyes, from 
her mothei^ face from a sort of indefinable dread, lest their anxious 
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glances should disturb her plumbers. In this situation a slight 
noise wvls heard^ and Emma's fearful ears detected the approach of 
a mouse. There is no creature of which she bus a greater horror; 
1 have seen her countenance change when she faeatd its distant 
scratching, and she has nearly fainted away at ^lie sight of one ip 
a trap. On the present occasion, however, love mastered fear:*^ 
she sat perfectly still, and only dreaded lest the tumultuou^beating 
of her heart should communicate itse^ to the hmnfwhich neld that 
of her mother in its gentle pressure. Presently, the Curtains at the 
foot of the bed are seen to move, and in a few jnoments the little 
creature makes its appearance, hxes its sharp eyes on Emma's pale 
face, pauses for half a minute, gathers courage from her marble-like 
aspect, and begins to nibble some crumbs which remained on the 
coverlet. I am certain that what Emma suii'ered far exceeded mere 
bodily |)ain, it was the very agony of fear—fear, the intenseness of 
which was not diminished by its fully* The worst, however, was to 
come. The animal, undisturbed by any noise or movement, cwti- 
nued to approach still nearer; and, at length, as if commissioned to 
put Euiraa's affection and self-command- to the fullest trial, it posi¬ 
tively touched her hand. She felt a sort of icy pulse pervade every 
limb, her very heart appcared4o tremble;^but she retained her posi¬ 
tion, and declares that she felt no app.^ro{eiision of being made to 
start or scream, fur she had a thorough^ confidence in the efficacy of 
that feeling, which, in the breast of woman, is often stronger than the 
love of life. Thona'h all within her shook from agitation, all conti¬ 
nued statue-like without: and it was not till the mouse was approach¬ 
ing her mother's arm, that Emma gently moved her disengaged hand, 
and scared the little monster to its hiding-place. Her mother’s sleep 
continued, she aw'oke refreshed, and wlien Emma left the room, lit¬ 
tle supposed that it was to give relief, by tears and violent agitation, 
to suppressed terror and concealed suffering. 1 ought to add, that 
her mother recovered; and that, however ludicrous some of Emma’s 
terrors may be, her fear of a mouse now too saertd a subject for 
ridicule. 

Mademoiselle de la Roebejaquelin relates a beautiful instance of 
sudden courage springing out of alarmed affection. fShe was so great 
a coward on horseback, that even when a servant held the bridle, and 
a gentleman walked on each side, she would weep from affP^ehension. 
Yet, when she heaiU that her husband was wounded, all former fears 
yielded to her anxiety for him :—** Jc na?,voulus pas rester un mo- 
meut de plus. Je pris un mauvais petit cheval qui se trouvait par 
basard dans la cout;'je tfe laissai pas le jtemps d'an'ang||r les etriers 
qui ^taient in^gauk^ etje partis au grand galop; en uxiis quarts 
d’heure je fis troisgraudsa lieues de mauvais chemins." 

It is thus that womaiwedeeni&r4ier follies—thus that she ennoldes 
cowardice, aud saucti^^^efects. I intreat pardon for every thing 
I have said against faer-^1 blush, I apologize, I retract. I sat down 
in ill-humour, for^the ^ars of my tamily had just comp^jled me to 
reject a ticket for the Coronation ; but have written myself into a 
tolerable temper, and am better able to appreciate the affectionate 
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anxiety of which I was the Tictim. must pay some price for a 
thoasand daily kindaesses and hourly attentions, a wakefulness to 
real danger^ which is mv safeguard in sickness, a devotedness of 
love which despises trouble and annihilates difficulty. If femide fears 
annoy me ahroadt /cmale affection blesses me at home; if my mo¬ 
ther and sisters^r^ determined on dying a violent death, yet they 
would risk infection and Sanger to preserve my life. Women ought 
not to%e monk perfect than they are. In virtue and warmth of 
heart they eltoel us already: add strength of mind, and a calm 
courage, equally J?emoved irom ungraceful boldness and unreasona¬ 
ble fear, and we%ust seek our spouses in some other planet. 

W. E. 


THE CAT PAINTER.* 

BEFonE speaking of a man whose whole life was ^ent in the 
oompitny ana contemplation of cats, I am tempted to offer a few ob¬ 
servations upon tile singular fate of these animals, who have experi¬ 
enced such various treatment from mankind, and upon whom such 
dissimilar and clashing anions have been entertained. Idolized 
by one people, contcmllea by another; classed by naturalists in the 
rather unamiable family of lion* and ti^rs; gifted with the boss 
of murder by the craniologisls of tiicso latter days; cats, if they 
were endowed^ with the faculty of reflection, might, with good 
reason, feel astonished at the strange and capricious destiny re¬ 
served to them. It was me custom formerly, in some cities of 
Europe, to burn on St. Jolm'^s day one of these animal^ with all 
the honours of an auto da fe. The Egyptians, on the contraiy, 
worshiped them as gods. In their angient catacombs the mum¬ 
mies oi cats are found in such immense numbers, that one is led to 
suppose that the individuals of the feline race must have been 
amongst the most distinguiAcd benefactors of the human kind. 
If we believe Herodotus, when the house of an Egyptian took 
fire, he first liastened to convey his cats to a place of security,* and 
aflerwanis looked about his wife and children. The fatner of 
history has, perhaps, a little exaggerated thelfve of the Egyptians 
for their four-jfooted ^vourites; yet some are bold enough to 
assert, that, even at the present day, tiier6 are persons who, though 
otherwise excellent goed Christians, Voidd, under sinular d!rcum- 
stances^lbecome Egyptians. ^ ^ 

One is inclined to think that the Greeks, who were indebted for 
so many things to the inhabitants of tl»l|^d of pyramids, would 




* Tliia article, by M* Deppipg, bf Faria, was at a late meeting of the 

Sort4t4 Phtoteckm^ue. We noticed it before in papo of the Historical Register, 
under the head ** Foreign Varieties,’* seeing which, M. Depping obligingly forwarded 
it to us at length. 
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have al£o inherited their aiFection for tbiedfe animAls; is 



coneertiitig 
Plutarch, 


rather surpnsing that there is not a single 
them in asxy of the works of the Greek natafal 
who wrote a treatise upon the instinct of several 

curious anecdotes of the^gacity of most speCi^ df animals. He 
speaks of a goose that evinced the most tender to an 

Egyptian young man ; and of an elephant^Vhicli'lfcvery morning^ 
paid his addresses to a flower-prl, to the veryjgreat acuioyance of 

' ‘ ^ ^^lutarch observes 


the grammarian Aristophanes, his rival. 

the most profound silence with regard to^ts. It appears that 
this animm was not domesticated amongst the Greeks. Probably 
the BoUeaus of Atliens often said*, in their siti^ upon i\\tA dty/ 

Je pense qu’avec eux toiit est chez moi; 

L’un miaule en grondant coirnne un tigre en fiirie, 

L’autre roule sa voix, comme un en^nt qui erie.” ^ 

They were,, perhaps, of opinion, that'^he cat vffis “ a selfish and 
faithless servant, that conformed to of theTiabits «f society 
without being imbu^ with,«^ spirit, . and whose predatory ana 
robber-like disposition had Jot been^tig^y eradicated, but only 
modified, by a careful education, into;Ti||p battering duplicity of a 
knave.” Frown not, fai^^^aders; these are the words qf BufFoQj 
aud not mine. ■ & 

This judgment, it must be allowed, is rather u||charitaMe: the 
more courteous a,uthors of the new F^ncb Dictionary t>f Natural 
History have thought proper to mitigatp its severity; they pre^ 
tend that we are not justified in ^upp^ing that the cat is not 
susceptible of attachment; and even venture to add, that no mat¬ 
ter how perverse its inclinations may be, yet it is still posable, by 
gentle treatment, to correct^and cokniuunicate to it a character of 
suavity and kindness. . ^' 

I am far from wishing to enter' Ae lists for the rigid Buffon 
against his more indulgent successor. I should dreiid, by taking 
such a part, to find myself opposed to the sentimenttf-efi* the fairest 
portion of my retuiere. ‘ " 

Rousseau, it is preferred the cat to the dog, because the 
one has preserved m freedom and indd^^dence,^hile the other 
has willingly entered into bondage. ... 

The cat IS ^ no meaij |0 d«bid of qualities capable. o£ inspiring 
attachment. Petiilti^ whose heart wap full of Laura as^ms mind 
was full c£ poetrj^ etite||puned the most lively affection for a rat, 
the companion of Sia viriting the country-hoUie in 

which he dwelt, near PM|la, ohe of the first objects that attract 
attention, is a glazed nt^ in one of the apartments, inclosing an 
embalmed cat, whose c^^nurely prpud rerard seems to s^'tb the 
traveller;. L also was oeioved by TPetrarch.” The cat has 

succeed^ in gaining the siffrations of a much less gentie and 
amiable person than the fever of Laura; namely, Mahomet, who 
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prefeit^ cutting off the deeve of his robe to disturbing the repose 
of his favourite Grimalkin, that had fallen asleep upon it. 

I shall here state an anecdote related by M. Ladoucette:— 
“ Madame Hel^tihs had a wild cat that continually lay at her 
feet, seemingly always ready to defend her. It never shewed the 
least holKlity tQ the birds wliich Madame H. kept; and it would 
receive fixxi ftid caresses from no one but its mistress. At the 


death of this excellent and amiable woman, the poor animal was 
removed from her^apartment, but it contrived, the next morning, 
to make its way thither; it went into the bed, sat upon her chair, 
slowly and mournfully paced over her toilet, and seemed, by its 
filaintife cries, to t^’^ling or regretting its lost friend. It after¬ 
wards escaped from the house, fled to the cemetery, and, laying 
itself down upon the grave of its mistress, expired apparently from 
grief and despair.” 

If cats were so inclined, they might form a not disreputable 
^brary of the works written upon them. The author of the 
** Essay upon the Art of Pleasing,” has not <hsdained to consti¬ 
tute himself their historiographer. Madame Deshoulieres, De- 
hlle, and other poets, have sung their praises.; Gugot Desherbieres 
has consecrated an entire poem to them. Another of their 
friends (ffie subject of the present article) devoted his whole life 
and talents to t^ir service. This artist, who died at Bern about 
seven years ago, was named Godfrey Mind. He was the son of a 
poor carpenter. A painterj who found him while yet a boy in a 
state of misery and starvation;- took compassion on him, gave him 
some lessons in drawing, and aroused a latent taste which he had 
for that art. Young Mind shewed a marked predilection for 
sketching the figures of animals; but his progress at first was slow, 
as all his time was occupied in colouring plates for an engraver of 
Bern, with whom he worked by the day. He had so little 
capacity for any'other kind of instruction, that he could scarcely 
learn to write nis name. Wearied at length with colouring en- 
gravingsdrom mom till night, he (fitted his employer's house, 
and established himself for the rest of his days a painter of animals, 
or rather of twp species, o6 animals—bears ana cats. But the lat¬ 
ter were more peculiarly his favourite studies. He painted them 
in water-colours, in every pos8ibl4i^attitude, either alone or in 
groupt^ with a truth and natiue that hkve, pmrhaps, never been 
sumassed. ' 

ms masterly sketches might haVfe bee^ justly termed “ striking 
portraits of cats.” He caught dttd (kpicted every evanescent 
shade and expresrion of their demure add wily phyaognomy—he 
^urtrayed, with inexhaustiUe variety, tHe gramul attitudes and 
fantastic tricks of the kittens gambohng with the mother cat—he 
represented, with the most eye-beguiling fiddity, the glossy fur 
of their coats ; in a word, the cats painted by Mind appeared to 
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frisk about, and purr upon*the paper. An able French painter, 
who never passed through Switzerland without purchasing some 
of Mind’s paintings, called him the Raphael of Most of 

the sovereigns and persons of distinction who travelled into Swit¬ 
zerland were anxious to secure specimens of Mind^s cats’ por¬ 
traits; and they occupy at present a'distinguish^ plac#in the 
portfolios of the amateurs of painting. Indeed, its is sdd, that 
they have preserved more than one vaUiable collection from the 
Vandal teeth of rats and mice. If this circumstance were well 
autlienticated, it would merit being placed alongside the anecdote 
told of the celebrated Grecian painter Zeuxis, whose fruit-piece 
tempted the birds to peck at it. It would have been extraordi¬ 
nary if Mind had not succeeded In this branch of the art, for the 
animals he undertook to represent were the objects of his ten- 
dercst affection, and his constant and only companions. While at 
work, his favourite cat was almost continually by his side; he 
seemed even to carry on a kind of conversation with her. Some¬ 
times she lay upon his knees, while two or three kittens were 

E erched upon his shoulders ;< and in this position he has been 
nown to remain for several hours immovable as a statue, fearing, 
by the slightest motion, to disturb the repose of his friends. He 
had by no means the same complaisance for the mere mortals who 
came to see him; on the contrary, he received them with very un¬ 
disguised ill-humour. Besides, the sombre expresrion df Jus 
countenance was quite repulsive, so that it very rarely happdied 
that any one was tempted to repeat his visit. Indcra, Nature, 
for the most part, had been such a niggard to him of personal 
and mental attractions, that it was thi*; peculiar talent alone that 
threw any interest around him. 

The most severe aiHiction that Mind probably ever experienced, 
was caused by the general massacre of tne cats, in consequence of 
an order in 1809 from the police of Bern, a madness having 
manifested itself amongst these animals. The Jewish mothers 
felt not more anguish at the cruel order of Herod for the murder 
of the first-bom of Judah, than did Mind upon this latter occa- 
sicHi. He succeeded, however, in saving his dear Minette froip 
the bloody proscription; but his sorrow fotr the untimely death of 
eight hundred cats immolated upon the altar of public safety, was 
overwhelming; and, like Rachel weeping for her children,she was 
not to be comforted. 

The second aUacbment which shared, tliough in a minor 
degree, the empire of bis affections with the cats, was for the 
bears. His favourite walk was around the inclosure in which the 
magistrates of Bern keep some of those animals, who, {(s every 
one knows, figure in the arms of the republic. Mind was so well 
known to them (not the magistrates, but the bears), that 
moment he appeared, tiiey Hastened to meet him with open 
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mouths, certun of deceiving from his'hands the accustomed hpead 
and fruit 

In the winter evenings, when Mind could neither paint nw pay 
his usual visits to the bears, he still continued to occupy himself 
with his favourite animals, by carving chesnuts into the foms of 
bears and cats: and these pretty trifles, executed with astomriiing 
skill and accuracy, were eagerly sought after throughout Swit¬ 
zerland. 

Thus passed forty years of his life, during which he had 
scarcely any communion witji-ihis fellow men, except when dis¬ 
posing of the proiluctions of ms talent-* After his death, which 
took place in 1814, the verses of Catullus upon the death of 
Lesbians sparrow were pleasantly parodied, and applied to him:— 

“ Lugete o feles, ursique lugete, 

Mnrtuus est vobis amicus.” D. 
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LETTER VII. 

Seville, — 1801. 

Tqjp calan^ity which has afflicted this town and swept away 
thousand of its inhabitants t, will more than sufliciently ac- 
.colhiit for part of niy long silence. But, during the interruption of 
iny correspondence, there is ^ former period for which [ owe you a 
more detailed explanation. 

My travels in Spain l^ve hitherto been as limited as is usual 
among tny countrymen. The expense, the danger, and the great in¬ 
convenience attending a journey, prevent our travelling for pleasure or 
curiosity. Most of our people spend their whole lives within their 
province, and few among the females have ever lost sight of the town 
that gave them birth. I have, however, brought home some of your 
English restlessness; and as my dear friend the young clergyman, 
whose account of himself is already in your hands, had to visit a 
very peculiar spot of Andalusia, I joined him most willingly in his ex¬ 
cursion, during which I collected a few traits of our national man¬ 
ners, with a view to add one more to my preceding sketch^. 

My friend's destination was a town in the mountains or Sierra de 
, Ronda, called Olbera. A young man of that town had been elected 
to a fellowship of this Major College; and my friend, who is a mem¬ 
ber of that body, was the appointed commissioner for cottectiug the 


* A countryman of Mind's, M. Koenig, has lately published a aeries of coloured 
Rthographical prints, representing the entire collection of tins painter's cats t so 
that those amateurs, who ore not fortunate enough to pmess any of the originals, 
may at least procure moat faiOiful and tastefully execirted copies, 

T The yellow fever, in 1600. 
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pnw&oSi or evidence, wliich, according to the statutes, must be taken 
at the birth-place of the candidate, concerning the purity of his blood 
and family connexions. The badness of the roads, in that direction, 
induced us to make the whole journey on horseback. \Vc were pro¬ 
vided with the coarse dress which country gentlemen wear on similar 
occasions—a short loose jacket and small-clothes of brown serge; 
thick leather gaiters; a cloak tied up in a roll on the pommel of the 
saddle ; and a stout spcucer, ornamented with a kind of patch-work 
lace, madj of pieces of various colours, which is a favourite riding- 
dress of our Andalusian beaux. Each of us, as well as the servant, 
whose horse carried our light luggi^e, was armed with a musket, 
hanging by a hook, on a ring which alitravelliiig-saddies arc furnished 
witli for that purpose. This manner of travelling is, upon the whole, 
the most pleasant in Andalusia, llubbers seldom attack people on 
horseback, provided they take care, as we did, never to pass any 
wooded ground without separating to the distance of a musket-shot 
from each other. 

My fellow-traveller took this opportunity to pay a visit to some of 
his acquaintance at Osuna, a town of considerable wealth, with a 
numerous voble:>se^ a collegiate church, and a university. At the end 
of our first day's journey we stopped at a pretty populous village 
called £1 Arahal. The inn, though far from comfortable, in the Eng¬ 
lish sense of the word, was not one of the worst wc were doomed to 
endure in our tour; fur travellers were not here obliged to starve if 
they had not brought their own provisions ; and we had a room with 
a few broken chairs, a deal table, and two flock beds, la^^on 
planks raised from the brick-floor by iron trestles. A dish o^lpim 
and eggsafl'orded us an agreeable and substantial dinner, and a bottte 
of cheap, but by no means un)>leasaut wine, made us forget the jog¬ 
trot of our day s journey. 

We had just felt the approach of that peculiar kind of ennui which 
lurks in every corner of an inn, when the sound of a fife and drum, 
with more of the sporting and mirthful titan of the military character, 
awakened out curiosity. But to ask a question, even at the best 
Spanish fonda (hotel), you must either exert your lungs, calling the 
w'aiter, chambermaid, and landlord, in succession, to multiply tlie 
chances of finding one disposed to hear you, or adopt the more 
quiet method of searching them through the house, beginning at tbe 
kitchen. Here, however, we had only to step out of our room and 
we found ourselves within the cook*s dominions. The best country 
ions, indeed, consist of a large hall contiguous to the street or road, 
and paved like tbe former with round stones. At one end of this hall 
there is a large hearth, raised about afoot from the ground, A wood- 
fire is constantly burning upon it, and travellers of all ranks and de¬ 
grees, who do not prefer moping in their cold, unglazed rooms, are 
glad to take a seat near it, where they enjoy gratis the wit and 
humour of carriers, coachmen, and clowns, and a close view of the 
hostess or her maid, dressing successively in the same frying-pan, 
now an omelet of eggs and onions, now a dish of dried fish with oil 
and love-apples, or it may be the limbi of a tough fowl, which but a 
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few moments before had been strutting about the house. The doors 
of the bed-rooms, as well as that of the stable-^ard, all open into the 
hall. Leaving a sufficient space for carriages and horses to cross from 
the front door to the stables, the Spanish carriers, or harrieroB, who 
travel iu parties of twenty or thirty men and double that number of 
mules, range themselves at night along the walls, each upon his 
large pack-saddle, with no other covering but a kind of horse-cloth, 
called manta^ which they use on the road to keep them dry and warm 
in winter. 

Into this truly common-hall were we brought by the sound of the 
drum, and soon learned from one of the loungers who sauntered about 
it, that a company of strolling-players were in a short time to begin 
their performance. This was good news indeed for us, who, un¬ 
willing to go early to bed with a certainty of not being allowed to 
sleep, dreaded the close of now fast-approaching night. The per¬ 
formance, we were told, was to take place in an open court, where a 
cow-house, open iu front, afidrded a convenient situation both for 
the stage and the dressing-room of the actors. Flaving each of us 
paid the amount of a penny and a fraction, we took our seats under 
a bright starry sky, iniiified up in our cloaks, and perfectly unmind¬ 
ful of the danger which might arise from the extreme airiness of the 
theatre. A horribly screaming fiddle, a grumbling violoncello, and a 
deafening French-horn, composed the band. The drop-curtain con¬ 
sisted of four counterpanes sewed together; and the scenes, which 
were red gambroon curtains, hanging loose from a frame, and fiap- 
piDgip;4he wind, let us into the secrets of the dressing-room, where 
theaters, unable to afford a different person for every character, 
multiplied themselves by the assistance of the tailor. 

The play was “ El Diablo Predicador*'—the Devil turned Preacher— 
one of the numerous dramatic compositions published anonymously 
during the latter part of the Austrian dynasty. The character of this 
comedy is so singular, and so much of the public mind may be learned 
from its popularity all over the country, that I will give you an abs¬ 
tract of the plot. 

The hero of the play, designated in the Jhramatis Persona by the 
title oiprimer galan (first gallant), is Lucifer^ who, dressed in a suit 
of black velvet and scarlet stockings—the appropriate stage-dress of 
devils, of whatever rank and station—appears in the first scene 
mounted upon a Griffin, summoning his confidant Amodeiu out of a 
trap, to acquaint him with the danger to which the newly-e^ablished 
order of Saint Francis exposed the whole kingdom of darkness. 
Italy (according to the arch-demon) was overrun with mendicant 
friars; and even Lucca, the scene of the play, where they had met 
with a sturdy opposition, might, he feared, consent to the building 
of a Franciscan convent, the foundations of which were already laid. 
Lucifer, therefore, determines to assist the Lucchese in dislodging bis 
cowled enemies from that town; and he sends Asmodeus to Spain 
upon a similar service. The chief engine be puts in motion is Ludo- 
n/oo, a wealthy and hai'd-hearted man, who had just married Octavia, 
a paragon of virtue and beauty, thus cruelly sacrificed by her fiither's 
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ambition. Feliciano^ a cousin of Octavia, and the object of her enxly 
adection^ availing himself of the husband’s ignorance of their now- 
broken engagement, makes his appearance at Lucca with the deter¬ 
mination of seducing the bride and taking revenge on Ludovico. The 
Guardian of the new convent of Saint Francis, being obliged by the 
rule of his order to support the friars by daily alms collected from the 
people, and hnding the inhabitants of Lucca determined to starve 
them out of their city, applies to Ludovico for help. This wicked 
man thrusts the Guardian and his lay brother A ntolin—tliegracimo of 
the play—out of the house, to be hooted and pelted by the mob. 
Nothing therefore was left for the friars but to quit the town: and 
now, the poet considering Horace’s rule for supernatural interference 
as perfectly applicable to such a desperate state of things, the Nino 
Dios, the Child God*^ and Michael the archangeU come down in a 
cloud (you will readily conceive that the actors at our humble theatre 
dispensed with the machinery); and the last, addressing himself to 
Lucifer, gives him a peremptory order to assume the habit of Saint 
Francis, and under that disguise to stop all the mischief he had de¬ 
vised against Octavia, to obtain support from the people of Lucca 
for the Franciscans, and not to depart till he had built two convents 
instead of the one he was trying to nip in the bud. 

To give, as you say in England, the Devil his due, it must be con¬ 
fessed, that Lucifer, though now and then exclaiming against the se¬ 
verity of his punishment, executes his commission with exemplary zeal. 
He presents himself to the Guardian, in the garb of the order, and 
having Urolher Antolin appointed as his attendant, soon changes the 
hearts of the people, and obtains abundant supplies for the convent. 
The under-plot proceeds in the mean time, involving Octavia in the 
most imminent dangers. She snatches from Feliciano a letter, in 
which she bad formerly avowed her love to him, which, imperfectly 
torn to pieces, falls into Ludovico’s hands, and induces him to plan 
her death. To accomplish this purpose, he takes her into the coun¬ 
try, and stabs her in the depth of a forest, before Monk Lucifer, who 
fairly and honestly had intended to prevent the blow, could he have 
come up to the place in time with his lay-companion. 

To be thus taken bv surprise puzzles the ex-arcbangel not a little. 
Still he observes, that since Octavia’s soul had neither gone to heaven, 
purgatory, nor hell, a miracle was on the point of being performed. 
Nor was he deceived in this shrewd conjecture; for iheVirgin Mary 
descends in a cloud, and touching the body of Octavia, restores her 
to life. Feliciano arriving at this moment attributes the miracle to 


• The representation of the Deity in the form of a child is very common in 
Spain. The number of little figures, about a foot high, caUed Nino Dios, or 
Nino Jesus, is nearly equal to that of nuns in most convents. The nuns dress them 
in all the variety of the national costumes, such as clergymen, canons in their 
choral robes, doctors of divinity in their hoous, physicians in their wigs and gold- 
headed canes, &r. &c. The Nino Jesus is often found in private houses; oiid in 
some parts of Spain, where contraband trade is tbe main occupation of the people, 
be is seeniu the dress of a smuggler with a brace of pistols at his girdle, and a blun¬ 
derbuss leaning on his arm. 
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tl&e two friars; and the report of this wonder exposes AntoHn to a 
ludicrous mobbing in the town, where his frock is tom to pieces to 
keep the shreds as relics. Lucifer now endeavours to persuade the 
resuscitated wife, that, according to the canon law, her marriage has 
been dissolved by death; but she will not listen to the casuistry of 
that learned personage, and returns to her husband. Her unwilling 
protector is therefore compelled to prevent a second death, which the 
desperate Ludovico intends to inflict upon his too faithful wife. After 
this second rescue of the beautiful Octavia, Lucifer makes a most 
edifying address, urging Ludovico to redeem his sins, by giving alms 
to the Franciscans. His eloquence, however, making no impression 
upon the miser, Saint Michael gives the word from behind the scenes, 
and the obdurate man is swallowed up by the earth. Michael now makes 
his appearance; and, upon a very sensible remonstrance of Lucifer, 
as to the hardship of Lis present case, he allows the latter to strip oft’ 
the cowl, and carry on hostilities against the Franciscans by the usual 
means he^empluys against the othe. religious orders, i. e. assaulting 
the monks* virtue by any means except their stomachs. Food the 
Franciscans must have according to the heavenly promise made to 
their founder.—This curious play is performed, at least once a year, 
on every Spanish theatre; when the Franciscan friars, instead of en¬ 
forcing the standing rule, which forbids the exhibition of the monkish 
dress upon the stage, regularly lend the requisite suits to the actors: 
so favourable is the impression it leaves in favour of that mendicant 
order. 

Our truly Thespian entertainment was just concluded, when we 
heard the church-bell toll what in Spain is called Las Animas —the 
Souls. A mao, bearing a large lantern with a painted glass, repre¬ 
senting two naked persons enveloped in flames, entered the court, ad¬ 
dressing every one of the company in these words:—77m Holy Souls, 
Brother! Remember ike Holy Souls, Few refust^d the petitioner a 
copper coin, worth about the eighth part of a penny. This custom 
is universal in Spain. A man, whose chief employment is to be 
agent for the souls in purgatory, in the evening— the only time when 
the invisible sufferers are begged for about the towns — and for some 
saint or Madmma, during the day, parades the streets after sunset, 
with the lantern I have described, and never fails visiting the inns, 
where the travellers, who generally entrust their safety from robbers 
to the holy smU, arc always ready to make some pecuniary acknow¬ 
ledgement for past, and secure their continuance for future fkvours. 
The tenderness of all sorts of believing Spaniards for the souls in 
purgatory, and the reliance they place on their intercession with God, 
would almost be affecting, did it not originate in the most supersti¬ 
tious credulity. 

The doctrine of purgatory is very easily, nay, consistently em¬ 
braced by such as believe in the expiatory nature of pain and suffer¬ 
ing. The best feelings of our hearts are, besides, most ready to as¬ 
sist the imagination in devising means to keep up an intercourse with 
that invisible world, which either possesses already, or must soon 
possess, whatever has engaged our affections in this. Grief for a 
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<1cparie(l friend losee half its bilterness with a Cutholin who can Kinnly 
believe that not a day shall pass without repeated and effectual proo/s 
of attachment, on his part, till he join the conscious object of bis 
love in bliss. While other articles of the Catholic faith are too re¬ 
fined and abstract for children, their tender and benevolent minds 
eagerly seize on the idea of purgatory fire. A ])arent or a brother, 
still kind to them in another world, yet suffering excruciating jiains 
that may be relieved, shortened, and perhaps terminated by some 
privation or prayer, are notions perfectly adapted to their capacity 
and feelings. Every year brings round the day devoted by the church 
to the relief of the departed souls. The holy vestments used at the 
three masses, wdiich, by a special grant, every priest is alhmed to 
perform that morning, arc black. Large candles of yellow wax are 
j>laced over the graves within the churches, and even the churchyards; 
those humble places of repose appointed for criminals and paupers 
are not neglected on that day of revived sorrows. Lights are pro¬ 
vided for them at the expense of the society established in every town 
of Spain for the relief of the friendless spirits who, for wanrof as¬ 
sistance, may be lingering in tbc purifying fiames ; and many of the 
members, with a priest at their head, visit these cemeteries for nine 
successive evenings. 

Thus, even benevolence, under the guidance of superstition, de¬ 
generates into absurdity. It does not, however, stop here; but, 
rushing headlong into the ludicrous, forces a smile upon the face of 
sympathy, and painfully compels our mirth W'here our tears were 
ready to flow. The religious ingenuity of the Catholics has gone so 
far as to publish the scheme of a lottery for the benefit of such souls 
as might otherwise escape their notice. It consists of a large sheet 
of paper fixed in a frame, with an open box beneath it. Under dif¬ 
ferent heads, numbered from one to ninety, the inventor of this pious 
game has distributed the most interesting cases which can occur ia 
the debtors side of the infernal New^gate, allotting to each a jiraycr, 
penance, or oflering. In the box are deposited ninety pieces of card, 
distinguished by numbers corresponding to the ninety classes. Ac* 
cording as the pious gambler draws the tickets, he performs the me¬ 
ritorious works enjoined in the scheme—generally a short prayer, or 
slight penance — transferring their spiritual value to the fortunate 
souls to w'hom each card belongs. Often, in my childhood, have I 
amused myself at this good-natured game. But the Iiu|uisition is 
growing fastidious; and though the lottery of purgatory h as fairly 
grounded on the doctrines of Rome, as the papal bulls for the release 
of suffering souls, which are sold for sixpence, w'ith a blank for in¬ 
serting the name of the person in whose behalf it is purchased, the 
inquisitors, it seems, W'ill not allow' the liberation of the departed to 
become a matter of chance, and the lottery scheme has lately been 
prohibited. Fortunately, we still have various means of assisting 
our friends in Hades; for, besides masses, the bulls just mentioned, 
prayers, and penances, the Pope has established eight or ten days in 
the year, on w hich every Spaniard, (for tlie grant is confined to Spain) 
by kneeling at five different altars, and there prating for the extirpa- 



4yO Leiieri from Spain, 

Him of is entitled to send a species of htAeai tmimain m-it to 

any of his friends in purgatory. The^ name of the person whose li¬ 
beration is intended should, for fear of mistakes, be mentioned in the 
prayers. But, lest the order of release should find him already free, 
or perhaps within those gates to which no Pope has ever ventured to 
apply his keys, we are taught to endorse the spiritual bill with other 
names, addressing it finally to the most worthy mtd disemsohie. 

These privileged days are announced to the public by a printed no¬ 
tice, placed over the bason of holy water, which stands near every 
church-dour; and, as no one enters without wetting his forehead 
with the blessed fluid, there is no fear that the happy season should 
pass unheeded by the pious. The words written on the tablet are 
plain and peremptory; Hoy so saca Anima; literally, “ This is a soul- 
drawing day.” We must, however, proceed on our interrupted journey. 

Osuna, where we arrived on the second day after leaving Seville, is 
built on the declivity of one of the detached hills which stand as out¬ 
posts to the Sierra dc Honda, having in front a large ill-cultivated 
plain, #ont whence the principal church, and the college, to which the 
university of that town is attached, arc seen to great advantage. The 
great square of the town is nearly surrounded by an arcade or piazza, 
with balconies above it, and is altogether not unlike a large theatre. 
Such squares are to be found in every large town of Spain, and seem 
to have been intended for the exhibition of tournaments and a kind of 
bull-fights, less fierce and bloody than those of the amphitheatre, 
which bear the name of reffoeijos (rejoicings). 

Thc line of distinction between the noblesse and the unprivileged 
class being here drawn with the greatest precision, there cannot be a 
more disagreeable place for such as are, by education, above the lower 
ranks, yet have the misfortune of a plebeian birth. An honest respect¬ 
able labourer without ambition, yet with a conscious dignity of mind 
not uiicoiiimuti among the Spanish peasantry, may, in this respect, 
well be an object of envy to many of his biters. Gentlemen treat 
them with a less haughty and distant air than is used in England 
towaixls inferiors and dependants. A rahadan (chief shepherd), or an 
aperador (steward), is always indulged with a seat when speaking on 
business with his master, and men of the first distinction will have a 
kind word for every peasant, when riding about the country. Yet 
they will exclude from their club and billiard-table a well-educated 
man, because, forsooth, he has no legal title to a Don before his 
name. 

This town, though one of the third order, supports three convents 
of friars and two of nuns. A gentleman of this place who, being a 
clergyman, enjoys a high reputation as a spiritual director, introduced 
us to some of the ladies at the nunneries. By this means I became 
acquainted with two very remarkable characters—a worker of miracles 
and a nun in despair (monja de&e^erada). The first was an elderly 
woman, whose countenance and manners betrayed no symptoms of 
mental weakness; and whom, from all I was able to learn, it would be 
difficult to class either with the deceiving or deceived. The firm per¬ 
suasion of her companions that she is sometimes theotgect, sometimes 
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the instnimeBt of supernatural operations, inspires them with a respect 
bordering upon awe. It would be tedious to relate the alleged in¬ 
stances of her reading into futurity, and searching the recesses of the 
heart. Reports like these are indeed easily raised and propagated ; 
but I shall briefly relate one, which shews how stories of this kind 
may get abroad through the most respectable channels, aud form a 
chain of evidence which ingenuity cannot trace up to involuntary 
error, and candour would not attribute to deliberate falsehood* 

The community of the Descalzas (unshod nuns) had more than 
once been thrown into great consternation on seeing their prioress 
—for to that oflice had her sanctity raised the subject ot my story— 
reduced, for many days together, to absolute abstinence from food 
and drink. Though prostrate, and with hardly any pcfWer ot motion, 
she was in full possession of her speech aud faculties. Dr. Carnero, 
a physician well known in those parts for skill and personal respecta¬ 
bility, attended the patient; for though it was firmly believed by the 
nuns that human art could not reach the disease, it is but ^stice to 
say, that no attempts were visible to give it a supematuralTOaracter 
among strangers. The doctor, who seems to have, at first, considered 
the case as a nervous affection, wished to try tlie effect of a decided 
cfibrl of the patient under the influence of his presence and authority, 
for among nuns the physician is next in influence to the confessor. 
Having therefore sent for a glass of water, and desiring the attendants 
to bolster up the prioress into a sitting posture, he put it into her 
hand, with a peremptory injunction to do her utmost to drink. The 
unresisting nun put the water to her lips, and stopped. The phy¬ 
sician was urging her to proceed, when, to his great amazement, he 
found the contents of the glass reduced to one lump of ice.—^We had 
the account of this wonder from the clergyman who introduced us to 
the nun. Of his veracity I can entertain no doubt; while he, on the 
other hand, wasecjually confident of Doctor Caniero’s. 

Our visit to the other convent made me acquainted with one of 
the most pitiable objects ever produced by superstition—a reluctant 
nun. Of the actual existence of such miserable beings one seldom 
hears in Spain. A sense of decorum, and the utter hopelessness of 
relief, keep the bitter regrets of many an imprisoned female a pro¬ 
found secret to all but their confessor. In the present case, however, 
the vehemence of the sufferer’s feelings had laid open to the world 
the state of her harassed mind. She was a good-looking woman, 
of little more than thirty: but the contrast between the monastic 
weeds, and an indescribable air of wantonness which, in spite of all 
caution, marked her every glance and motion, raised a mixed feeling 
of disgust and pity, that made us uncomfortable during the whole 
visit. We had, nevertheless, to stay till the customa.ry refreshments 
of preserves, cakes, and chocolate were served from within the double 
grate that divided us from the inhabitants of the convent. This is 
done by means of a semicircular wooden frame which fills up an 
opening in the wall; the frame turns upon its centre, presenting 
alternately, its concave and its convex side. Tlie refreshments being 
placed within the hollow part, a slight impulse of the hand places 
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them ivitbin reach of the visitors. Tlus machine takes the name of 
tornOt from its rotatory motion. But I must leave the convents for a 
future letter. 

After a few days not unpleasantly spent at Osuna^ we proceeded 
to Olbera. The roads through all the branches of the Sierra de 
Honda, though often wild and romantic, are generally execrable. A 
mistake of our servant bad carried ua within two miles of a village 
called Paradas, when we were overtaken by a tremendous storm of 
hail and thunder. Hain succeeded in torrents, and forced us to give up 
all idea of reaching our destination that evening. We, consequently, 
made for the village, anxious to dry our clothes, which were j>erfectly 
wet through; but so wretched was the inn, that it had not a room 
where we coula retire to undress. In this awkward situation, my 
friend, as a clergyman, thought of applying to the vicar, who, upon 
learning his name, very civilly received us in his house. The dress of 
this worthy priest, a handsome man of about forty, shewed that he 
w'as at laut as fond of Ids gun and pointer, as of his missal. He had 
a little ^the swaggering manner of Andalusia, but it was softened by 
a frankness and a gentlemanlike air, which we little expected in a 
retired Spanish vicar. The fact is, that the livings being poor, none 
but the sons of tradesmen or peasants have, till very lately, entered 
the church, without well-grounded hopes of obtaining at once a 
place among the dignified cle]*gy. But 1 should rather say that the real 
vicars arc exempted from the care of a parish, and, under the name of 
henvjieiados^ receive the tithes, and spend them how and where they 
please. The nomination of curates belongs to the bishops; some of 
whom, much to the credit of the Spanish prelacy, have of late con¬ 
trived to raise their income, and thereby induced a few young men, 
who, not long ago, would have disdained the ofRcc, to take a parish 
under their care. The superiority, however, which was visible in our 
host, arose from his being \\hat is known by the name of curay henc~ 
^feiado, or having a church, of which, as is sometimes the case, the 
incumbency is inseparable from the curacy. He was far above his 
neighbours in wealth and consequence; and being fond of held sports 
and freedon*, he preferred tijc wild spot where he had been born, to a 
more splendid station in a Spanish cathedral. 

The principal, or rather the most frequented, room in the vicar's 
house was, as usual, the kitchen or great hall at the entrance. A 
well-looking woman, about five and thirty, with a very pretty daughter 
of fifteen, and a peasant-girl to do the drudgery of the house, formed 
the canonical establishment of this happy son of St. Peter. To scrutinize 
ilic relation in which these ladies sto<^' to the priest, the laws of hos¬ 
pitality would forbid; while to consider them as mere servants, we 
shrewdly guessed, would have hurt the feelings of the vicar. Having 
therefore, with becoming gallantry, wound ourselves into their good 
graces, we found noditiiculty, when supper was served up, in makii^ 
them take their accustomed places, which, under some pretence, they 
now' seemed prepared to decline. 

Our hearty meal ended, the alcalde, the escrt6ano (attorney), and 
three or four of the more substantial farmers, dropjHd in to Ibcir 
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nightly tertnlia. Ai the vicv saw no profeasional squeamishncss in 
my reverend companion^ he had no hesitation to acquaint us with the 
established custom of the house, which was to play at faro till bed-* 
time: and we joined the party. A green glazed eartlien jar, .holding 
a quart of brandy, flavoured with anise, was placed at the feet of the 
vicar, and a glass before each of the company. The inhabitants of 
the Sierra de Ronda are fond of spirits, and many exceptions to the 
general abstemiousness of the Spaniards are found among them. But 
we did not observe any excess in our party. Probably the influence 
of the clergyman, and the presence of strangers, kept all within the 
strictest rules of decorum. Next morning, after taking a cup of cho¬ 
colate, and cordially thanking our kind host, we took horse for 
Olbera. 

Some miles from that village, we passed one of the extensive woods 
of ilex, which are found in many parts of Spain. In summer, the 
beauty of these forests is very great* Wild flowers of all kinds, 
myrtles, honeysuckles, cystns, &c. grow in Uie greatest pro£|Bion, and 
ornament a scene doubly delicious from the cool shade wliitn^ucceeds 
to the glare of open and desolate plains, under a burning sun. Did 
not the monumental crosses, erected on every spot where a traveller 
has fallen by the hands of robbers, bring gloomy ideas to the mind, 
and keep the eye watching every turn, and scouring every thicket, 
without allowing it to repose on the beauties that court it on all sides> 
Spain would afl^^ord many a pleasant and romantic tour. Wild boars, 
and deer, and a few wolves, are found in these forests. Birds of all 
kinds, hawks, kites, vultures, storks, cranes, and bustards, are exceed¬ 
ingly numerous, in most parts of the country. Game, especially 
rabbits, is so abundant in these mountains, that many people live by 
shooting; and though the number of dogs and ferrets probably ex¬ 
ceeds that of houses in every village, I heard many complaints of animal 
depredations on the crops. 

We had traversed some miles of dreary rocky ground, without a 
tree, and hardly any verdure to soften its aspect, when from a deep 
valley, formed by two barren mountains, we discovered Olbera, oil 
the top of a third, higher than the rest, and more rugged and steep 
than any we had hitherto passed. Both the approach and the view 
of the town were so perfectly in character with what we knew of the 
inhabitants, that the idea of spending a week on that spot became 
gloomy and uncomfortable at that moment. 

The" rustic and almost savage manners of the noblesse o( Olbera arc 
unparalleled in Andalusia. Both gentlemen and peasants claim a wild 
independence, a liberty of misrule for their town, the existence of 
which betrays the real weakness which never fails to mix with the 
most absolute despotism of government. An Andalusian proverb 
desires you, Kill your man and fly to Olbera ”—Mata al hombrejf 
veto a Olbera. A remarkable instance of the impunity with which 
murder is committed in that town occurred two years before our visit. 
The alguacil mayor, a law-oQiccr of the first rank, was shot dead by 
an unknown band, when retiring to his house from an evening teitulia. 
He had offended the chief of a party—for they have here their Capu- 
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lets and Montagues, though 1 could never discover a Juliet—who was 
known to have formerly dispatched another man in a similar way ; and 
no doubt existed in the town, that I^billo had either killed the al- 
guacil, or paid the assassin. The expectation, however, of liis ac¬ 
quittal was as general as the belief of his guilt. To the usual dilatori- 
ncss of the judicial forms of the country, to the corruption of the 
scrivenera or notaries who, in taking down, most artfully alter the 
written evidence upon which the judges ground their decision, was 
added the terror of Lobillo's name and party, whose vengeance was 
dreaded by the witnesses. We now found him at the height of his 
power; and he was one of the persons examined in evidence of the no¬ 
ble birth and family honours of the candidate in whose behalf my friend 
had received the commission of his college. Lubillo is a man between 
fifty and sixty, with a countenance on which every evil passion is 
marked in indelible characters. He w'as, in earlier life, renowned 
for his forwardness in the savage rioting which to this day forms 
the chi(^||niusemcnt of the youtn of this tow'n. The fact is, that 
the conswmt use of spirits keeps many of them in a state of habitual 
intoxication. One cannot cross the threshold of a house at Olbera 
without being presented with a glass of brandy, which it would be an 
affront to refuse. The exploits performed at their drinking-bouts 
constitute the traditional chronicle of the town, and arc recounted 
with great glee by young and old. The idea of mirth is associated 
by the fashionablfs of Olbera with a rudeness that often degcJicratcs 
into downright barbarity. The spi»rts of the field are generally ter¬ 
minated by a supper at one of the coriijos, or farm-houses of the 
genti^*, wdiere the ffracioso or wit of the company is expected to pro¬ 
mote some practical joke when mischief is rife among the guests. 
The word culebra, for instance, is the signal for putting out the lights, 
and laying about wdth the first thing that comes to hand, as if trying 
to kill the snake which is the pretended cause of the alarm. The 
stomachs of the party arc, on other occasions, tried with a raw hare 
or kid, of which no one dares refuse to eat his share : and it is by no 
means uncommon to propose the alternative of losing a tooth, or pay¬ 
ing a fine. 

The relations of the young man whose pedigree was to be exa¬ 
mined by my friend, made it a point to entertain us, by rotation, every 
night with a dance. At these parties there was no music but a guitar, 
and some male and female voices. Two or four couples stood up for 
segiiidillas, a national dance, not unlike the fandango, which was, 
not long since, modified into the bolero, by a dancing-master of that 
name, a native of the province of Murcia, from which it was originally 
called Seguidillas Mnreianas, The dancers, rattling their castanets, 
move at the sound of a single voice, which sings couplets of four 
verses, with a burthen of three, accompanied by musical chords that, 
combining the six strings of the guitar into harmony, arc incessantly 
struck with the nails of the right hand. The singers relieve each 
other, every one ij>sing different words to the same tune. The subject 
of these popular compositions, of which a copious, though not very 
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t^egaiit collectton is prcserve<Lin the memory of the lower classes, is 
love, and they are generally appropriate to the sex of the singer. 

The illumination of the room consisted of a candil —a clumsy lamp 
of cast-iron, hung up by a hook on an upright piece of wood fixed on 
a three-footed stool, the whole of plain deal. Some of the ladies 
wore their mantillas crossed upon the chin so as to conceal their fea¬ 
tures. A woman in this garb is called tapada; and the practice of 
that disguise, which was very common under the Austrian dynasty, 
is still preserved by a few females in some of our country-towns. 1 
have seen them at Osuna and El Arahal, covered from head to foot 
with a black woollen veil falling on both sides of the face, and crossed 
so closely before it that nothing could be perceived but the gleaming 
of the right eye placed just behind the aperture. Our old dramatic 
writers found in the tapadas an inexhaustible resource for their plots. 
As the laws of honour protected a veiled lady from the intrusions of 
curiosity, jealousy was thus perpetually mocked by the very objects 
that were the main source of its alarms. 

My introduction, at the first evening-party, to one of ihelpdics of 
Olbera, will give you an idea of the etiquette of that town. A young 
gentleman, the acknowledged (/ravioso of the upper ranks, a charac¬ 
ter which, in those parts, must unite that of prst bulitf to support it, 
had from the day of our arrival taken us under his patronage, and 
engaged to do for us the honours of the place. His only faults were 
drinking like a fish, and being as quarrelsome as a bull-dog; au reste, 
he was a kind-hearted soul, and would serve a friend the whole 
length of the broad-sword, which, according to the good old fashion, 
he constantly carried under the left arm, concealed by the large fold¬ 
ings of his cloak. At the dances he was master of the ceremonies, 
and, as such, he introduced us to the company. We had not yet 
seated ourselves, when Don Juan de la Rosa—such was our patron’s 
name—surprist 1 me with the question, which of the present ladies I 
preferred to sit by- Thinking it was a jest, 1 made a suitable an¬ 
swer ; but I soon found he was serious. As it was not for me to inno¬ 
vate, or break through the laudable customs of Olbera, no other cause 
remained for hesitation but the difficulty of the choice. Ditlicult it 
was indeed ; not, however, from the balanced influence of contending 
beauty, but the formidable host of either coy or grinning faces, which 
nearly filled one side of the room. To take niy post by one of the 
rustic nymphs, and thus engage to keep up a regular flirtation for the 
evening, was more, I confess, than my courage allowed me. Revers¬ 
ing, therefore, the maxim which attributes increased horror to things 
unknown, I begged to be introduced to a tapada who sat in a comer, 
provided a young man of the town, who was at that moment speaking 
with her, had not a paramount claim to the place- The word was 
scarcely spoken, when my friend, Don Juan, advanced with a bold 
step, and addressing his townsman with the liberty of an established 
gracioso, he declared it was not lit for a clm'u to take that place in¬ 
stead of the stranger. The young man, who happened to be a near 
relation of the lady, gave up* his chair very good-humouredly, and I 
was glad to find that the airiness and superior elegance of shape. 
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which led me to the choice, had directed me to a gentlewoman. My 
veiled talking partner was highly amused—I will not say flattered— 
with what she chose to call my blunder, and pretending to be old and 
ugly, brought into full play all my Spanish gallantly. The evening 
was passed less heavily than I dreaded; and during our stay at Olbera 
w^e gave a decided preference to the lady of whom I had thus strangely 
declared myself the cortejo pro tempore. She was a native of Malaga, 
whom her husband, an ojficer on half-pay, had iuduced to reside in his 
native town, which she most cordially detesletl. Perhaps you wish to 
know the reason of her disguise at the dance. Moved by a similar 
ciicio>sity I ventured to make the inquiry, when I learned that, for 
want of time to dress, she had availed herself of the custom of the 
country, which makes the mantilla a species of dishabille tit for ati 
evening party. 

In the intervals of the dance we were sometimes treated with dra¬ 
matic scenes, of which the ilialogue is coniposeil on the spot by the 
actors.^This amusement is not uncommon in country-towns. It is 
known^|% the name oi juegos —a word literally answering to plays. 
The actors are in the habit of performing together, and consequently 
do not lind it difficult to go through their parts witliout much hesita- 
lion. Men in w'Oinen’s clothes act the female characters. The triilli 
is, that far from being surprised at the backwardness of the ladies to 
join actively in the amusement, the wit and humour of iX\e juegos is 
such, that one only wonders how any modest woman can be present 
at the performance. 

One night the dance was interrupted by the hoarse voice of our 
worthy friend Don Juan, who happened to be in the kitchen on a 
visit to a favourite jar of brandy. The ladies, though possessed of 
strong nerves, shewed evident symptoms of alarm; and we all hurried 
out of the room, anxious to ascertain the cause of the ihreateiiiiig 
tones wo had just heard. Upon our coming to the hall, we found the 
doughty hero standing at a window with a cocked gun in his hands, 
sending forth a volley of oaths, and protesting he would shoot the first 
man who approached his door. The assault, however, which he had 
tlius gallantly repulsed, being now over, he soon became cool enough 
to iiifoTm us of the circumstances. Two or three individuals of the 
adverse party, who were taking their nightly rounds under the win¬ 
dows of their mistresses, hearing the revel at Rosa's house, were 
tempted to interrupt it just by settiii^flre to the door of the entrance- 
hall. The house might, in a short time, have been in flames, but for 
the unquenchable thirst of the owner, which so seasonably drew him 
from the back to the front of the building. 

We were once retiring borne at break of day, when Don Juan, who 
never quitted us, insisted upon our being introduced at that moment 
to one of two brothers of the name of Ribera, who had, the evening 
before, arrived from his farm. Remonstrance was in vain : Don Juan 
crossed the street, and “ the wicket opening with a latch,” in primitive 
simplicity, we beheld one of the most renowned braggadomos of 
Olbera lying in bed, with a gun by his side. Ribera, so uncere¬ 
moniously disturbed, could not help greeting the visitors in rather 
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rough language; hut he so(?n was appeased, on perceiving that we 
were strangers. He sat w in liis hed, and handed to me a tumbler 
of brandy, Jiist filled frointlie ever-presciit green jar that stood within 
his reach upon a deal table. I'lie life 1 was leading had given me 2 L 
severe cough, and the inn/xlc of Ribera's gun close to iiiy head would 
scarcely have alarmed me more than the brim-full rummer with which 
1 was tlirealened- A terrible fit of coughing, however, came to my 
assistance ; and Don Juan interposing in my favour, 1 was,allowed to 
lay down the. glass. 

The facefioiisness of the two Riberas is greatly admired in their 
town. These loving brothers had, on a certain occasion, gone to be<l 
at-their cort/jo (farm), forgetling to put out the candiU or lamp, hung 
up at tlic opposite end of the. hall. The first who had retired urged 
that it was incumbent on Itiin who sat up latest, to have left cvrry 
thing in proper order; but the offender was too lazy to quit his hed, 
and u Jong eonfest ensued. After much, and probably not very tem¬ 
perate dis]>uting, a bright thought seemed to hiue crossed tlil|||k)nnger 
brother. And so it was indeed ; for stopping short in the argument, 
he grasped the gun, whieh, as usual, stood by his bed-side, took a 
sure aim, and i>ut an einl hi>th to the dispute and its subject, by shoot¬ 
ing dow'U the vaiidil. The humour of tliis potvni convhmon was uni¬ 
versally applaudeil at ()l!»cr!i. 1 have been assured that the same 

c^tingllishel' is still, occasionally, resiirted to In the brotliers; and a 
uun heard in the iiifulliblv n^minds the inhabitants of the 

ii>ib^*ras’ iaiijp.'^ L.l>. 
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lx. venduto Signor (oiuhi haeio 
Hrtro hticia colei ch* cg'ii coiupro. 

Whom sordid Judas sold he kissM, we’re taught. 
Rut you kiss nobody, save those joii’ve bought! 


* In l)c Hocca's Mnnoirrx >*//r la Cuerrr drs Fiam^'ns m K^pasuir,** there is a 
trait so perfectly in rharucter witli I')on Leiieadio’s description of the people of 
Olb<*ra, that 1 must beg leave to transcribe it:— 

“ Nous forinfiiucs uu bivouac clans uuc prairie entonree do uiurs, attenante 
tl raiibcrge ipii est sur la route au bits dii village. Les habitants furent, pc^ndaiit 
]o robte dll jour, asscji Iranquilh's cn a]>jKircure, et ils nous founiirent des vivres j 
ais, ail lieu d*un jcune ba*uf ipie j’uvais demaude, ils uous apport^rent un ane 
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coupf* cu ciuartiers: les hussards trou\^rent que ce veiiu, conurie ils rappellaicnt, 
nvait le gout un pen lade j inais ce no fiit que long-temps aprC^s c^uc nous appiitnca 
cette bizarre tromperic, par les montagunrds enx-inemes. Ils uous cnaieiit souvent, 
dans la suite, eii tiridllant avec nous, ‘ Vous nvex luauii:** de I’ane »\ Olbcra.* 
C^^tiiit, dans leur opinion, la plus sanglante des injures qu’on piU fairc h. dcs 
cLrfitiens/’ 

i)(' Kocca’s book abounds in lively pictures of Spanish manners, especially in the 
account he gives of the Serrania dc Rouda; without giving way to national partiall- 
ti(*s, he does full justice to his mortal enemies, and represents them in the most 
favourable colours which were ciuisistcnt with truth. 
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THE LOTTERY- 
JactA cst Alea. 

Nothing vcnturc> notliiiig have. 

Many misjjukled persons, from taking? a superficial view, 
despise the lottery; ttdk of its demoralizing effects, and wonder 
why some tax cannot be laid on, in addition to our thousands, old 
and new, that may supplant it. Uninitiated in the arcana of 
government, I cannot answer this question but by supjjosing tliat 
no other adequate sul)slitulc can be found equally pnrfitablc. For 
my own part, I kx)k upon the managers of the lottery as the 
disetirs de houne aventnre; and thank Heaven that our financiers, 
in their wisclom, liaye made it an iutegi'al paj’t of their sysleni; 
treating all cavillers at so profitable a source of revenue, as per¬ 
sons oL||o knowledge on state subjects. 

Whc^ill say, that an establishment which tells so well, and 
ctmtribules so much lo the hap|)inc^s of different individuals, 
t)ught not to be sujiported ? Tlie lottery is a game of ro^fgr ct 
noir on a more extended foundation; having, however, a vast 
advantage on tlie score of rc‘sj)ectiibiliry. The KxcheqiuT is the 
bank-kcojx?r; and the agents, Alessieurs llazai'd, llish, Swift, and 
Co. arc dealers of the game, and repeat li\jeu cst with the 

confidence of experienced practitioners, doing great credit to the 
character of their respective tables. 

Those who lake into consideration the magnitude of this esta- 
blishmojut, must contess, tliat it reejuired real suhliniity of concc})- 
lion to originate a scheme for bringing eightetm nilllions of 
persons to play at one table, and boldly to stake the bank against 
them all. Ilut we live in extraordinary times:—the tempest seems 
lo be no longer the sailor's dread—hot water conducts the co(*kncy 
on his voyage to JNlargatc, not without terror and sea-sickness, 
l)ut in pel'll*:t security—people walk across rivers dry-shod—and 
Colonel Congreve kills the leviathans at the North Pole with his 
sky-rockcts/l' Those who are able to calculate the doctrine of 
cliancc^ like Hoyle and other master-spirits, will acknowledge the 
superior attractions which the lottery holds out to every lover of 
desperate play. That which keeps the hazard of the game alive 
is the principle of most value to them. Tlie spes incerta JkUuri^ 
the hojxjs and fears held in equal balance, augment the ardour 
of the adventurer in his favourite pursuit. (Obstacles are but bel¬ 
lows to raise higher the flame, that ill-luck might otherwise extin¬ 
guish in vulgar souls; tlicy increase the conflagration that lights 


* “ Tlic is uiHilo**—an exclamation repeated at the coniuiencement of 
eveiy ^anie of lon^v cl noir, 

t Captain Seoresby bns written to (’olonel Congreve from llie nortliern fislicry, 
tbul be has used bis rockcls, siicicssi'uUy, for killing u bales ! 
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him on to fortune. His pecuniary Josses attach him closer to 
his object, as the spaniel clings more fondly to his master, the 
more he is beaten. Failures in the lottery arc but spices and can- 
tharides, which stimulate the passions of its admirers, and increase 
their number. The ten thousand blanks to a prize are forgotten 
in trying the “ towering Alps'' of fortune, wlierc always 

The eternal snows appear already past, 

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last.” 

But there is a moral motive for adventuring, highly in favour of 
trying one's fortune in the lottery; how many it may actuate, is 
another question—its beneficial result remains the same—it is to 
be found in llic reflection of I_a Iloclicfoncault, tliat fortune 
breaks us of many faults, which reason cannot." 

I'liis game, being privileged, possesses the advantage of free¬ 
dom from the troublesome visitors of Bow-street; who 54 ) 01 ! 
the best run of hazard, at the west cud of tlic town, by acting 
upon the information of some rascally loser, and dragging the 
whole establishment before the magistrates. At the Excluquer 
hazard-table, no such danger is to be ap])rchcnded: the arm of 
power throws its protecting shield over tlie bank there, and 
evinces its paternal care yet farther, in the appointment of half a 
dozen sworn commissioners, who are bound to see fair play, and 
keep the table in order; as well as guard against black-legs. This 
latter hint was, no doubt, taken from the Palais Iloyal, where 
ffe7is-(rarme,9 are stationed at all houses of play, for the name 
purjiose. Who could liavc believed, a few ycrirs ago, »that w^c 
should so openly tolerate a French fashiem? I'lvcn as late as 
1814, when Frcncli eggs were brought over to Brighton, and re¬ 
tailed at a very' low rate, a number of fat dowagers, alderinen, 
and others, who happened to be there ,batliing and swallowing 
salt water, held a consultation upon the propriety of‘ eating 
them, lest they should imbibe Jacobinical principles by their 
mastication. 

But, to return to the-advantages of the lottery. In conse¬ 
quence of the before-mentioned precautions, tlie most expert 

Greek" has no better chance of filling his pockets than he who 
is uninitiated ; and no “ pigeons" are plucked, unless all may be 
so deemed who venture a guinea in the game—a point I shall not 

E resume to decide. What, though the diai)c<*s of wanning may 
e estimated as one to ten thousand, still somebody must share the 
prizes; and, as before observed, this inequality can only be 
rationally considered by persons of spirit, emulous of fortune, and 
impatient of her favours, as an excitement to fresli daring. 'J.'’he 
energy of the ambitious n'aii beannes stronger by resistance; it 
acquires an impetus at the sight of every fresh accumulation of 
difKculties, which enables him, finally, to surmount tlicm all. 
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Nor is ho who advcxiates the lottery deprived of certain advan¬ 
tages, which the lesser stars in the hemisphere of play enjoy. He 
knows, as well as they, that, according to the Italian proverb, it 
may sometimes \inavoidably happen that the man who lives by 
hope M'ill die by hungerand he has it equally in his power to 
prepare for such an event. Famine is ecjually free to put him out 
of pain, and the walls of a prison arc as much at his service, as at 
the service of practitioners at more ignoble games. Above all, he 
has the consolation of dying like a gentleman, if he chooses; a 
cheering prospect, well calculated to boar liiin up to the last, and 
enliven him by the consciousness that he is not without an ulti¬ 
mate restiurcc, act fortune as she may. Gunpowder—that glo¬ 
rious invention—^libelled by Milton, but extolled by the physician 
Habelais as a never-failing aperient—^gunpowder offers itself for a 
remedy. IJy this, though acnninistcrcd in a small quantity, losses 
in the lottery may be successfully repaired ; indeed, it is a fashion¬ 
able ana fascinating juvseription. unknown in ancient times, or its 
praises must have reached us. Bruttis would never liavc used 
the sword witli which he killed Cresar, to denil-delfy lilniself— 
Hannibal would never have maxlc himself look black in the face 
with poison—^nor would Cato have slabbed himself with a clumsy 
Homan swortl, and begrimed his couch with his entrails, could 
either have (juitted the world hy the use of a Joe Manton, or one 
of Mortimer's duelling ])ist()]s, niiule and sold ex}M’essly for the 
latter purjH»se, in the best of all Christian countries! 

A resource then remains to palliate all losses by the lottery; 
and life may be let out, decenth' and in onler,"" from ibal part of 
the body iiKJSt agreeable to the fancy of the opej*atoi‘. Nothing 
follows to disgust the most fastidious coroner's juryman, and 
force him to give a hasty verdict of Jilo dc Aviihoul a pro|X"r 
regal'd to what tlic rank and condition of the dect^ased might have 
been when alive. The idea of‘ “ lot>king ugly wdien one's dead,'” 
may also be avoided, by a proper consideration of the best method 
of applying the instruiTU*nt. 

I hope the reatler w ill excuse this digression, if it may be so 
denominated, though it belongs to the very nature of my sul)- 
jecL But, to resume: those who puritanically object to lotteries, 
and exclaim, “ save me*” from men 

-“ whose haggard eyes 

Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property, stript oft’by sudden chance”— 

know nothing at all of the matter, and speak ignorantly, as if there 
were no enjoyments attached to adventuring in tliem. 

While the lottery exists, and it is not obligatory to gamble in 
it, no jiarliamentary enactment having yet been passed to oblige 
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jwrsons to tempt fortune ihaX way, all have a right to do os they 
})lease with their ready taish, "fho chance of success is not the 
only advantage they purchase witli a ticket:—there are others, 
apially enjoyed by those who are fortunate and unfortunate. It 
is surely but fair to take into consideration the quantum of happi¬ 
ness engendered in all holders of tickets, by die pi'ospective enjoy¬ 
ment of fortune''s favours for five or six months before a drawing. 
Persons of wealth and of no lancy—or commercial men, whose 
trutle is little better than play, being compist^d of what they call 
speculations—men with ledger-like countenmices, seen about 
the Exchange at ntxm-day, for example, calculate on the single 
chance of profit. Merely entering the number of their ticket in 
tlieir pockct-b<M)ks, they wait the moment of decision with a most 
provoking ctooliiess, reasoning, that they may jierhaps be fortunate 
in die lottery, as well as in the last jiurchase of* stock for account, 
being, as diey I’ancy, in luck’s way. Unpoctical beings! But it is 
not so with your jKxir and warm-hearted, sanguine, liigh-spirited 
dispositions:—they often, in fancy, beg the cjutslion of getting a 
prize, and that being gi'anted, revel, wnth sober certainty of 
waking bliss,'*'’ in illusions of the most luxurious delight. They 
build castles on earth and in the air. Like Alnaschar in the 
“ Arabian Nights,’’ with his basket of glass, so they w'ith their 
paper ticket buy diamonds, pearls, atid all sorts of precious 
stones, houses, estates, slaves, cunuelis, and horsesthey “ keep 
a good house, make a great figure in the world”—think themselves 
princes, and ‘^demand the Grand Vizier’s daughter in marriage;'” 
and they *‘ride iipm a fine horse, with a siiddlc <)f cloth of gold, 
finely embroidered with diamonds and pearls.” Some direct their 
ideas yet higher, and become senators, or nobles. Among other 
castle-builders, the poor lover fancies himself in the arms of a 
mistress, who had before treated him with disdain on account of 
his jKiverty; and the artless country-girl anticipates the pleasure 
she shall give her swain, by flinging herself and twenty tnoiisand 
jxninds into Ills arms, while the slnqile fellow will not even dream 
of lier having made tlie purcluLse of a ticket. The London cox¬ 
comb sets up an cijuijiage upon the strength of his expectations, 
figuring in the park on a Sunday with the demireps of fashion, 
and thus raises sometliing tangible upon a remote conllngency* 
The sober student, Avliom the liijpe of fortune has tempted to buy 
a ticket, calculates upon the accession his library will receive, if— 
for he remembers the subjunctive mood—fiirtime slioukl smile 
ufion him. Having studieil mathematics, however, and learned 
to calculate chances, he is not sufficiently confident of success to 
involve himself beforehand; though upon his pillow, at night, he 
contemplates sundry fine editions of the learned authors coming 
into his ix)ssession, and dreams of purchasing divers rare ninnu- 
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scripts from a collector of his acquaintance, or getting possession 
of Aldine editions of the classics, ^he lawyer has visions, in 
which he beholds himself enabled to obtmn by the profits of his 
ticket, judiciously applied, the situation of a petty judge in some 
distant corner of the land, for which he has been well qualified by 
a long practice in confounding right and wrong, and inverting 
common sense. 

Who, then, will contend that the lottery is not a source of actual 
enjoyment? — that the delight experienced in these visionary 
speculations is not well worth a little play, and risk of cash, even 
before the moment of decision ? At whist, basset, quadrille, and 
other inferior games, there is no time for the rich treats of fancy 
afforded by the lottery — llic events are too hurried, and the 
mind is kept in a feverish agitation until the decision is over; but 
the lottery keeps tlie mind active for months, and draws out the 
golden cord of prospective pleasure to its most attenuated ex¬ 
tent. Some dull souls, it is true, may feel like Alnaschar before- 
mentioned, when he kicked his basket of glass to pieces, by the 
sale of which he promised himself so much future greatness; but 
it cannot surely be denied, by the must disdainful moralist, that 
the hours of life got over in tasting ideal happiness, might not be 
admitted towards balancing i)ecunlary losses. 

The miser in^ say, tliat such foretastes of riches will not 
Mictually fill a coffer; and the matliematician may condemn the 
schemes of such yirojectors as illusory and imaginative; but, while 
they lasted, neither Euclid nor hoarded gold ever conferred much 
more enjoyment on man; and if such pleasures are evanescent, 
those from gold and tliagranis are so too, having a very little longer 
duration. A Frenchman is the true philosopher for the lottery; 
when he has lost half his estate, he shrugs his shoulders, exclaims, 
“ if on Dieu ! e'est le diable—cette Loterie^ld forgets his ill- 
fortune in a week, and plunges again into the delirium of hopeful 
expectation. In this view oi the subject, then, 

“ Doubtless the pleasure is as great 
Of being cheated as to cheat.*’ 

La Harpe stupidly enquires, (la loterie) n^eteint pas 

dans le pcuplc tout emulation huable^tout amour de travail 
Who ever doubted this ? Monsieur La Harpe supposed that he 
had made a Avonderful discovery! This is one great advantage 
the lottery possesses, particularly in times like tlie present, when 
work is scarce, and hands are plenty. That ixilitical economists 
have not encouraged it among the labouring classes, as a means 
of throwing the labour into fewer hands still, is their own fault:— 
but their science is yet only in an incipient state. 

An apothecary in the West of England having purchased a 
lottery-ticket, soon afterwards dreamed that it would come up a 
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prize of twenty thousand pounds. He was immediately charmed 
with the idea of giving up business, abandoning the spatula and 
syringe, the study of the pharmacopeia, and the composition of 
diuretics and cathai'tics. For hours at night his busy fancy 
conjured up honours that would accrue to him, elevating him from 
an honest burgess to the portly and rubicund dignity of an alder¬ 
man in bis native town; and ascending still higher, she at last 
presumptuously gave him a scat in parliament. This imagina^ 
distinction produced an actual change of conduct; and while 
making up pills, he ever fancied himself addressing the Speaker 
of tlie House of Commons, Honest Sancho Panza, when asleep, 
was asked what he was doing, and he replied, 1 govern,” think¬ 
ing of his promised island. The poor apothecary, sleeping or 
waking, always talked of the Honourable House,” and Mr. 
Speaker.” Whether he dreamed that, after a course of time and 
long parliamentary service, he should get a peerage, is uncertain. 
After tlic day of drawing lie went to the post-office, expecting a 
letter with news of his fortune being consummated. Some wags of 
his acquaintance, however, had previously obtained and o[)ciied it; 
and finding he had got a prize of 20/., they added three cyphers, 
and again sealed it up. The effect was as might have been ex¬ 
pected ; the son of £scula{)ius returned home, and willi his cane 
proceeded to break the utensils of his trade. Callipots and phials 
flew into fragments on every side; astringents mingled with laxaV' 
lives; caustics encountered cixiling lotions; electuaries became 
syrups; pills were metamorphosed into salves; and solutions and 
decoctions were fabricated, unknown in the art of compounding, 
but, no doubt, equally cffic^ious with any of his others in practice. 
Some days elapsed before the truth was discovered; when the 
imaginative disciple of Galen, in despite of his losses and tlie ridi¬ 
cule he had incurred, confessed that the pleasure he had derived 
from his prospective honours nearly iximpensated ihr all his losses. 
He had certainly the |xjwcr of liringing imagination and reality 
into closer contact than any other human being out of Ifedlam. 

Here, then, is a striking insUinee in support of my argument, 
and in favour of the imaginative enjoyinenls afiorded by the 
lottery. Philosophers wtU know how to ajipreciate the value of 
these; and if life be ‘‘a jest,” as (Jay asserts it to be, or rather, 
perhaps, a airajxisition of jo&tSj this national game must conlrihutc 
not a little to heighten their piquancy. 

SS. 
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A WlNTEn-NinHT STORY. FROM THE GERMAN. 

Travelling in the North of Germany about the middle of 
winter, I was once overtaken by a snow-storm, and Ibrced to take 
shelter for the night at an obscure inn, between Preetz and Kiel. 
It was a low house of one story; and, as far as the storm allowed 
me to judge, of a mean and poor appearance. At any other time 
I might have scorned to alight there; but in iny situation then, 1 
was glad of any place, however paltry, that could shelter me from 
die pitiless storm. On entering, I went into the kitchen to dry 
myself at the fire, and, to g^ve the Devil his due, Ibund myself 
in much more comfortable quarters tlian I had any reason to ex¬ 
pect from the outside appearance of the building. As s<xjn as I 
entered, the hovStess heaped more wootl on the fire; its light crack¬ 
ling blaze, banishing gloom from every comer, gave a ehoeri ul ap- 

S earance to the apartment; and- as I toastecl my feet at the fire, 
ressed in the landlord’s ponderous hig coat, 1 lauglied at the 
wind howling in the north-east, and driving the large snow-flakes 
against the little windows. I soon found that my servants and 1 
were not solus (if I may use the expression witliout being in¬ 
dicted for a bull): one or two more travellers had been forced in by 
the inclemency of the night. Laying restraint aside, we were 
soon on the very best terms, and passed a part of the evening 
'^asantly enough, in trying to settle which would be the best way 
of amusing ourselves for the reimunder. Singing was proposed ; 
but no one could sing. Cards were produced; but I played no 
game except whist. Dancing I proposed, and had singled out 
tne landlady’s pretty black-eycd daughter lor my partner; but 
tlien who w^as to play ? We were fairly at a stand. “ Gentlemen,” 
said an interesting-looking old man, wlio w as sitting in a corner, 
and wore a tremendous pah* of spectacles on his nose, Gentle¬ 
men, if you will allow a poor wandering bard to make the attempt, 
I will try for an evening to entertain you. Ye may have heard 
prettier narratives, perhaps; but ‘the will must be taken for ,the 
deed/ ” This frank proposal met our cordial wislies. We seated 
him in the host’s large chair beside the fire; wc heaped on more 
wood, till the cheerful blaze reached the very top of the chimney 
—we gathered round the fire in silence, and the old man having 
taken a good dram of Hollands to raise the spirit wiUiin, thus 
began the recital of “ The First Spy-irtg.^ 

“ Autumn was coming on, when Adam and Eve descended weep¬ 
ing from the heights of Paradise. They were quitting its gay bloom¬ 
ing flowers, and verdant prairies ever smiling in the robes of spring, 
for a dreary and desolate clime—aud its woodlands and brakes where 
innocence loved to sport, were to be exchanged for wild forests already 
struck with tlie curse of the Creator. Their look was lost in terror 
at the gloomy depth of the valleys they were henceforth to inhabit. 
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A drizzling haze spread itself before then), exhaling a freezing damp¬ 
ness which chilled their bloocf, and covering the whole country with 
a veil of a cold pale wiiitcncss. Kve turned round: Adam turned 
back likewise ; aud both, for the last tune, cast in mournful silence a 
long and lingering look on Paradise. Light airy clouds were hovering 
over it, gilded with the last rays of the setting sun. The cherub 
had lowered the point of his flamy sword. He raises it again, and 
seems to shut out hope tor ever. At the sight a faintish sickness 
entered her heart, and the first cold shivering ran through the veins of 
our conitnoii mother. 

They descend from the mountain amid the darkness of night. 
They hear the crash of the hurricane among the trees, and the tor¬ 
rents sweeping over the pointed clifl's, and foaming and dashing from 
rock to rock, and hurrying down to the bottom of the valley; behind 
tliem, like the lightning, glistens the terrible sword of the cherub. 
Its distant blu/c dimly and partially flashing on the savage scene 
around them, ilirows on it an appearance even still more awful and 
terrific. By its light they distinguish their own shadows stretching 
themselves far before them. At the sight they are troubled ; Eve is 
seized with new fear. 

“ When they had reached the bottom of the valley, the angel of the 
Lord Hpproaeheil them. ‘ Adam,' said he, ‘ receive these grains 
from Paradise; thou hast been commanded to cultivate the earth l)y 
the sweat oi thy brow and he presented him some grains of wlicat 
in the shell oi' a cocoa-nut. Immediately he takes flight. Hi|i:, 
sword cleaves the air with a noise like the roaring thunder, and is 
echoed with tenfold violence from rock to rock and from valley to 
valley. 

“ Adam and Eve prostrate themselves on the (Irimpenrth: dfirkness 
environs tiieni, and their prayer is wafted to lieavin on the dews of 
llic evening. Then they saw before them, rising majestically above 
the pines of the mountain, the star of night sailing in all her glory, 
and following a steady course amid an ocean of jicarls. For the first 
lime was slie a source of consolation to weary man. The eyes of 
Eve are suli'used with soft tears, and, rising, she tenderly supports her¬ 
self ill the arms of Adam. 

“The prt»]>itious light of the moon enabled them now to perceive 
close at hand a grotto, hollowed out in the face of the rock. The ivy 
and the wild vine clambered around it, aud, falling back iu long rich 
clusters, were washed by a clear brook that trickled past, and the light 
liranches undulating in the opposing stream, raised a soft gentle mur¬ 
mur inviting sw'eet repose. Adam and Eve felt as if invited to enter 
this asylum: they had learned to profit by the ini])u]ses vriiicli the 
unseeu hand of Providence still vouchsafed them—they entered. Their 
eyes were closed in slumber; light visions of bliss flitted arouud them, 
and dissipating the clouds of melancholy, brought balmy consola¬ 
tion to their souls. 

The night w^as tranquil; but at day-break Adam was aw'akcned by 
the sobs of bis wife. * Jt is then true,’ said they, looking around, 
* it is then true ; we are banished from Eden—w'c have fallen, alas! 
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from our state of innocence." They rose — again they looked at 
the scene before tiiem—they wished to' commence the labours of the 
day, and they had not courage to do so. Adam tried to soothe his 
companion, again to re-animate her soul with hope; but his pale 
cheeks, his quivering lips, his faltering voice, exposed what was pass¬ 
ing in his breast, and shewed that the sentiments of his lips were far, 
far removed from the thoughts of his heart. 

“Meanwhile they sought for roots and wild herbs to support ex¬ 
hausted nature. But here the trees were not clothed with that tender 
greenness which formed so fresh, so beautiful a feature of Eden revel¬ 
ling in everlasting spring. The foliage of the forest turned day by 
day of a more sombre hue: even that was soon exchanged for the 
pale yellow dye of departing auluinn. Already did the exiles iiear 
the hurried rustle of the leaves, as tlic wind swept them along tlie 
ground. Eve, in gathering an apple, tore off by chance the frail 
bough which supported, and the dry leaves which surrounded it. 
* See," said she, trembling, to Adam, and pointing to the withered 
scene around, * sec! in gathering an apple have 1 stripped the earth 
of its fairest ornaments.* 

“ ‘ Yet,* replied Adam, * all trees have not faded awajf; look at 
the orange-tree, the holly, and the laurel: sec how the cedar and the 
pine of the mountain still tower above the forest, covered with their 
rich, though gloomy foliage—the simple ivy creeping over our rocky 
dwelling still rejoiceth us, as we rise from slumber, with its dark-green 
leaves—and even the drooping branches of tJie willow beside the 
brook preserve still fresh the greater part of their covering. 

“ But the lime came, when the favourite weeping willow lost its pale 
foliage too. What then was the grief, the hopelessness, that sickened 
the hearts of our lirst parents! The flow'ers—the trees, which were 
like companions in their exile, were all faded, or fast fading away, 
leaving them solitary and helpless beings, amid bleakness and deso¬ 
lation ; and they expected soon to see the orange, the laurel, and the 
pine, despoiled also of their covering. Adam, however, in obedience 
to the angel, sowed towards the south the grains he had received 
from Paradise ; hut this duty he performed mure with the passiveuess 
of despair than the light exultations of hope. 

“ Some days after he is tilled with astouishnicut and joy, at seeing a 
tender braird peeping above the soil of the tirst field laboured by man. 

Thus did the two spouses pass their first w'inter, taking charge of a 
little dock, and with pain and didiculty seeking sustenance for them- 
sch^es. In dreams were they taught the elements of the first arts 
necessary for life. It was thus they learned to find in the dint and 
wood the source of fire, by which ihey were w'urined and cheered— 
that Adam was instructed to fashion the Low' for jireserving his dock 
from the wolves. It was thus that the lovely Eve was taught to load 
the distad* with the soft wool of her lambs. 

“ One day Adam having uprooted a tree, was about to cleave it into 
billets. A sharp dint served him for a Avedge, a large stone for a 
mace. Eve approaches him, holding iu her hand a basket filled with 
roots and the produce of her rude dairy. She wipes the moisture 
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from his burning brow with the sweet-scented leaves of the orange- 
tree, and soothingly allures him to take a little nourishment—a little 
repose. He seats himself on the trunk of the tree: Eve is about to 
place herself beside him, but suddenly she exclaims, *Adam! hast 
thou sown here too the grains of paradise ? Sec—see how their ver¬ 
dure shews itself in the midst of that withered-up spot, like the sun 
rising to^he world after a long and stormy night !* * No,’ said Adam, 
‘ 1 have sown nothing here ; what thou perccivest must be new grass/ 
It had grown in little tufts, under the shelter of the tree which Adam 
had recently struck down. Joy flushed the cheeks of his spouse ; and 
throwing herself with rapture into his arms, she exclaimed, * Adam, 
God hatli blessed thy labour—the sweat of thy brow hath moistened 
the earth as the dew of heaven; and the kindness of the Most High 
hath fertilized it like the rays of the sun.’ 

** Adam reflected a moment. * Eve,’ said he, * we have been blinded 
by grief. For some days past 1 have seen the banks of the rivulet 
clothed with fresh verdure, but my cast down soul heeded not what I 
saw. Thy discovery. Eve, hath vanquished my doubts.’ Rising, they 
went onwards, sometimes embracing, sometimes stopping to look at 
the quickening scene around them ;—suddenly they hear a noise—« 
they turn back—a young rarn was struggling in vain to extricate his 
horns fastened in a thick tuft of the pliant cornel: it had been allured 
by the young shoots of that tree, its yellow flowers, and the buds 
already green of the cytisus. Adam disengaged it, and it bounded 
away to its flock. Eve sat down on the renovated turf: Adam sat 
down beside her—the hearts of both were bursting with joy, and with 
gratitude they oflered up their prayer to heaven; for they had seen 
the young buds of the cypress—they had perceived, for the first time, 
the yellow flowers of the cornel-tree. Icy winter was melting away, 
and flowers, fair as the morning, were again visiting the earth. They 
ran to the bower near theirgrotto—it was bursting into verdure ; the 
willow was covered witli buds, and all around was variegated and 
enlivened by the flowers of the wood-anemone and the primrose, 

“ From this time every day came to them loaded with new flowers, 
with new verdure. If perchance their hearts were at times pufl*ed 
up with vain pride at this seeming return of the days of paradise, their 
cheeks were soon suflused with the blush of shame and repentance-— 
a blush which mounted up to heaven, the place whence it had come. 
Then the recollection of the days of their innocence humbled their 
souls to the dust; again they felt themselves solitary, insignificant 
strangers on the face of the earth, whose only wisdom was foresight 
—whose only happiness was hope, 

“ Already were the trees half-clothed with a foliage of the softest 
green ; already those destined to furnish food to the exiled pair were 
covered with a snow of rich blossoms ;—the sweetness of their odour 
perfumed all around, and seemed as incense oflered to the Deity for 
the return of genial spring- 

“ One fine evening, after the labour of the day, they sat themselves 
down at the foot of u palm-tree which grew near their rural abode. 
The evening-star was glaucuig through the brunches lightly waving in 
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the wind. The clear moon shone high hi the cloudless heavens, and^ 
reflected in the babbling brook, seemed to tremble on the pure bosom 
of the water. Adam rises, urged by a feeling of which he knew not 
the cause, and softly disengages himself from the unwilling arms of 
his spouse: receding from her sight, he disappears in a grove of 
flowering pomegranates and almonds, loaded with their fruit, 

•'Soon, however, he returned, holding a handful of the first ears of 
corn. He shews them exultingly to his companion. * See !* said he, 

* the seed of Eden has been fruitful even in the valley of tears!' 

“ Every thing around them was in harmony with the sweet pensive¬ 
ness that possessed their hearts. All nature was calm—their minds 
were calm likewise. Suddenly that sublime silence is interrupted— 
from the bosom of the weeping willow the nightingale pours forth 
her notes of ineJudy. The first song of the nightingale hrcalbcd a 
spirit of joy over the earth. Tears, but they were tears of gratitude 
and joy, trickled down the cheeks of Adam and Eve. The notes of 
the winged songster reached the bottom of their heart. Unable to 
speak, they fall weeping into each other s arms; then, kneeling, they 
adore in silence the gmducss and mercy of their (iod, who bad 
breathed consolation and hope to their sinful souls—who had con¬ 
verted the wilderness around to a paradise worthv of the blessed.** 

G. H. 


ON THE IllSTOEV OV THE MlUDl.E ACES—NO. 1.* 

Cruvtleur and ireafniess of the lUmum Enipire. 

Among the studies calculated to elevate the lieart and to en¬ 
lighten tlie understanding, there are few njorc imjmrtant than 
history, when it is considered not as a mere nomenclature of facts, 
persons, and dates, but as an essential portion of the grand system 
of political and moral science, as tlie depository of all the experi¬ 
ence which tends to elucidate the theory of public welfare. 

Society Is natural to man ; it is a necessary consequence of his 
inability to counteract, by liis single efforts, the afflictions and 
daiijTcrs with which ho is coiMnually surrounded. He unites witli 
his tellow-men to obtain and to offer mutual assistance. He seeks 
protection against the infirmities of childhood, old age, and sick¬ 
ness. He wishes, in common with his fellow creatures, to repel the 
hostile powers of nature, to aid the efforts which eacli may make 
for his own welfare, and the preservation of liis peace; for the 
protection of the property he has obtained, the repose he has 
secured to himself, and the use he makes of that repose for the 
developenient of his moral being. Tw o very distinct objects pre¬ 
sent themselves to man as soon as ever he is capable of reflecting : 
first, his satisfaction with the faculties with which he feels himself 


* The Kdiinr has to thank the celebrated Sjsaionui for honouring his Journal 
with this communication. 
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endowed; and next, tlic improvement of those faculties, or his pro¬ 
gress towards a superior condition. He not only wishes to be 
happy; he also wishes to render himself worthy to enjoy a more 
exalted kind of felicity. Hapjjiness and virtue are the twofold 
object, first of the individual efforts, and next of the combined 
efforts of man. In his fainil)% in his class, in his country, he seeks 
the means of effecting this double advantage; and no state of 
society completely fulfils his wishes, unless it facilitate both the 
one and the other. 

The theory of society—that theory of universal accommodation, 
has sometimes been designated by the name of social science, and 
sometimes ranlccd in the class of the political and moral sciences. 
A¥hcn considered as a whole, social science embraces all that 
human s^xiicty can effect for the general advantage and the moral 
devc'lopcment of man; when consideix'd in its ramifications, we must 
rank among the political and moral sciences, constitutive politics, 
legislation, administration, political economy, the art of war or 
national defence, the science (jf education, and, finally, the most 
important of all sciences, the moral insti'uetion of man. With all 
these sciences, which arc in part speculative, history is continually 
combined; it forms their experimental part, and is the common 
register of the exjierienccof all tliese sciences. 

I am aware that the very name of ))olities frccpicntly excites 
unple^^sing recollections, auil lliat many ]}ersons regard with a 
degree of horror, the stud}^ of a scieiico, whieh is in their opinion 
more remarkable for the enmity to which it has given rise than 
for the good it has produced. Hut, ere we pronounce our aver¬ 
sion to ])olitieal scienee, we must consider that to do so would be 
to contemn the hap})iness, the knowledge, and the virtues of man¬ 
kind. The (luc^ntion is, on the one hand, to ascertain liow the 
knowledge of a few can be best applied to the interest of all, how 
virtue can be best honoured, bow vice cun be best discouraged, 
how crimes can he most effectually pr^’onlcd, and how the greatest 
social good can be obtained with flie least degree of evil. On the 
other liund, it is to be ascertained how wealth is accumulated and 
distril)uted, how the physical advantages wliich that wealth pro¬ 
cures may be dispersed among the greatest possible number of 
individuals, and how it may best contribute to their enjoyments. 
The subject also embraces public comfort, domestic comfort, and 
the happiness of the interior of families. After casting a glance 
on the various subjects which the science of politics includes, who 
will say that be detests or despises it? 

But does this science, so important in its object, so intimately 
connected with all that is most noble in the destination of man, 
always fulfil the end to which its efforts arc directed ? Can its 
principles be henceforward immutably fixed ? It must be acknow- 
Jedged that they cannot. The social science is separated into 
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numerous branches, each of which amply sufficient to occuyjy 
the life of the most studious man. But iu all these various 
branches rival sects Jiave risen up, and they assail each other 
respecting the very principles of their systems. In speculative 
politics the independent and the servile dispute about the funda¬ 
mental basis of all society; and in le^slation, the schools of law 
have manifested no less opposition to each other. In political 
economy, contradictory doctrines are professed with similar warmth, 
relative to the very basis of the science, and we are tempted to 
inquire whether the increase of production and population be 
always a blessing, and whether it be not sometimes an evil, hr 
the tlieory of education, disputes arise respecting the means of 
diffusing knowledge, on the advantage of Knowledge itself, and 
there are men who recommend ignorance; as the guardian of the 
virtue and happiness of the people. Religion, which, when it 
fulfils its object, is die, noblest, the most benign, and the most 
consolatory of sociarli^nces, is likewise the most subject to con¬ 
troversy ; and hostile sects have converted the domain of Jove into 
the arena of combat. The principles of all parts of social science 
were perhajis never so much appealed to as during the present 
age. Never were principles more disavowed, and never was it 
more impossible to point out a single one wliich had obtained uni¬ 
versal concurrence. 

It is not so with the other branches of human knowledge* The 
physical facts, and the first principles tliat flow from them, are uni¬ 
versally acknowledged an d conlinned. In the natural sciences wo 
prcKieed from proof to proof, and if doubts occasionally arise re¬ 
specting an explanatory theory whicli may have been long 
adopted, still tlie great ]:K)rtion of discovery is beyond the reach ol* 
denial. Indeed in the s«?cial sciences wc entertain fewer doubts ou 
the forms of reasoning, than on the facts themselves whence wc 
derive our conclusions. these facts there is scarcely one sufli- 
cicntly well established to rorm the basis of a principle. In the 
physical sciences, facts*are scientific essays circumscribed by the 
object which wc wish to attain; while, in the political and moral 
sciences, facts are the independent actions of men. 

But ought the mortifying doubt which attaches to every part of 
political and moral science, to make us lose courage ? Because tlie 
trutli is not demonstrated, ouglit we to relinquisli our search for it, 
ought we to abandon the hope of ever finding it ? These scien¬ 
ces arc so generally applicable, that we cannot move a step in life 
withpiit invoking their aid. Even though we should renounce 
the search of truth, we cannot for that reason suspend all our 
actions; since each individual rc-acts on his fellow creatures, each 
ouglit to be regulated by the great laws of human society, 
by those very political and moral sciences wliich some aflec-t to 
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When the ancient astronomers placed the earth in the centre 
of the universe, and made the sun rise and the firmament turn 
round the earth, their errors could only extend over splieres of 
paper, and the celestial globes were not tlerangeil In theiy glorious 
course by Ptolemy or Tycho Brahe. Galileo himself, wien the 
Inquisition forced him to abjure his sublime theory, could not for¬ 
bear exclaiming eppur si muove. The Inquisition cf)uld not stop 
the earth in its orbit, though it could impede the progress of the 
liuman understanding. 

There are people who have never wished to reflect on the 
theory of human government; but have they, for that reason, 
imagined they could dispense with government ? No, they have 
adopted by chance one of the systems, which they should only have 
selected after mature reflection. Men at Algiers as at Athens, at 
Venice as at Uri, at Constantinople as in London, have wished 
that their govcrnniouts should siiukhIi tbe^ay to happiness and 
virtue- All have the same object in view and all exert them¬ 
selves for its attainment; but should they actSvithout regarding that 
object? should tlicy proceed without knowing whether they ad¬ 
vance or retrograde ? It is impossible to propose to any sovereign 
or council, any political, military, administrative, financial, or 
religious measure, which shall not operate cither for the benefit or 
the injury of mankind; and it is consequently judged by means of 
the social sciences. Must all our daily resolutions be blindly 
adopted ? To prefer what we have, and to remain where wo arc, 
is to choose just as decidedly as if wc did tlie coiilrary. Though 
wc occasionally abandon the certain for tlic iinccrUiiii, or the rea¬ 
lity for the shadow, must we therefore always clioose without 
examination ? 

The social sciences arc obscure, let uft therefore endeavour to 


elucidate them ; they are uncertain, let us endeavour to fix them; 
they arc speculative, let us seek to atobllsh tlicin by cx}UTicnce. 
This is our duty us men, it is the basWof all our conduct, it is the 
principle of the good or tlie evil which we arc capable of efilxaing. 
Indifference on such questions is reprchcnsiblc. 

To carry the investigation of the social sciences to the utmost 
possible point, they must doubtless be divided; it is necessary 
that all the vigour of a speculative mind should be directed to a 
single branch, to prosecute as far as human weakness permits, the 
knowledge of the details and the connexion of the principles. 
But since all men arc subject to the action of the social sciences, 
since all in their turn influence their fellow creatures, siqpe all 
judge and are judged, it is important that all should arrive at 
general ’I'esults. It is important that all should understand the 
consequences of human institutions and actions ; and these conse¬ 
quences arc to be found in history. 

History is the rle}X>sitory of the experiments of social science, 
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no less than physics, cliemistry, agriculture, and nie<]icine, arc 
the depositories of the natural sciences. High |)olicy is expe¬ 
rimental, and legislation, political economy, finance, war, educa¬ 
tion and religion, are so likewise. Experience alone can infonti 
us how far all that has been invented for the advantage of human 
society, to unite, defend, and instruct it, to elevate the moral dig¬ 
nity of man, or to augment his enjoyments, has fulfilled its ob¬ 
ject or produced a contrary effect. 

Ihit the difference between natural and social science is, that in 
the latter m'c find cxj)crimcnts instead of making them. We take 
them, such as they arc presented to ns by j^ast ages. It is not our 
part to direct these experiments; for whenever they fail, the virtue 
and liappincss of our fellow-creatures are concerned; and not tlie 
interests of a few individuals, hut of millions. AVe know but of 
one example of a plan li)r advancing political science by experi¬ 
ments, whicli might have for their object not the interests of the 
governed but the study of rulers. About the year 260 of the 
Christian era, the Emi)en»r Gallicnus, one of those wlio, during 
the long succession of the Caishrs, most contributed by liis indo¬ 
lence and levity to the ruin of tlie Roman empire, imagined that 
lie was a jihilosopher, and he found a throng of courtiers to con¬ 
firm him in the high opinion he had formed of his own abilities. 
He resolved to establish in the Roman empire a certain number of 
experimental cities, wlilch were to he subjected to a plan of go¬ 
vernment invented by ])hilosophcrs, witli the view of bettering 
the condition of all. riotinus was appointed to organize the re¬ 
public of riato in one ol' tliesc cities. Meanwhile barbarous in¬ 
vaders advanced, Gallicnus opposed no resistance to their cn- 
croacliincnts ^ they successively laid w aste all the districts in which 
the cxpcriinehtal cities were established, and this dream of an em¬ 
peror w'as never can’ied into execution. 

Assuredly no man poss^gg^s tlie right thus to make experiments 
on humaii nature. Yet IRlloman emperor might calculate with 
tolerable certainty ihatAthe theory of a philosopher, whatever it 
might be, was likely to be belter than the ]>ractice of his prsetors 
or governors; and it is to be regretted that the singular experi¬ 
ment of Gallicnus was abandoned. But every individual, except 
a Roman emperor, must, in pursuing the experimental study of 
social science, confine him.self solely to the past. There the re¬ 
sults of all institutions are manifested; but being complicated 
aiul confounded together, neither their causes nor effects arc dis- 
tinc^ presented to us. In most cases we are separated from 
them by a long lapse of time, and we must look back through 
several generations for tlie origin of those opinions, passions, and 
W'oakncsses, the consequences of whicli become evident after ages 
have passed awav. Freijuently these old causes have been but ill 
observed, and they arc, in many instances, enveloped with a veil 
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of obscurity, through which* it is impossible to penetrate. Ikit 
what particularly renders social science confused and uncertain is, 
that several causes always concur to produce every effect, and that 
it is frc(juently necessary to seek in another department of the po¬ 
litical sciences for the origin of a phenopienon which presents it¬ 
self in that branch to which we devote our attention. Thus we 
admire the tactics of the Homans; but perhaps it was not so 
much to that, as to the education of their children, that they were 
indebted for their success in war. AVe wish to adopt the institu¬ 
tion of the English jury ; but it would probably be divested of its 
equity and independence were it not supported by the religious 
opinions of the country in whicli it originated. Wc speak of the 
fidelity of the Austrians to their government; pcrliaps it is not the 

S ivernmont to which they are attached, but to the economical 
ws which rule them, 

Wc cannot wonder, therefore, if social science be but little 
advanced, if its principles be uncertmn, and if it present not a 
single question that has iu>t been a subject of controversy. It is a 
science of facts, and yet it contains not a single fact which some 
one is not ready to deny. It is a science of observation, and yet 
how few sound observations Inivc lieen collected for it! It is rather 
a subject of surprise that men should contend with e«'ich other re¬ 
specting matters which they so ill comprehend. There is not, 
perhaps, a single denomination of a political, philosopliic, or reli¬ 
gious sect, that has not lieen exposed to insult. Every contradic¬ 
tory opinion that has l>ccn entertained on subjects so difficult and 
complicated, by men who had no other view than the weh'’arc of 
their fellow-creatures, has been in its turn anathematized as thi Tgii 
it could only be the offspring of a wicked mind. Poor novicei 
as wc are in the theory of social life, how can we presume to 
allege that the adoption of any particular opinion denotes a cor¬ 
rupt heart, while we cannot even demonstrate that it reveals an 
error of judgment ? Let us study, dfiff wc shall then feel the full 
extent of our ignorance. Let us study, and, by attjuninga know¬ 
ledge of the difficulties, wc shall comprehend how they have mven 
birth to the most opposite systems. History may, perhaps, leave 
us in doubt as to the mode in which we ought to conduct our¬ 
selves, or participate in the conduct of the society of which wc form 
a part; but it will remove every uncertainty respecting the indul¬ 
gence which we should extend towards the opinions of others. 
Since the science is so complicated, since the truth is so obscure 
and remote, since, at every step we take, anew difficulty pves rise 
to new questions not yet resolved—since we cannot trust tifour- 
selves, how can we venture to pronounce judgment on those who 
differ from us ? 

That ptirtion of history of which I now propose to treat, not 
with the view of estalilishing a system, or of stialung or confirmirtg 
VOL. II. NO, xj. 2 N 
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prindplcs, opinions, or institutions, bdt to demand of past ages an 
account of the events that have taken place, and the causes that 
produced them—that |X)rtion of histoiy is even more rich in in¬ 
formation tlian in glorious examples. I intend to take a review 
of the history of the world, and more particularly of that of Eu¬ 
rope, from tlie conmation of Constantine to the death of Otho, and 
to consider the revolutions, the spirit, and the institutions of the 
ages which elapsed from the fourth to the tenth century. This 
first half of tlie middle age, theperuxl of barbarism and desolation, 
is in general but little known, and throughout its whole extent it 
produced no historian worthy to be placed in the first rank. The 
confusion of facts—our ignorance of many of the details, and of 
several of the causes which have produced the greatest revolutions 
—the want of philosophic spirit, and even of judgment in the his¬ 
torians who have related the events—the numerous crimes witli 
which the period is jiollutcd—and the excessive misery to which 
the human race was reduced—no doubt essentially tend to di¬ 
minish the interest which this part of history might excite. Thes(; 
reasons, however, are not sufficient to deter us from endeavouring 
to become acquainted with it. 

The period which we now projwse to take into consideration is 
far less remote than that to w'hich we arc accustomed to dcvnle 
the most assiduous study. It is nearer to us, not only in the or¬ 
der of dates, but also in interests. We arc the descendants of tlie 
people of w'hom I am now alxmt to speak, but we are not descended 
irom the Greeks and Romans. With tlie people of the middle 
ages originated the languages wc speak, the laws to which we have 
been subjected, or which we‘still acKnowledge. The people, whose 
history wc arc now about to consider, professed, as wc do, the Chris¬ 
tian religion ; but in this respect there is a striking difl*erence be¬ 
tween them and ourselves, Tlie ages which intervened between the 
fourtli and the tcntli centurj^ were tliose in which the church was 
ill the greatest degree cxpd&xl to the effects of ignorance, bar¬ 
barism, and worldly ambition. We in vain look for any traces of 
the pure religion which we now profess. The direction given to 
the education of youth, the study of a language which was then 
dying, and which is now dead, and the literary chefs-d’oeuvre it 
contains, may be dated from the same period ; as well as the insti¬ 
tution of several siJiools which have preserved in Europe the spirit 
of past ages. Finally, from the wrecks of the great Roman em¬ 
pire were formed all the modern states, of which several still sub¬ 
sist ; and we shall now enter upon the consideration of tlie ori^n 
of those jK'ople witli whom our different interests are connected. 

[7b he continved.^ 
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HIGHLAND ANECDOTES. 

The Raid of Cittechriat. 

Bordering claus, like neighbouring nations, M'ore never upon 
terms of hereditary concord; vicinity produced rivalry, and rivalry 
produced vrar: for this reason, the Mac DonelU and the Mac Kenzies 
were never long without some act of hostility or feud; firing houses, 
driving herds, raising rents, and slaughtering each other’s clansmen, 
were feats of recreation which each was equally willing to exercise 
upon his neighbour; and if eititer was more deficient than the other, 
it was more from want of opportunity, than lack of good-will. Among 
all the exploits which were thus occasioned between the two clans, 
none was more celebrated, nor more fearful, than the burning of the 
Cillechrist (Christ’s Church); it gave occasion and name to the 
pibroch of the Glengarric family, and was provoked and performed 
in the following manner. In the course of a long succession of fierce 
and sanguinary conflicts, the Mac Lclans, a race who were followers 
of the Mac Kenzies, took occasion to intercept, and assassinate, the 
eldest son of Donald Mac Angus of Gleiigarrie. Donald died shortly 
after, and his second son, who succeeded to the chieftaincy of the clan, 
was too young to undertake the conduct of any cnterprisi* to revenge 
the death of his brother: his cousin, however, Angus Mac Raonuiil 
of Lundi, acted as liis captain, aiul, gathering the Mac Donells, in 
two separate raids sw'ept off the rents from the greater part of J^ord 
Seaforth s country. Still, this revenge seemed to him too poor an ex¬ 
piation for the blood of his chief: the warm life of the best of his 
focmen was the only sacrifice which he thought he could offer as an 
acceptable oblation to appease the manes of the murdered; and he, 
therefore, projected a third expedition, resolving in this to fill the 
measure of vengeance to the brim. In the prosecution of his design he 
awaited a favourable opportunity, and, gathering a small band of 
men, penetrated into the country of the Mac Kenzies early on a 
Sunday morning, and surrounded the Cillechrist, while a numerous 
congregation were assembled within it#*w'alls. Inexorable in his pur¬ 
pose, Angus commanded his men to set fire to the building, and 
slaughter all who endeavoured to break forth. Struck with despair 
when the flames rushed in upon the aile of the church, and they be¬ 
held the circle of bare clayinors glancing beyond the door, the con¬ 
gregation, scarce knowing what they did, endeavoured to force their 
way through the weapons and the flames; but, pent within the narrow 
pass of a single arch, they were not capable to make way over each 
other, far less to break the ring of broadswords which bristled round 
the porch: men, women, and children, were driven back into the 
blazing pile, or hewn down, and transfixed at the gorge of the 
entrance; the flames increased on every side, a heavy column of livid 
smoke rolled upward on the air, and the roar of infuriated men, the 
wailing of suffering infants, and the shrieks of despairing women, rung 
from within the dissolving pile. While the church was burning, the 
piper of the Mac Donells marched rt^nd the building, playing, as 

2 N 2 
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was customary on extraordinary occasions, an extempore piece of 
music: the pibroch which he now played was called, from the place 
where it was composed, Cillecbrist, and afterwards became the 
pibroch of the Gleiigarrie family. At length the flames poured forth 
from every quarter of the building, the roof fell in, there was one 
mingled yell, one crash of ruin ; the flame sunk in smouldering 
vapour, and all was silent. Angus had looked on with stern unrelent¬ 
ing determination, but the deed was done, and recollection now 
warned .him of the danger of delay; he immediately gave orders to 
retreat, and leading off his men, set off with the utmost expedition 
for his own country. The flames of the church had, however, lighted a 
beacon of alarm which blazed far and wide: the Mac Kenzles had 
gathered in numerous bodies, and took the chase with such vigour, 
that they came in sight of the Mac Donells long before they got to 
the border of their country. Angus Mac Raonuill, seeing the deter¬ 
mination of the pursuit, and the superiority of its numbers, ordered 
his men to separate, and shift each for himself: they dispersed ac¬ 
cordingly, and made every one his way to his own home as well as lie 
could. The commander of the Mac Kenzies did not scatter his people, 
but, intent on securing the leader of his focmen, held them together 
on the track of Angus Mac Raonuill, who with a few men in his com¬ 
pany fled tow'ards Loch Ness. Angus always wore a scarlet plush 
jacket, and it now served to mark him out to the knowledge of the 
pursuers. Perceiving that the whole chase was drawn after himself, 
he separated his followers one by one, till at length he was left alone; 
but yet the pursuers turned not aside upon the track of any other. 
When they came near the bum of Alt Shian, the leader of the Mac 
Kenzies had gained so much on the object of his pursuit, that he had 
nearly overtaken him. The river which was before them runs in this 
place through a rocky chasm, or trough, of immense depth, and con¬ 
siderable breadth: Angus knew that death was behind him, and 
gathering all his strength, he dashed at the desperate leap, and being 
a man of singular vigour and activity, succeeded in clearing it. The 
leader of the Mac Kenzies, reckless of danger in the ardour of the 

f iursuit, followed also at the leap, but, less athletic than his adversary, 
le failed of its length, and slipping on the side of the crag, held by 
the slender branch of a birch-tree which grew above him on the 
brink. The Mac Donell, looking back in his flight to see the success 
of his pursuer, beheld him hailing to the tree, and struggling to gain 
the edge of the bank: he turned, and drawing his dirk, at one stroke 
severed the branch which supported the Mac Kenzie;—** I have left 
much behind me with you to-day,’' said he, take that also.” The 
wretched man, rolling from rock to rock, fell headlong into the 
stream below, where, shattered and ms^gled by the fall, he expired 
in the water. Angus Mac Raonuill continued his flight, and the Mac 
Kenzies, though bereft of their leader, held on the pursuit. Checked, 
however, by the stream which none of them dared to leap, Angus was 
gaining fast upon them, when a musquet discharged at him by one of 
the pursuers, wounded him severely, and greatly retarded his speed. 
After passing the river, the Mac Kenzies again drew hard after him, 
and as they came in sight of Eoch Ness, Angus perceiving his strength 
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to fail with bis ^oand, and his enemies pressing upon him, deter¬ 
mined to attempt swimming t\ie loch : he rushed into the water, and 
for some time, refreshed by its coolness, swam with much vigour and 
confidence. His limbs would, however, in all probability have failed 
him before he had crossed the half of the distance to the opposite 
bank; but Fraser of Fyars, a particular friend of the Glengarrie 
family, seeing a single man pursued by a party out of the Mac Ken- 
zies* country, and knowing that the Mac Douclls had gone upon an 
expedition in that direction, got out a boat, and hastening to the aid 
of Angus, took him ou board, and conveyed him in safety to the east 
side of the loch. The Mac Kenztes, seeing their foeman had escaped, 
discontinued the pursuit, and Angus returned at his leisure to Glen¬ 
garrie- Jan. 


THE TRITON OF THE MINNOWS. 

** Why don't you strike out something new ?" 

Cried fair Eupnemia, heavenly blue 
Of eye, as well as stocking; 

“ If shilly-shally long you stand, 

You'll feel Time's enervating hand 
Your second cradle rocking.*' 

** All, Madam ! cease your bard to blame ; 

1 view the pedestal of Fame, 

But at its base 1 falter ; 

On every step, terrific, stand 

A troop of Poets, pen in hand. 

To scare me from her altar. 

1 first essay'd to write in prose, 

Plot, humour, character disclose. 

And ransack heaths and hovels : 

But, when 1 sat me down to write, 

I sigh’d to find that I had cpiile 

O'erlook’d the Scottish Novels.” 

” Well,” cried Euphemta, with a smile. 

Miss Austin gone; assume her stile ; 

Turn playmate of Apollo— 

But, hold ! how heedless the remark! 

Miss Austin's gone—hut Mansfield Park 
And Emma scorn to follow.” 

A bolder flight I'd fain essay. 

The manners of the East pourtray. 

That Held is rich and spacious: 

Greece, Turkey, E^pt—^what a scone ! 

There too 1 'm foil’d—why will not Hope 
Un-write his Anastasias ? 

Forestall’d in prose, I took to verse, 

* Note by the Editor.—For the gap that ensues, 1 make the writer of tfie stanzas 
himself accountable. He is a writerwell and pleasantly known to the public. Obligtid 
as 1 am at this instant to send a certain quantum of prose and verse to the press, 1 
cannot discharge my duty without accepting any contribution that comes in the 
shape of lively verse; and the scarcity of that material la not to be appreciated by 
any but the editors of journals. ! could not publish the omitted lines, because their 
author's taste has erred from the partiality of friendship; and in the hurry of the 
moment, 1 cannot change the stanzas, so as make tlus tunission imperceptible. 
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Rogers^ in calm and even senBe, 
liyron, in ecstasy intense, ' 

Made ray dim flame burn denser: 

Shall 1 in Fashion’s corps enlist, 

A light epigrammatist } 

No I—there 1 ’m xnarFd by Spencer. 

Thus ** cribb’d and cabinnM”—poor indeed 
1 canter’d on my winged steed 

Toward scenes of toil and tillage : 

But there, alas! ray weary hack 
Hit on another beaten track. 

Encountering Crabbe’s Village. 

Two pathways still to me belong. 

Come,poignant Satire! amorous Song! 

Beware, ye state empirics !— 
Anticipated! hideous bore! 

1 quite forgot Hibernian Moore, 

His Fudges, and his Lyrics. 

Great Jove! compassionate my lot! 

Oil -, Byron, Moore, and Scott, 

Point thy celestial cannon ; 

Sew Crabbe ana Rogers in a sack. 

Tie Hope and Spencer back to back. 

And souse them in the Shannon. 

So shall 1, with majestic tread. 

My doughty predecessors dead. 

Up Pindus stretch my sinews : 

And leave all lesser bards behind, 

** The one-cy’d monarch of the blind,” 

** The Triton of the Minnows.” 


DJUGB roll MUNGO PAllK. 

Air, ** Housseau's Dream,** 

Hope no more— in peace he sloepetli— 
All his pains and toils are o’er; 

’Tis thine eye. alone that weepeth. 

His is clos'd, to ope no more. 

He hath gain’d that unknown river, 
lie hath found a hero’s graven 

Tliorc his head in peace for ever 
Rests beneath the dashing wave. 

We, like him, our barks are guiding 
Swiftly to an unknown shore. 

Here, vve know, is no abiding. 

There is rest for evermore. 

Pilot through this mighty ocean! 

Lord dl earth, and air, and sea! 

Thou canst still the wild wave’s motion j 
All our hopes are fix’d on thee. 


!” 


E. T. 
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ON THE NOVELS OF LA FAYETTE. 

Maoame La Fayette is the reputed, and certainly the principal 
author of the Princesse de Cleves'^ and “ Zayde,”—fictitious compo¬ 
sitions, which are justly considered to form an era in literature, 
and to have been the first of our modern novels. It was owing to the 
modesty of the fair author, that they did not appear under her name. 
‘^Zayde*'was published under that of her friend Segrais, who has 
yielded the merit to its right owner. ** * The Princess of Cleves,’ 
says he, in his M^moircs Anecdotes, “ is by Madame La Fayette, 
who disdained answering the Pi^re Bouhours’* critique upon it. 

‘ Zayde,' which appeared with my name, is also her's* It is true I had 
some part in it; but this was solely the arrangement of the romance, 
ill which the rules of art are observed with great exactness.” 

Mademoiselle de la Vergne was born in IB33, of a parent noble 
both by birth and military achievements. Every care was bestowed 
on her cilucation : Menage and Rapin were her instructors in the 
study of the classics, for which she retained a predilection even to her 
latest days; and a story is related of her early acuteness in correct¬ 
ing both her instructors as to the construction of a passage in some 
Latin author. She nevertheless seems to have lieeii a favourite with 
ilicin ; and Menage has chosen his pupil for the goddess of his verse, 
p<*rhaps, like many of his literary brethren, for want of a less ideal 
love. 

She married the Conte de la Fayette, at the age of twenty-two, 
and was soon courted and admired in the fashionable and literary 
circles, which epithets were at that time synoniinoua. She soon 
became intimate with Madame dc Rumbouillct, and her coterie then 
on the decline. “Madame La F.,” says a writer of that day, “a 
boaucoup appris de Madame II., mais elle avoit Tesjirit bien plus 
solule.” It was in this society that she formed her intimacies and 
friendships, particularly that with the Due dc la lloclicfoucault, 
which connexion seems to have had great infiueiicc upon both. 
Throughout her writings the hold and original sentiments of her 
friend appear, strengthening her feminine tenderness and sensibility ; 
and there are some sayings of her's recorded, of a spirit altogether 
ditfereut from her natural character, as well as that of her sex, and 
which are completely of the school of Rocliefoiicault. “C'est assez 
que d'etre,” mentioned by Segrais as an oft-repeated sentiment of 
her’s, was evidently derived from the author of the “ Maxims.” Their 
friendship lasted till the deatli of the latter. “ Monsieur de la Roche- 
foucault is dead,” writes Madame de Sevigiio : “ Monsieur de Marsil- 
lac is uiilicted beyond all description ; nevertheless, my child, he 
will find solace in the presence of the king and the ainusenients of the 
court; hut where shall Ma<luiue La Fayette fuid such a friend, such h 
companion? Where shall she seek such sweetness and agreeability, 
—one who will so esteem herself and her son ? She is infirm, and 


* It was uutBouliuurs who wrote iLc crilicisni, hut hib pupil, M. <lc Valincourt. 
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coufined to her chamber. M. de RochefoucauU was also fond of a 
sedentary life. This rendered them necessary to one another. No¬ 
thing can be compared to the confidence and the delights of their 
friendship.” 

The plot of the ** Princess of Clevcs” is simple, but the tale begins 
in a very perplexing way. All the characters are introduced to us one 
by one—all full-length portraits, and not a link between them; so when 
we do meet, and become interested with them in the novel, we are 
compelled to look back to the cominencement, as to an index, for 
their character. This fault she has avoided in ** Zayde,” or rather 
over-avoided, by plunging at once too deep in niedias res, and con¬ 
verting the principal story into a kind of episode. 

The Princess of Cleves marries without a stronger sentiment for her 
husband than that of esteem, and afterwards meets with an object of 
love in the Due de Nemours ; the resisting and concealment of w'hich 
passion with singular firmness and deticacy* even after the death of 
her husband, forms the gist of the novel. The story, though one of 
interest, is often made unpleasantly subordinate to the sentiment and 
political memoir, of which it is made the vehicle. The casuistries of 
love, which filled so many pages of the ancient, as well as of the 
heroic romances, could not be dispensed with ; and w'as as essential 
to the taste of the age, as a trap-door to tlie followers of Mrs. Rad- 
clifle, or fate to the German dramatists and tale-writers. The political 
memoir scattered through the “ Princess of Clevcs,” though often 
irrelevant, is at times lively and interesting : we will make choice of 
the description of the state of the court of Henry the Second, as a 
solitary extract. 

Madame de Chartres, who had taken so much pains to inspire 
her daughter with virtue, did not neglect (he same care in a place 
where it was so necessary, and where there were so many dangerous 
examples. Ambition and gallantry were the soul of this court, and 
occupied equally men and women. There were so many interests and 
so many different cabals, in which females always mingled, that love 
was cuiifeuiided with business, and business with love. Neutrality or 
indifference was impossible; each meditated the elevation of them¬ 
selves and friends, and the destruction of others. £n?tui or indolence 
was not to be found ; intrigue or pleasure filled up every moment of 
leisure. The la^s of the court had each their particular attachments 
for the Queen, for the Queen Dauphiue, for the Queen of Navarre, 
for Madame, sister of the King, or for the Duchess of Valeiitinois. 
Those who were of an advanced age, and professed austerity of 
morals, attached themselves to the Queen. Those who were younger, 
and thought but of pleasure and gallantry, paid their court to the 
Queen Dauphine. The Queen of Navarre had her favourites; she 
was young, and had an ascendancy over the King her husband, who, 
l>y his connexion with the Constable, had acquired much importance, 
^ladame, the King's sister, had also her followers. And the Duchess 
of Valentinois had all whom she deigned to notice, but those were 
few ; and, except those who pitsscssed her familiarity and confidence, 
she received no company, unless on those days when it was her 
pleasure to hold a court like the Queen, 


521 


On the Novels of ha Fayette, 

Between these different factious there was a due quantity of emu¬ 
lation and jealousy^ besides ftie private piques and rivalries of indi¬ 
viduals, which subdivided party iuto party. Tbe interests of ambition 
found tliemselves joined with others, less important, but as sensibly 
felt. All this spread throughout the court a sort of agitation without 
open disorder, which was at once agreeable aud dangerous to a young 
person. Madame de Chartres saw the peril, and thought but on the 
means to ensure her daughter from it. She besought her, not as a 
mother, but as a friend, to confide to her all the compliments of gal¬ 
lantry paid to her; and she promised, in return, to aid her in the con¬ 
duct of those affairs in which youth is so often embarrassed.’’ 

Such details, perhaps, entitle this composition to the character of 
nn historical novel—a species which has lately been raised so high 
in public estimation, and which many erroneously look upon as a 
new invention. The principal attraction of this no\eI, to the English 
reader at least, is its historical associations—as the unfortunate Mary 
Queen of Scuts is a conspicuous character throughout, whom ** we 
are so accustomed to contemplate in ailliction and misery, that wc 
feel a certain sympathy and satisfaction while viewing her in the 
gaiety and frivolity of youth.” 

** Zayde” is more intricate, and is divided iuto several underplots, 
all of which turn on love and friendship, their casuistries and refine* 
ineiits, without the least mixture of fiolilical character or story. It is 
a modernized cause, pleaded at the Cmrs a’Amour, embodied in a 
tale; and the questions debated are. Whether love be more lasting, 
when gradual, or when born at first sight—the several merits and de¬ 
merits of jealousy, &c. The character of Alphonse, the original of 
Sheridan's Falkland, was taken, as we are inform.ed by Segrais, from 
the life. La jalousie d’Alphonse, qui paroit extraordinaire, est 
d^peinte sur le vrai; mais moiiis outree qu'ellc ue I’etoit eu effet 
and we do not doubt it. 

It is ditficult to account for the fact that “ Zayde”* was the most 
popular of the compositions of Madame La Fayette: for ourselves, 
we esteem it much inferior to her other work; yet there is more 
variety in it, and a nearer approach to the modern novel. It was by 
way of introduction to ^^Zayde” that Huet, bishop of Avranches, 
wrote his celebrated essay, De rOrigiiie des Komans,'’ which turned 
the attention of the public to that curious subject, io completely aud 
elegautly elucidated by the publication of Mr. Dunlop, If it be 
true, as I have proved, and as Plutarch assures us,” says Huet, “ that 
one of the greatest delights of the mind is the tissue of a fable well 
invented and well told, what success ought yout not to expect from 
* Zayde,’ in which the adventures are so new and so interesting, and 
of which the narrative is so elegant and so just ? 1 wish, for the inter¬ 
est of the great monarch whom Heaven has set over us, that wc had 
the history of his wonderful reign written in a st^Ic as noble, and with 
as much accuracy and discernment.” It was this wish of Huet's, 
most likely, that urged her to write the “ Meiiioires de la Cour de 


* Zayfle” was translated into English, soon after itj publication, by V. Porter, 
t The Essay is in a letter to Segrais. 
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France,” &o. a posthumous publication, as elegant and entertaining 
as her fictitious compositions. She waS also the author of a ** Life of 
Henrietta of England,” and ** Portraits of Persons about Court.” 
IVladainc La Fayette had the misfortune to outlive the most of her 
friends; and died at the age of sixty, having devoted the last years of 
her life exclusively to religion. 

Id these commencements of the modern novel there is nothing to be 
sought beyond the mere story and general sentiment. There is little 
or none of picturesque description, or individual character. The 
former bad been rendered insipid by the ruraiities of the Bergeries, 
while those days had not yet felt that travelling mania and curiosity, 
which give a relish for strange scene and costume. The latter is 
seldom aimed at, either iu idea or reality, by a people eminently 
social: it is the reflective and retired that display prominence of 
character. Society blends ail intb one tone, and the ditfcrence of 
persons exists but in degree. Fashion directs the prevailing senti¬ 
ment, while ingenuity refines it to nonsense, and ailectation converts 
it into cant. The connexion between the sexes, with its several laws, 
principles, and relations, f(»rined the seutimeut, the nonsense, amt the 
cant of those days; on this the s^avant ompl(»yed his learning and 
logic, the petit maitrc his wit, and the literary lady her supposition 
ami paradox. Youth gave up its soul, manhood its business, and age 
its vacuity, to discuss the pleadings of the tender passion. All were 
busied in developing ^'les seutiers du coeur, niais ils cii ignuroieui les 
graudes routes.” Y. 


JONATHAN KENTUCKY'S JOURNAL. NO. VJ. 

July 19 .—Coronation day. Awakened at three o’clock, a. m. 
with the offer of tickets for the Hall and the Abbey. Thinkiiifj, 
however, that to get up at such an hour to see a sight which was 
not to commence till ten, would be, as 'we Americans say, “ to 
give too much for my whistle,” I turned about upon my pillow to 
take another nap, and resolved to spend the day in an excursion to 
Windsor. This is a truly royal residence; realizing what the 
imagination—wtem from the perusal of a tale of chivalry—would 
figure out as the palace of a king. Nothing can be more grand 
than the park and the castle ;—proudly placed as it is on a com¬ 
manding eminence. The prospect from the terrace is, in the 
strictest sense of the word, superb. The eye ranges over a vast 
ex})anse of rich, populous, and luxuriant landscape; the extent of 
which may perhaps be adlccted from the information of a board 
upon the leads of tlie Hound Tower—that twelve counties are 
visible. Combined with this general character of magnificence, 
there is also enough of particular objects of interest to arrest the 
attention of the spectator, and interrupt the usual rnumdtmy —if 
such a term may be used—of a bird’s eye view. Thus tlie 

antique towers,” that rise up in the “ watery glade ” below, pre- 
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sent a delightful feature, upon which all must dwell with pleasure, 
even without remembering the “ Ode to Eton College.” Perhaps, 
indeed, the pleasure derived from the ode is greater than the 
actual contemplation of the reality;—just as it happens too in 
painting, that a picture will often delight us more than the very 
scene in Nature from which it has been taken,—that is, if the pic* 
ture contain, as it ought, evidence of the mind of the pmnter, in 
the feeling and sentiment infused into it by the creative power of 
his pencil. But to return>the Castle is a splendid pile of building, 
the work of many tastes and many hands, commenced and con¬ 
tinued in different centuries. The late King did much to embel¬ 
lish and improve it, particularly by removing the round windows 
with which Charles the Second oati deformed it, and substituting 
the gothic arch in their stead. ’’The Chapel of St. George and 
the Knights of the Garter—the scene of their installation, and tlie 
repository of their banners—is a part of the pile; and is worthy of 
the castle, to which it is appended. 

In traversing the stately halls, the rusty armouries, and the 
deserted chambers of this majestic structure, we are carried back 
irresistibly to the days of the Edwards and the Henries, when 
kings lived in castles, and founded colleges;—Jind when courts 
were something very different from those of modern times. It 
would seem at first sight as if human nature were degenerated, 
and that kings had shrunk from their ancient dimensions, and that 
with the robes of their ancestors, they had also lost the royal 
spirit that used to reign in the halls of those palaces that are now 
forsaken. Or, is it that kings, being bom to inhabit and inherit 
palaces, look to a humbler residence with the same feelings of 
envy with which men in lower life regard tlie castles of their 
superiors;—^in other words, that a cottage is to a king, what a 
palace is to a peasant ? How else can we account for George the 
Third’s living for so many years in the hdm, us it is called ;—an 
ordinary dwelling-house, which he himself built under the very 
walls ot his Castle, and which still remains an eyesore on the pro¬ 
spect, blocking up the view towards the Great Ettk. The present 
King too leaves the halls of Edward’s hospitality untenanied, to 
spend thousands and tens of thousands upon a thatched cottage in 
his own park. But such is the perversity of human nature, 
which is never contented with legitimate gratification, but delights 
to steal its pleasures from a forbidden source, and is always most 
ardent in the pursuit of unattainable happiness. The advantages 
which naturally belong to our situation, however splendid they 
may be, we consider as belonging to us by our birthright; and the 
pleasures which ought to flow from these, 

-“ like a wife we shun, 

And ne’er enjoy, hecausc tliey are our 
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We lin^rcd as long as the day allowed, roaming about the 
courts of tne Castle; we read Geoflry Crayon’s chapter in the room 
of the Hound Tower, and were glad we were not bom with 
crowns on our heads, that we might enjoy in full perfection the 
witchery of the scene around us. 

Ju^ 27.—A morning in Newgate. I had long been anxious 
to see with my own eyes the efiPect of Mrs. Fry’s benevolent 
exertions^ and, having obtained from her an order of admittance, I 
repmred at ten o’clock to the door of the keeper’s house, where, 
upon the production of my ticket, I was instantly conducted to a 
small room in which some other visitors were already assembled ; 
and in a short time, Mrs. Fry entered, attended by two of her 
quaker sisterhood. Soon afterwards a bell was rung, to give 
notice to the female prisoners toJS'epare themselves; and upon the 
second ringing, they came in, t^the number of forty or fifty, and 
ranged themselves on tiers of benches raised one aliove the other 
for their reception. Their appearance was much better than I 
could have exjjected. All were cleanlily and decently dressed, 
and tliere was in some a neatness of person that bespoke a fami¬ 
liarity with better company and better days. After a considerable 
pause, Mrs. Fry began to read from the Bible, the story of Mary 
Magdalen, accompanying the text with occasional explanations 
and remarks, and concluding the whole with a very affecting 
address, in which she pointed out the obvious application of the 
story, and the consolation to be extracted from it. All this W'as 
done too in so gentle and encouraging a tone, and with so much 
temper and discretion, that it was impossible not to be moved by 
tlie quiet ])athos of her discourse. I was never before so muen 
impressed with the importance of manner; for it was certainly 
much less what she said than her mode of saying it that produced 
so great an effect;—^it was a beautiful personification of the text 
in scripture, “ the wisdom that cometh from above is gentle!^ 
Her auditors listened to her with all the ^gns of the most serious 
and earnest attention, and many were melted into tears by the 
touching tendel&ss of her appeal, in pointing out the penitence 
and contrition orxh^ Magdalen as the true objects of imitation. 

At the close of the lecture, various articles of needle-work, the 

( iroductions of the prisoners’ industry, caps, dressing-gowns, baby- 
inen, rugs, counterpanes, bell-ropes, &c. were brought out, which 
found rewy purchasers amongst the viritors. For myself, I shall 
wear my patch-work gown as long as the shreds will hang toge¬ 
ther, in remembrance of my morning in Newgate. Mrs. Fry now 
conducted us round the female side of the prison, explaining the 
nature of her regulations, and recounting the obstacles against 
which, in the first commencement of her labours, she had to con¬ 
tend, in all the different shapes and modifications that idleness, 
drunkenness, riot, vice, and wretchedness, can assume. It seems, 
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however, that there is scarcely any disposition so depraved that 
may not be touched by kindJness. The patient and persevering 
efforts of Mrs. Fry have succeeded in softep^g and reclaiming 
the most hardened, whom severity would probably have rendered 
only more callous and desperate. There is a shame of appearing 
ungrateful which operates strongly even in the most vicious breast, 
Mrs. Fiy told us, that when, as it sometimes will happen, a 
prisoner after her discharge finds her way back into gaol for some 
fresh offence, the delinquent is more afraid of meeiitig her kindr 
ness, than of facing the reproof of the Bench:— 

“ There lies more peril, lady, in thine eye. 

Than twenty of their swords- 

The heart even of the guilty riae^ up to resist and defy reproach, 
but sinks with all the humilia^dh of sclf-condemnarion at the 
accents of kindness which it feels that it does not deserve. 

In the course of our round we came to the school, where there 
was a little circle of gaol-dclivercd children learning to read. I 
was pleased at the alacrity of attention, which in the midst of her 
own occupation Mrs. Fry bestowed upon the feelings of the least 
of those around her. A very little boy vvas employed lu rending 
his Testament, at which she appeared; surprised but, finding 
that he bad really made this progress, she called him out in the 
most encouraging manner, and begged us all to sUip and hefir him 
read a verse aloud, as a reward for his industry. It is not every 
woman who would be content to yield, even for a moment, tlie 
first place in the attention of her company. Lastly, we came to a 
ward where there w^ere a few ragged wretched creatures, wlio 
were just admitted into the gaol;—and w'e were all forcibly 
struck, not only with the difference of dress, but with the mai'ked 
contrast between the wild, savage, and reprobate cast of features of 
these, when compared with the quiet, orderly, and resigned de¬ 
meanour of Mrs. Fry’s flock. And yet I hear that this amiable 
woman’s labours are decried and ridiculed, as the and visionary 

offspring of a perverted philanthropy. If there be^^ch persons in 
the world, let them devote a morning to Newgate;—and if those 
who came to scoff' do not remain to approve,—Charity must have 
lost all her powers of attraction. 

There is, perhaps, no part of the art of govcniment in which so 
little progress has been made as in tJie prevention of crimes; for it 
is the punishment rather tlian the prevention of crime which seems 
to be almost the exclusive object of the laws. So much so, that it 
would seem crimes were sometimes encouraged, in order that they 
might be punished. This, however, is a large question, and it is 
easier to see the evil, than to point out the remedy. Still, while 
things remain as they arc, we should be grateful to those who 
undertake the task oi reclaiming the wicked; feeling, as we must, 
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how much, as the world goen, virtue* and vice—at least, as for as 
regards the eighth commandment—^are merely the result of situa¬ 
tion, and that — handy dandy, which is the hangman, and 
which the thief?*” 

Ju^ 30.—A pugilistic pasticcio at the Fives Court in St. 
Martin*’s-strcet. I had long been anxious to witness a good ex¬ 
hibition of this sort, and the present, being for Tom Belcher’s 
benefit who is a great favourite with the Fancy^ aflbrded a good 
opportunity^'of gratifying my curiosity. A large crowd was 
assembled in the street for some time before the doors were 
opened, and the general eagerness to get in occasioned a consi¬ 
derable crush. Not that there was any thing to be gained by 
this impetuosity; for as we all"'stood in the area of the Fives 
Court, in the middle of whtd^was the raised ])latfbrm for ihc 
combatants, those who came lak were as well placed as those wlio 
came first. The diversion began Avith clumsy sparring between 
some young beginners, who were desirous of attracting notice as 
candidate>s for pugilistic honours. There was little skill or sc^ience 
in the first setting-to of tliesc heroes, and the little they had was 
lost in the irritation produced by the first muiid, so that the con¬ 
test soon became a mere rivalry of hard nits, which was put an 
end to when the company thought they were sufficiently glutted 
with the flavour of each other’s Knuckles, by a cry ofenough ! 
enough !*” A general shower of silver and copper then took place, 
of which these worthies seemed to bide the pelting with great glee, 
so that the proverb of ‘‘ more kicks than nalfpence*” could not, I 
hope, be applicable to cither. At last we had a rich scientific dis¬ 
play of the whole art of attack and defence, by Spring and Harmer, 
and Bclchcr and Bales. Whatever objections may be made to 
a prizv-fightj there can surely be none to the muffled mimicry of 
a sparring-match. It is impossible not to admire tlie symmetry 
of the combatants, who stripped to the waist, and in all the exer¬ 
tion of nerve and muscle, might often furnish a study to the 
sculptor. Ai^ilicn to see them with eye fixed on eye;—to read 
as it were the raatieption of the intended blow in the mind, before 
the hand has had time to caiTy tlie will into effect;—to watch the 
awful business of preparation—the attitudinising of the guard— 
the parley of provocation—and all the graceful variety of action 
and posture that arises out of the rapid succession of hitting, stop¬ 
ping, manoeuvring, rallying, advancing, and retreating:—this is a 
fine sight, and e/en ladies might look on, without being shocked, 
at 80 bloodless and blameless a spectacle of human exertion. 

The Fai^cy, as the amateurs of the art of boxing are called, 
appear to form a distinct class among the innumerable sects and 
parties into which England is divided. They are by no means 
confined to the lower orders, but may reckon a large jiroptirtion of 
rank and talent amongst their numbers. To understand the 



Jonathan Kentucky^ /ouw//. 527 

theory, if not the practice, of boxing, is considered in this country 
as one of the accomplishments of a gentJeman. The great pro¬ 
fessor of the pugilistic art, Mr. Jackson, has a spacious school in 
the most fashionable street in jLondon ;* and here may be contem¬ 
plated a picture of the youth' of England,” which will verify at a 
glance the assertion of Burke,-^diat the age of chivalry is over. 
Tilts and tournaments have had their day; squires have l>een 
transformed into bottlc-hol<^rs; and though the ring still retains 
its name, is has strangely changed its signification. g|i||Bnething of 
the spirit of chivalry, howler, has survived its fall, and still re¬ 
gulates the contests of the ring. To shake hands is always the 
prologue of a battle, as the pledge of fair hostility bctw’cen the 
cximbatauts \ and to strike an adversary on the ground would still 
be considered as a disgrace to pi^^sin. I have always admired 
the trait of generous forbearance'raich is recorded of the famous 
Chicken in his battle with Jem Belcher. He had given his 
adversary a facer that laid him sprawling upon his back on 
the ropes which encircled the ring, and when he had an oppirtu- 
iiity of repeating his blow, he refrained from taking advantage of 
the occasion. A scntyiicnt of compassion for his old associate 
prevailed over the passion of the moment, and, contenting hiniself 
with shaking his fist over his ])rostrate antagonist, his feelings 
found a vent in the follo^iing strange but characteristic expression : 
“ G — d—u thee, Jem, I won’t hurt thee !” The phraseology 
indeed of the Fancy in general is peculiar to themselves, and they 
may be almost said to s^ieak a language of their own. Some of 
their terms are humorous enough to deserve recording. When 
a man ap)iear.s to advantage out of his clothes, he is said to huff 
well; to knock a man down is to jhor him; a blow in the 
mouth is a mugger ; and if, in addition to this, an injury should 
be done to the teeth, it is called a rattling of the hox of dominos ; 
the old phrase of a punch in the g—ts is now term^ an attack 
\i\}on the victualling office ; and all the varieties oipunishing arc 
designated by such ajipellations as,—a lashing hit^L—a swishing 
hitter,—or a rum customer. Their very oaths are’^of an original 
cast; and I venture to set down at random a few specimens of their 
slang that happened to strike my car. There was one who M'as 
continually exclaiming,—Burn my breechesanother, with a 
higher reach of imaginarion,—“ Thunder mo dead f and Dutch 
Sam astonislied us by the following poetical description of his 
manner of treating his opponents:—“When they walk round 
me, I break down their guard and give ’em a punch in the face; 
just like the sun, Sir, lets the planets dance about him and sends 
a comet at 'em.” There seems indeed about all this fraternity a 
quaint humour, which enlivens their conversation with a raciness 
of repartee tliat cannot fail to amuse when it is heard for the first 
time. The follonring dialogue which passed in our hearing, may 
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perhaps serve as an example:—‘‘I. say, Tom, have you heard 
what,has happened to Diclc Symonds?'’ No,” answered Tom, 
“ not I; what! is he dead “ Why, if he a’nt, they have used 
him very ill, for they buried him last Saturday/' 

But enough of the race of prize-fighters. I’hcy arc all much 
indebted to Mr. Jackson, who nas given a sort of respectability to 
tliOT vocation, while his scIkk)! has spread a general taste for the 
noble art of fisticuffs. As he is probably the finest model of* 
Herculean jn^portion that has appeared for many years, I record 
a few partiffilars of his si/e ana stature, as well as some feats of 
his strength. His height is five feet eleven inches, and he weiglis 
within hmf a pound of fifteen stoife in his clothes. Some time ago 
he hfted 841b. on his little finger, and wrote his name, John 
Jackson, on the wall of Ald^jpyan Combe''s drawing-room. On 
another occasion he lifted 2 c^Rwith his teeth, and 10 cwl. with 
both his hands. He has very appropriately placed on the wall of 
his school a ^tinc engraving, representing an Italian scene, in 
which the usage of the stiletto is exemplified: from which, I sup¬ 
pose, he would lead us to infer, that it is better to teach men the use 
of their fists, than leave it to their own malice to suggest more 
mischievous weapons. • 

SepL 15.—Visit to Bedlam. My mind was so full of the dread¬ 
ful recollections of what I had heard of the old hospital of this 
name in Moor-fields, that I went pivparcd to have my feelings har¬ 
rowed up by the m(ist awful and distressing scenes of human suf¬ 
fering. What then was my surprise to find the New Bethlehem 
not only divested of every ttimg shocking and terrible, but exhi¬ 
biting a character of cheerfulness and comfort that could scarcely 
be exp(!ctcd to.enliven the gloomy ^xxies of Madness. Nothing 
can well demonstrate more convincingly the inevitable tendency 
of all power to abuse, and the necessity of constant vigilance to 
prevent the degeneracy and perversion of all human institutions, 
than the state of the old Bedlam Hospital. Will it be believed 
tliat, in ihe n^a|eenth century, in the heart of the British metro¬ 
polis, and superintendence of physicians of the highest 

reputation for ihtaligcnce and humanity, a system of cruelty was 
exposed that would disgrace the worst history of the worst times. 
In one cell was found a poor wretch who had been chained down 
to his bedstead for twelve years, under a load of fetters—K:om- 

E ared with which Trenck’s were a play ^!iit)g—that scarcely 
im liberty enoiigli to turn himself ic'und. No one ever entered 
the door of his dungeon. His food was pushed in through a hole 
in the wall; and there he was left to linger out his life wiuiout help 
or hope, till he was rescued by tlic amval of the commissioners of 
inquiry. 

The heart sickens at the uiought of such misery, and gladly 
turns to the contemplation of the new establishment. It is anand- 
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mroQ and spacious building,* not decorated with too much archi-* 
tcctural magnificence without, to mock, as it were, the misery 
within, but plain and simple in its exterior ; and the care of the 
architect seems to have been properly confinen] to its true object,— 
tlie convenience and well-being ot the patients. It is calculated to 
acconitnodate two hundred; and nothing can exceed the neatwss, 
even to nicety, of the whole establishment, in all the details oT its 
provisions for carrying on the daily incidents of life connected with 
eating, drinking, and sleeping. There was nuthing||p offend the 
sight or the smell; and even in those unhappy cases, where the 
patients had lost all mental and^bodily control, the most complete 
arrangements were made for securing their cleanliness and com¬ 
fort, to an extent indeed that could scarcely be looked for in a 
charity institution, where the pati||(6 are received and maintained 
gratuitously out of the funds of uMhospital. 

Our visit was made under the most advantageous circumstances; 
for, just as we arrived, Mr. D ■ ■ , die governor of St. Luke’s, was 
announced, whose object being the same as our own, we went 
round the hospital together. There was only one patient under 
restraint, and he was <^nfined in his cell by a light chain. This 
wns a desperate maniac, who had a few days before committed a 
savage murder on the person of a fellow-patient He had found, 
in grubbing up the gravel of one of the court-yards, the blade of 
an old knife, which he contrived to fix in a handle of wood, and 
having sharpened it for his purpose, l^e seized upon his victim, and 
in the middle of the da^, in the presence of a crowd of spectators, 
laid him prostrate at h^ feet, with twenty mortal gashes—the 
least a death to nature.’’ All the rest 'were at large, taking exer¬ 
cise in the courts, or roaming about the galleries,' the windows of 
which, with a view to their amusement, were made to command 
a prospect of the adjacent road. In the course of our round we ap¬ 
proached the bed of an old man who was languishing in the last 
stage of a palsy. He addressed Mr. D - ■ as an old acquaint¬ 
ance. Why,” said Mr. D-, “ you don’t ki ^fc who I am, do 

you “ Yes, to be sure I do,” said the madnwl^^ you are Mr. 
D ■' Upon inquiry, it was discovered that this man had 
once seen Mr, D— about five and thirty years before at the 
old Bedlam Hospital. Thus it seems that the memory, at least, 
may rem^n unimpaired amidst the general wreck of the under¬ 
standing. 

There are certain wards set apart for the reception of criminal 
lunatics. In one of these were assembled nine persons, every one 
of whom had committed murder ; and it required no little exer¬ 
tion of nerve to feel at case in such company. Amongst this class 
old Peg Nicholson was pointed out to us, who sometime in 
the last century attempted the life of King George the Third, and 
whose appearance, or rather apparition, after the lapse of so many 
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years, seemed like a resurrection from the dead. Here, too, is 
Hatfield, who made a similar attempt at a later period; and here, 
also, are all those mischievous maniacs, whose histories have from 
time to time served to fill up a column in the public prints;—^from 
the disappointed lover, who fired a pistol at Miss Kelly, to the disap- 
jKiinted half-pay officer, who took a flying shot at. Lord Palmerston. 

Wc were contmually assailed with petitions for a few ccippers 
for the purchase of snuft' and tobacco; and many took us aside 
with cohering well-told talcs of the treacherous devices by which 
they had b^n trepanned into a place of confinement;—some of 
which really sounded so probable, that if this were not known to be 
the commonest of delusions that prevail in these cases, it would 
have been difficult to withhold belief from such very circumstan¬ 
tial details. We had an exam^ of the ruling passion, strong 
in madness as in death, in the reply of a poor dancing-master, of 
whom we were inquiring wh'.:thcr he had any thing to complain 
of. Complain of!'" said he, “ look at my shoes!"”—which were 
certainly not of that light fantastic character to which he had 
probably been accustomed in his dancing-days. Wc were much 
struck, too, with a pretty intcrcsting-lookii^ girl who hud gone 
mad for love. Her hair was floating loosely about her shoulders, 
and she came tripping up to us, humming an air, and suddenly 
addressed us—“Did you know Sam Williams .?—Ah ! he was a 
sweet youth. But then, do you know, they look him away to 
India, and there Warren Hastings killed him ;—but I made iiim 
pay a guinea for it, that’s what I did !” And then bursting out 
into a wild hysterical laugh, she tui'ncd away and ran off in ano¬ 
ther direction. Amongst the incurables wc saw a poor cracked 
creature, the miscralde victim of nervosity. His fears had at last 
driven him out of his wits, and he was at this time a prey to the 
strongest paroxysms of apprehension. All day long he was 
crouching down and trembling, under an idea that the sky was 
about to fall; and he cried out to us—“ Take care ! Don’t you 
see it shake.? Mow it is coming !” There Avas another man, who 
fancied hinisclPro tlie^wzi/y and was under terrible alarm 
with the notion that he was just about to be brought to-bed of a 
black boy. In short, it would be endless to recount all the strange 
and ridiculous delusions which we found possessing the distem¬ 
pered brains of the inhabitants of Bedlam, and ruling them with 
all the force of reality. 

If tlicrc was any thing in the management of this asylum to 
which one might oliject, it is, perhaps, the unnecessary parade of 
locks and keys, and bars and bolts;—but upon the whde, we were 
strongly impressed with the admirable regulations that prevailed 
throughout, and of the excellent effects of kindness and conciliation 
m mitigating the violence of this dreadful visitation. The admi¬ 
ration Avc felt was expressed in every language of Europe, by the 
vai'ious visitors from different countries, who had recorded tht^r 
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sentiments in the books of }hc hospital. I select one by way of 
example, from the pen of the late minister and ambassador of 
France. 

Cet etablissement ne laisse d'autres vcuux a former que celui dc 
voir toutes les maisons dc la nature en Europe administreea 

d’apres les mfimes principesj et avec les internes soins; et je croirai 
avoir bien mcrite de mon pays et de rhumanite, si jc peux contribuer 
faire suivre en France les reglemcns en les plans dc Bothlohem qu’a 
bien voulu me promettre de me conimuniquer M. le Gouverneur, a 
qui j’offre Texpression de ma reconnoissance, comipe am de la morale 
et dc rhumanite.— De Cazes,” 

Having concluded our survey, we were glad to escape from this 
melancholy scene. We had seen examples of almost every variety 
of mental derangement: llclig^s cnthiisiasls;—political pro¬ 
jectors ;—despairing lovers ;—htmands frantic lor the loss of their 
wives wives for the loss of tlieir liusbands;—parents for the 
loss of their children. One only modilieution of grief seemed 
wanting,—there were no filical instances of tlie same effects being 
produced by the loss of {larents. In reflecting upon tliis fact, 
however, wc ought rather to admire the wise disjiensatiou of Pro¬ 
vidence in thus coiisilriicting tlie human mind, than suppose the 
younger part of our s]>ecics deficient in the kindly feelings of aflec- 
tion. In the natural course of events such excessive sensibility 
must have proved a constant source of misery. ILippily it lias 
been ordered otherwise :—and the reasoning that Shakspeare has 
put into the mouth of the hypocritical king of DeuinarK, has its 
just and reasonable effect on the most sensitive mind. 

-‘‘ The survivor bound 

Ill filial obligatipn for some term 
Performs obsequious sorrow; Put to persevere 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; ’tis unmanly grief, 

And shews a will most impious to Heaven.'* 

What an awful impression does tlic contcinplalion of a speclaclo 
like Bedlam leave upon tlic mind ! How wonderfully, mul ycl 
how fearfully, are we made ! Tliere is no part of tlie mysterious 
subject of evil, with respect to its origin and purpose, iJiat is so 
inexplitablc as this;—and wlio can help exclaiming, rchy is it tliat 
Avearemad? But we are surrounded Avith mysteries on every 
side, which baffle our inquiries, and the result of all our boasted 
knowledge 

“ Is but to know bow little can bo known.” 

If we endeavour to push our amjecturcs farlhcr, and esc^ape 
from the narrow circle with Avliich it has pleased Heaven to cir- 
cumscribe our faculties, the attempt always ends in defeat and 
disappointment. Wc have, it is true, a glimmering of the world 
above us, but if wc presume to imagine wc can break the bars of 
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our prison, and soar into tliese forbidden regions, what is tlie re¬ 
sult? We exhaust our 8tren^;thin fruitless efforts;—like an im¬ 
prisoned blue-bottle, who, seeing the light without, tries to escape 
from the confinement of a room, and hangs himself with piteous 
violence i^ainst the window, hiunming and buzzing with increas¬ 
ing immtience at every successive failure of his hopes, till wearied 
out at last he sinks down into a corner, sore and crest-fallen, to 
brood in silence over his own ignorance and helplessness. 

October 1 ^Letters from America,—which summon me away. I 
should lamem my departure more if I did not hope soon to renew 
my intimacy with a country in which I have met with so much 
liGsrptality and kindness. It is indeed lamentable to think that 
two nations so formed by nature to be friendly to each other, 
should have ever been at ramit^ Let us hope that w-e shall both 
grow wiser as we grow older. ' Every impulse of feeling, and 
every consideration of interest would seem to bind America and 
England together by the firmest ties of friendship:—“ Those then 
whom God nath joined, let no man put asunder ]” 


PABTING- 

Yon fleecy cloud that veils the gentle moon, 

My Lelia 1 seems some lover lingering there. 

Whom destiny hath doom’d to sever soon 
From all it loves in heaven—that mistress fair. 

And now it slowly leaves her, floating bright 
Tlirough the soft azure, but more dim appears 
As farther from her beams, ’till, dark as iiignt. 

The joyless cloud dissolves in dewy tears.— 

O J Lelia, we must part! For 1 have been, 

At best, a cloud upon thy happiness. 

Which thou hast render’d bright like that thou ’st seen ; 

And like it will I flee in dark distress. 

To free thy brow from sadness—for ’twill be 

Clear as that cloudless moon, when I have pass’d from thee. 

C. L. 


SONNET. 

O sii^ that sweet and soothing strain again! 

Oft in the quiet night \t comes to me. 

And memory of the post, and home, and thoe. 

And joys long'gone are ever in its train: 

Sweet strains 1 sweet days 1 if there be hours when pain 
O’er pleasure sways, your joys remembering. 

Soon can my heart those weaker thoughts restrain. 

And i.obler musing to my spirit bring.— 

Nor would I prize the uncertain dawning light 
Above the splendour of a noon-day sun; 

Nor live again the hours, however bright. 

And full of joy, as when iny life Begun, 

If my faint knowledge of the just and true. 

And good and holy, must desert me too. F. T. 
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GEllUAIT LlTERAlunS.—THE MINBfi OF THE EAST.* 

Gottca ist der Orient, und Gottea let der Occident, 

£r leitet, wen er will, den wahren Ffad/' Aoron. II Sura, 

The contents and object of the ** Mines of the East” appear to us 
so interesting, that wc cannot withhold from our readers the foUowiiig 
sketch of the nature of the work.—In the middle ages, when Asia, by 
the conquests of the Arabians in Spain, burst into Europe, and Eu* 
rope into Asia, by the expedition of the Crusaders to Palestine, the 
genius of the East first began t(i disperse the mists of gothic barba¬ 
rity, and to diffuse its genial breath over the rougher spirit of nor¬ 
thern climes. The 15th century witnessed both the extirpation of 
the Arabians from Spain, and the fall of Grecian dominion in Con¬ 
stantinople. From this period the study of Oriental literature may 
be said to have taken birth. Its ti^ility in advancing history, general 
knowledge, and the cultivation of the human mind, in short, its in¬ 
trinsic worth, became universally recognized. England, Holland, 
France, Italy, Spain, and Germany, have each contended for the palm 
in this branch of learning; not to mention the progress that has been, 
und still continues to be made in the Ottoman empire itself, by means 
of libraries, literary societies, academics, and printiug-olbces. 

Notwithstanding its importance, and the manifold efforts learned 
men have devoted to this study, it is far from being so general as 
could be wished. Our perfection in it can by no means compare 
with that we have attained in Latin and Greek. This is occasioned, 
less perhaps by the repulsive ditficulties it presents, than by the total 
want of such aid and facilities as might encourage many to attempt 
it. It is expensive on account of the sacrifices it requires both of 
money and time : thus the manuscripts are to most people unattain¬ 
able, and the multiplying of these pieces of literature, either by print¬ 
ing or copying, would by no means indemnify the expenses of the 
bookseller, still less the labour of a transcriber, who looks for daily 
sustenance to the produce of his work. The learned who have it in 
their power to devote themselves to this species of knowledge, are 
few, and still fewer the rich who are inclined to esteem and patronize 
it, in preference to all others. Many useful works, which, but for 
these reasons, would have issued from the first j^ientalists, have 
either remained at a stand, or never been undertwen. Periodical 
productions especially, which, being commercial speculations, were 
least capable of sustaining themselves, soon failed in the trial. Such 
was the fate of KlaprotKs Asiatic Magaziael in Germany, aban¬ 
doned at the expiration of its first year ; and even in England, where 
Oriental literature meets, in general, with so much encouragement, 
Ouseley's Collections have been discontinued. 

To make up for this scarcity of learned men who, unrecompeused, 
might have leisure for such an undertaking, and for this want of 
jiatrons with an inclination to recompense, a society of amateurs and 
connoisseurs assembled at Vienna in 1800, determined on instituting 

Fundgruben des Orients. Folio, Vienna, 1809—18. 
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a periodical work, under the above title of •* Fundgruben dcs 
Orients,” or Mines of the East.” This enterprise was unconnected 
with all idea of pecuniary emolument; the only advantage the con¬ 
tributors proposed to themselves, being the honour of extending the 
sphere oi Oriental literature, and receiving the thanks due to their 
exertions. Count Wcnczlaus von Ilzewusky, a Polish nobleman of 
the highest distinction, himself a profound Orientalist, became at 
once responsible for the expenses, which the sale of the work was at 
iirst far from covering; at the same time undertaking, if the costs 
were eventua|ly realized, to advance an equal sum in the promotion 
of other putsuits of similar tendetfcy. The principal contributor, 
and indeed editor of the whole, is Joseph Hammer, who, after 
ful&iliijg a long series of arduous di])lomatic duties in Asia, is now 
settled at Vienna, where he is held to be the first Orientalist in the 
empire. 

No city on earth could be bet^r qualified for the site of such an 
enterprise than Vienna. Besides the rich collection of MSS. belong¬ 
ing to Count Ilzewusky, who bought the inestimable rarities of the 
late Messrs. Jenisch and Wallenburg, it has at its commarHl the num¬ 
berless treasures of the Imperial Library- Then its geographical 
position, its political neighbourhood to the west, its facility of com¬ 
munication with Constantinople, the staple-town of the East, where 
several correspondents reside, with free access to the libraries of 
Aboulhamid and Ragibpascha, and several private collections; all 
these circumstances seem to have marked out V^ieniia ns the centre <»f 
eastern and western literary ncgociation. 

This work embraces all that either comes from, or relates to, the 
East; translations from the Oriental tongues, essays, remarks, ex¬ 
tracts, notices, descriptious, sketches and projects of every s])ccies, 
in all the most current languages of Europe ; for although, most of 
the members of the societj^ being Ciermans, the principal part of the 
articles are written in their mother tongue, yet as a knowledge of the 
Oriental naturally presupposes that of the European languages, a vast 
number of communications have been received in French, Italian, 
English, Spanish, Latin, and Romaic. The object, in admitting this 
mixture of tongues, was the advantage it procured, of being able to 
reckon oU contributors in every part of Europe aud Asia: thus, 
thougii contentHl^ themselves with the bumble appellation of a So¬ 
ciety of Ajnatenrs, the pages of their work are enriched l»y the names 
of the most celebrated Orientalists that exist, who, animated by the 
spirit of a disinterested love of knowledge, voluntarily contributed 
their labours. But, what above all insured the success of the under¬ 
taking, was the inexhaustible source odcred to the society, through 
numberless direct comniimications with the East. From the very 
opening of the work they received uninterrupted intelligence, not 
only from Constantinople, and all the ports of the Levant, but from 
Persia, Syria, and Egypt;—connexions were afterwards formed with 
Barbary, Tartary, Arabia, Morocco, China, and India; so that their 
publication became a sort of pomt de rmnimi for the amateurs of 
Oriental literature, not only in every part of Europe, but in Asia, 
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where the fruits of so many sraluable researches lie buried merely 
for want of the means of communication. 

The grand object in view was the pointing out to the West, the pro¬ 
gress of Oriental studies towards perfection, thus realizing the spirit 
of the motto, 

God*s is the East and God’s is the West, 

He guides whom he pleases in the irae path.*’ 

With this intention, all relating in the East to the West, and in the 
West to the East, is here collected, and every effort made for bring¬ 
ing to light, from hitherto unworked mines, such treasures as may 
conduce to the knowledge and improvement of mankind. Philology, 
eloquence, poetry, moral philosophy, physicks, mathematicks, me¬ 
dicine, jurisprudence, geography, history, together with Ihcir sister- 
sciences, numisiiiaticks, statistics, ^ topography, and bibliography, 
all find their places. Notices of fevery country, people, art, and 
science, of the East have been eagerly sought after: paips have 
been taken to render several precious and hidden works either more 
known by remarks, or more generally useful by a partial translation of 
extracts. In a word, no pains have been spared to discover and 
bring to light now veins of truth, excelitjnce, and beauty, which arc 
here presente<l as the iiniidulterated product of the mines, purified 
from the heterogeneous matter, which even the richest of all ores is 
found to contain. 

-The first number of the Mines of the East” came out in 1809. It 
w'as originally intended as a quarterly publication, but, owing to 
several accidents, some irregularity took place, and four Numbers 
only were published in the first two years, each containing from 100 
to 120 pages. From that period to the prescut time, but twenty- 
four numbers have appeared. Having said thus much, by way of in¬ 
troducing our readers to the nature of the work in question, we shall 
now proceed to a specimen of its contents, and trust we shall have it 
in oiir power to present them, at a future time, with extracts of such 
parts as may aiford both iustruction and amusement. 


Arabic Versus addressed to hisMajmfy Napoleon Bonaparte^ 
Emjyeror of France and King of Italy^ on the occa0hn of hh Mar¬ 
riage with her Imperial Highness Maria-LovisUy Arehdnchcss of 
Avsfria,^ Michel Saubag. 

** August prince, whom Heaven has given us for our sovcifcign, and 
who holds among the most fortunate of monarebs, the same rank as 
the diadem on the heads of kings. 


* We have been led to select this piece, partly because our limits, on the present 
occasion, do not admit of a longer one; but chiefly on account of the late event at 
St. Helena, which renders it peculiarly striking. Wc leave the reader to his own 
reflections thereon, begging him only to keep in mind, that the present is not an 
imaginary composition, Imt the. literal translation of a poem, actually put into the 
hands of the strangely-fated being to whom it is addressed. 
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** Thou hast attained the summit of all happiness, and, by thy un¬ 
shaken constancy, hast arrived at a glory, of which the human intel¬ 
lect can with dithculty conceive! 

** Thou bast stamped on the forehead of time, the memory of thy 
numberless exploits, in characters of light, every one of which sut- 
lioes to illuminate with its dazzling rays the whole extent of the 
universe! 

** Who can resist him, whom the assistance of Heaven never aban¬ 
dons, who has victory for his guide, and whose steps are directed by 
God? 


Fortune, in each century has produced a hero who was the pearl 
of his age; amid these mighty ones, thou shinest like a costly diamond 
in a necklace of inestimable price* 

The meanest of thy subjects, wherever he may reside, is the ob¬ 
ject of universal homage; he partakes of thy glory, whose lustre is 
reflected on him. 

** In thee every virtue is united; but the justice which rules all thy 
actions, woulU alone suffice to immortalize thy name. 

** Didst thou not sprinkle the scorching sands of the desert with the 
milk that was offered thee, fearing to commit a crime in moistening 
thy parched tongue, as long as thy brave soldiers remained a prey to 
their burning thirst? 

Now, perhaps, the Briton will at last perceive his folly in oppos¬ 
ing the wisdom of thy projects, in struggling against thy fortune. 

** May this new alliance propitiate thy vows, and those we offer up 
for thy happiness! May it produce thee a son, in whom thy image 
shall live, and who shall perpetuate the glory of thy name ! 

** No I The daughter of Darius is not to be compared with Louisa, 
thji^ousc; nor the glory of Alexander to that which thy deeds have 
acquired thee! 

How' many heroic names have lost their lustre, and sunk into obli¬ 
vion, since the prodigies of thy might began to efface the remembrance 
of their actions! 

**31essed the epoch that unites so august a pair I The last of my 
verses, by a wise combination, shall preserve its memory.'*' Year 
that art che joy and the tr4impliw>f France, thy century shall rejoice 
to have witnessed the junction of the sun and the lion! ” t 


* All th^ralnc letters bear a numerical value : some have one or more tittles 
over them r* others have none. By adding together the amounts of the tittled 
letters in the last verse, the result is the number IBIO. The same product is 
obtained by adding together the amounts of all the untittled letters in the same 
verse. 

t This idea is much Juster in the original, as the Arabic word for sun is of the 
feminine gender. 
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NO. III. 

■ — — Wilt choose 

To ride upon the winds ; or sport with elves 

-In grove or vulley wild, on primrose beds ; 

With dwarfs lt> parley by the moonlight pale ; 

Or share the mountain monarch's revelry ? 

We have not yet finished our excursion into the Ilartz ; hut lest 
our readers should think we make too long a slay there, and shoukl 
imagine that we intend to bestow a proportionate attention on other 
districts, we beg leave to assure them that we propose, at any rate 
for the present, to limit our view of local traditions to the wild regions 
with which we commenced. We have only taken this spot as exhi¬ 
biting a specimen of the varietyijlid copiousness of these popular 
tales (where no violent convulsions have intcrvene<l to break the cliaiii 
of their correspondence with those great historic changes in society, 
religion, and government, which have successively taken place), and 
us evincing the length of time to which they may be almost orally 
preserved when thus connected with the geographical nomenclature 
of the country. We shall endeavour to finish our historical series of 
these traditions in the present number, and shall then turn our atten¬ 
tion to some of the other departments of popular literature. 

King Laurin, and the endless tales of contests between rival races 
of disproportionate dimensions, were noticed in our last. His 
<lwarfish Majesty's adventures, as told in **^he Little Garden of 
Roses,” form by far the most sprightly and poetic portion of the 
Heldenbuch. We should like to see, and may perhaps attempt a 
translation of the whole, or at least select portions of it. It ’|s of 
very reasonable dimensions, and from its lively and graceful descrip¬ 
tions, and its chivalrous fairy-like tone, would be a favourable speci¬ 
men to select of the curious and venerable class of romances to which 
it belongs. We have now to inquire, whether or not there are more 
cqiDcidences between the traditions of these romances and the ruder 
prose narratives of the peasantry of the forest. 

The Kyfiliaus mountain is the great scene of those enchantments, 
from the crude tradition of which Peter Claus appears to have been 
framed by a comjiaratively modem fancy, for tlie plot of that tale 
coincides in the etl'ect of the su])Grnatural agency, without any allu¬ 
sion to the personages to whose history it belongs, ani^wbo alone 
make the story intelligible. The burthen of all the traditions relat¬ 
ing to this spot is, that the mountain is the depository of some great 
and inexhaustible treasure, and of course that it is peopled with 
guardian beings capable of protecting their trust, and rewarding their 
favourites with occasional bounty from the store. Over the whole 
there is a great presiding genius, who is in most of the tales known 
by the title of the Emperor Frederick. When we consider the great 
fame of the Emperor Ilothbart, or Barbarossa, it is not wonderful 
that he should be the Frederick selected for the honourable post. 
The beard itself, therefore, is usually added to complete the ideiitifi- 
voL. n. NO. XU. 2 V 
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cation with the great and popular monarch who met his death in the 
holy cause. In his gorgeous palace in the vaults of the mountain^ 
glitteriug with precious stones and metals, he is pictured as holding 
his enchanted court, surrounded by the pomp of the empire, and at¬ 
tended by a royal princess his daughter, while hosts of dwarfs minis¬ 
ter to him. He is sometimes found wandering even to the exterior 
of the mountain, but generally he reposes wdth his splendid golden 
crown upon his head, slumbering in a deep trance on the royal throne. 
Before him is placed a marble table, against which he reclines, his red 
beard flowing to bis feet,occasionally raising his eye-lids as if struggling 
with the overpow'ering w'eight of sleep, and then, as if wearied with 
the exertion, exclaiming, “ Now will I sleep yet another hundred 
years.” In after-ages he is fated to re-appear on earth; and in token 
of a renovated order of things, will hang his shield upon a withered 
tree, that will forthwith sprout. He will restore peace to Christ<*n- 
doin, and pass over the sous to the final deliverance of the Holy 
Sepulchre. 

The reigif of Frederick, the great founder of the fortunes of the 
House of Suabia, was the comnienceinent of a splendid a'ra in the 
early literature of Germany. All its princes were lovers of song; 
most of them were succossJ'ul couriers of the Muse, and their patron ¬ 
age and example roused and formed that school of Northern Trouba¬ 
dours, who yield in no respect to the fume of their Southern brethren. 
The tradition, therefore, very naturally considers the taste for song as 
yet nnimaiing and reviving the drowsy faculties of the enchanted 
Emperor. Accordingly most of those who have been frt»m time to 
time honoured with an introduction to the Imperial presence, have 
been indebted for it to their poetical or musical abilities, and generally 
through the agency of one of the attendant dwarfs. We shall truns' 
late one tale of this description: — 

“ft his enchanted state the Emperor yet loves music ; and many u 
shepherd who has tuned his pipe upon the mountain, has Imen in¬ 
vited, in return, to his presence, and sent awaywilii rich presents. 
This became, at length, well known, and a company of musicians re¬ 
solved to entertain tfie monarch with a complete concert. Acconling- 
ly, in the midst of a gloomy night, they arose, and as the clock of 
Tilleda struck twelve, they began their music. 

“ Hardly had the band struck up, when tlie Princess appeared, and 
invited them by gestures to follow her. The mountain opened, and 
in they al[ went, playing iu full coiieevt. Meat and drink were provided 
in plenty, and the choristers of course played their part. So far so 
good; but they felt a strong desire for the rich and beautiful diamonds 
which lay around them. No one, however, oflered them any. Not 
very well pleased at this, they broke oft' as soon as morning dawned, 
thinking, of course, they should have some driuk-iiioiiey at parting. 
The Emperor bowed to them in a lordly but friendly manner, and his 
daughter only gave each of them a green bough. 

“ They all took the boughs out of respect to the company they were 
iu, but as soon as they reached the open air, they threw them away, 
and cracked their Jokes at the Imperial generosity—only one took 
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l are of his bough as a token ^of the frolic. When he reached home 
he shewed it, laughing, to his wife; but behold, when they looked at 
it, all the leaves had turned into golden teu-dollar pieces. Away ran 
the others back to the mountain to look for their boughs ; but it was 
too late—they were gone.” 

The tale of mountain enchantment is usually the same in all es¬ 
sential particulars, but the Emperor Frederick* is not always the hero 
of it. The Emperor Charles (sonietliues Churleniagne, and sonie- 
times, probably, Charles IV.) is utteii placed in the same predica¬ 
ment. In one instance Henry \T. occupies the throne; and even the 
prophet Jonas has, we believe, been raised to a similar dignity, and 
decorated with the everlasting beard. 

SometinKs, bowcAer, wv iiiid a monk occupying a conspicuous sta¬ 
tion in the g'uar<{iiinsliip of the moiiiituln ; at one time us a sort of 
master ol the ceremonies to the Eiuj>cror, at others alone and inde¬ 
pendent, as in the story of the punisliraent of the A' iiituer of Tilleda, 
vvhicli is, however, of comparatively inodera origin. 

“ A good citizen of Tilleda, at the christening of one of his childr< n, 
finding his wineinditrerent, told his elder daughter lisabel, in jest, that 
she might find better in the cellar of the Old Knights of the KylVlmuscr. 
lisabel, taking him at liis word, set off, and by a little friendly assist¬ 
ance, found lier way to the recesses of the mountain, and actually 
inadc fn'c with the stores of the ancient lovers of hfjspitality, which 
were, of course, of most excellent (padity. Her father and she kept 
their own ciiuiisel; but a viutiier \\ho lived o|i])osi*e wateUed the girl 
to the cellar, and found out the secret. Knowing that the commodity 
which he sold under the name of v.ine w'ould be considerably improved 
by the admixture of the produce of a good cellar, he next evening 
betook himself t(^ the mountain with the laigcr»t cask he could fiiul, 
lueaiiiiig to repeat the same visit every night. 

“As lie reached the spot where, the day before, he had i|^rked 
the entrance to the cellar, u h'»rrible darkness suddenly spread around 


* In answor t-o V.’.s obhon'atious iu the TOth NumbcT (»f tins woil:, tii” writer con¬ 
fesses (ihou^'li lie does not think that Iiis ritrtioa rejuiers llu‘eoiihssioii i.ecessnry), 
that he Imtl overlooked what V. rails the quaiutadiinsbioii iu “ The Skrlch-hooU,’* 
that the talc alluded to “ w"’..'* suyj^esU d by a little GcnusiU su;)erslitiou abi)Ut the 
Kmperur dcr Kothfjart and the Kypplnnivser inuunlalti/* VVheth.-r the r^fermre he 
“ quaint,’* or entitled to any otlier epithet, he will uot r'qiJre ; ])Ut he still thinks 
Peter Chius ro|ik“d “without ptopa ucknowledgi'uient ;** and the rdVrcuce i»iien 
to “ the little Gennan Miperiilition about the Kinjieror der llotlibart,** uuw shevi^.s 
the author to have been acquainUMl with the l)u(>k\vhi(li coiitahis not only that 
Hupei'stitiou, but the tale Irom whicli he has so larifely I>orri>\ve(l, and in wliich the 
Emperor has no more part than any other of t!ie many inaprieal persoi:;'. whom tra¬ 
dition sends to haunt the spot. At the same time, the beauty, and in many respects 
great originality of Rip Viui WinKli! is liy no means aouyhi to be depreriuled. The 
writer will be always happy to see similar superstructures raised upon such founda¬ 
tions. 

Tlie insensible effluxion of time by removal, for an apparently inf)ini'ntary space, 
into scenes of eucliautineufc, is a favourite German incident, and susceptible ol’ 
great interest and beauty of cfFeet, as “ Tlie Sketch-book" shews A curious 
instance of its application to Christian superstition occurs iu the old ballad of 
“ Tlie Daiii^hter of the Coinmautlaul of Gross-V/ardeiii, in Hiin"ary/* in lluschijitf s 
“ Volks-Sa*!'en." 

*2 i* w 
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him. The wind blew tremendously; it Jhowled among the rocks, and 
a whirlwind hurled him, with his cart and cask, from precipice to pre¬ 
cipice, till at length he found himself in what appeared to be a burial- 
vault. 

“ Oil a sudden, before him passed slowly a funeral procession. 
He gazed wildly upon the sable train—it was followed by his own wife 
and by some of his neighbours, whom he easily recognized. Terror 
seized him, and he fell senseless to the ground. 

“ The vision passed, and after a while he recovered, saw himself 
still in a vault faintly lighted by a glimmering lamp, and heard the 
well-known bell of Tilleda strike twelve o’clock imiiiediatcly over where 
he lay. Several liours then ha<l passed unconsciously, and by some 
means he was immured in the burying-placc under the church of his 
native village. More dead than alive, he dared scarcely breathe, 
when a monk entered, took him in his arms, carried him up a long 
flight of steps, opened a door, put some gold into his hand, and left 
him lying on the mountain. 

“ It was an icy cold night, and the vintner could barely trawl home. 
The clock struck one as he reached his door. He took to his bed, 
and in three days was dead. The gold which the enchanted monk 
had given him paid the cost of his funeral.” 

But if we seek for some sort of historical basis to these tales of 
such ancient date and uniform turn of plot, wc must ask, how conics 
the Emperor Frederick, a Suahian prince, having no particular con¬ 
nexion with this part of Germany, over which his sovereignty was 
but nominal, to be placed with his friend and associate the monk in 
this state of high veneration in the llartz forest ? Biisching is in¬ 
clined to date the origin of these traditions much earlier than the age 
of the Emperor; and of this they hear strong internal evidence. The 
ench^ted residence of kings and heroes in niouutains and forest last- 
nessn, after their removal from active life, is, as he observes, of the 
very highest antiquity. Dietrich (spelt often Tiederic), one of the 
great heroes of northern romance, is said not to liave died, but to 
have gone forth under the guidance of one of those dwarfs, with whom 
so many of his exploits are connected, and never to liave returned. 
The names arc easily convertible; and is it not more likely that the 
traditionary hero of the llartz should have been Dietrich than the 
Emperor Frederick, when tlie scene of action and almost all the lead¬ 
ing features of the story evidently belong to tlie Ileldenhuch class of 
romances? 

Who then is his associate—the monk? May he not he Ilsan, the 
traditionary fellow warrior of Dietrich, to whom, somehow or other, 
the anachronons epithet of monk is given by “ The llose-garden at 
Worms,” another romance, which forms part of the Heldenbuch? 
Repeated traces of his name are found in the llartz, such as Use, 
llsung, Ilsen, or Isen-stein (a name which occurs in the Niebcliingeu- 
hid) and llsenburg (or Eisenburg, as it is called in the Heldenbuch), 
near Weriiigerode, his reputed residence, afterwards a luonaBtery of 
that name, llsaii occupies a high station in the Wilkina and Ninun- 
ga Saga, where he appears as a powerful prince ruling in this neigh- 
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bourhood, and one of the companions of Dietrich, perhaps zealous 
in the observance of the Pagfan religious rites of his age, and there¬ 
fore, by the usual confusion of the Christian re-modellers of these 
tales, metamorphosed into a monk. 

In this capacity he is, in » The Garden of Roses at Worms/' placed 
in the Abbey of Iseii-burg. The haughty pnnccss Crimhilt, the 
owner of the garden, challenges Dietrich and his companions to 
combat with her warriors who guarded it, under the command of the 
giant Stauden-fiiss, and promises that the con(|ucror should receive, 
as a trophy, a kiss, and a chaplet of the Roses. Dietrich accepts 
the challenge, and calls, among others, on llsan to accompany him, 
which he readily agrees to do, j)romising to bring back to each of 
the tifty-two monks who hated their warlike brother, a chaplet of 
roses. In this expedition Ilsan is wofidly degraded from the Iiio-h 
estate in which (vthcr accounts place him, and becomes tlu^ Friar 
Tuck of the party. Ho first accepts tiie challenge of the giant; 

Among llio roses there gay 
Lea|)’d forth the grisly NionK, 

, The ladies laugh'd to set- his heard 

And face so lean and shrunk. 

As on with angry step lie trod 
Along the flowery green. 

Full many a maiden laughed loud. 

And many a kniglit I ween. 

Ami out then lady ('rimliilt spoke. 

Oh Father, leave thine ire ; 

(jo lionie, and with thy brotliers chaunt 
Thy matins in the choir, 

Nay, gentle lady!” cried the monk, 

“ Bright roses must I have. 

To deck this dusky cowl of mine 
With chaplet gay and brave.” 

And loudly laugh’d the giant loo, 

'Fo sec his beard so roiigh ; 

“ And should 1 laugh till morrow’s dusk, 

I had not laugli’d enough ; 

Say, hath the warlike Kemp of Rcrn 
Sent fortli his fool to Hghi 

“ Giant, take heed, thy hide sliall feel 
That 1 have wits aright.” 

The monk, having at length triumphed over fifty-two warriors, exacts 
the full penalty of fifty-two ki.sses and fifty-two chaplets from the 
proud princess who made mirth of him. 

And when Crimhilt the Queen 
Gave the kisses fifty-two, 

^'Vith his rough and grisly beard 
Full sore he made her rue. 

The party theu separates, and Ilsan returns to his convent, and 
forces his envious brethren, not only to wear the trophies of his valour, 
but to set lustily to work to relieve him of the burden of his sins. 
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A few there were who would not pray 
For brother Ilsan's aoul, 

So straight their beards together he tied. 

And hung them on a pole. 

If we are aeiked, -wdiat is the treasure which these confederate 
worthies guard within the mountain, it will, we conclude, be wisest 
to refer the inquirer to the treasures about which the heroes of the 
Niehelungea are so busy. 

This is our theory of the origin of the Kyffhauser tradition; and wc 
must beg the same iiidulgence for it that all theories have from time 
imincniorinl been considered entitled to. It is perhaps as good as 
many which have been started ou equally important subjects, of the 
reputation of which the authors have been more jealous than wc 
shall 1)0 of oiirn. 

Thcre is another and a surer period of history, though one in¬ 
volved in almost as much obscurity of detail, to which some of the 
Hart?, tales relate ; we mean those w'hich concern the ancient Saxon 
mythology, wdiosc altars the arms of Charles Martel, seconded by the 
pious exertions of the English Winfred (afterwards Saint lioidfacc) re¬ 
placed by Christian superstitions, which have in their turn, too, 
given way to a more enlightened system of religion. Some of these 
stories are remarkably characteristic of the kind of conversion wrought 
among a half civilized people by a conquering army- Conviction of 
the inferiority of the ejected deity to that of the victor w^as doubtless 
produced by the m<>st persuasive of all rhetorics ; but the people re¬ 
tained their belief in the existence and power of the discarded objects 
of their worship, and an inclination still to afford them a portion of 
their allegiance. 

Of this class is the account of the ancient shrine of tlie heathen 
Lora, the goddess of love, whose worship w as indeed abolished, but 
not without some proofs of her power, which compelled Winfred to 
call for the active interference of the Virgin to save him from the 
vengeance of the slighted goddess. 

Hers was the grove where the Saxou young men and uiaidens every 
spring brought the firstlings of the chase and garlands of flowers for 
the chief priest to crown the most faithful lovers; hers was the foun¬ 
tain to which the luckless lover made his pilgrimage, to drink in its 
waters oblivion of his sorrows; and hers was the awful task of punish¬ 
ing the inconstant. The whole tradition is worthy even of Crcciau 
mylhology. 

“ Winfred destroyed her grove, * the Grove of Rest;’—then va¬ 
nished her power, though still she struggled for vengeance on her 
enemies. As he hasted on his triumphant career, not fhr from Rein¬ 
harts hill, his horses and carriages plunged suddenly, as it were, into 
a deep morass. And here would he have ended his mortal course, 
had not the holy Virgin heard his prayers. In memory of his peril 
he erected three crosses, even now to he seen, at the spot where the 
earth had opened to swallow him up ; there, too, he dedicated to our 
Lady a chapel, * for her mercy vouchsafed in Lora^s Wood;’ and 
hence the place is still called Eleud (incrcj)/’ 



543 


German Popular and Tradilionary Literature, 

The next, and not the least interesting class of Hartz tales, are 
those which picture in lovely colours the state of lawless outrage and 
petty violence, as well as the degraded superstition, in which Ger¬ 
many was involved during the 15th and 16th centuries. Upon these 
we cannot now enter, and can only refer our readers to the traditions 
concerning the wild hunter Hackel, and the more modern tales of 
which it became the basis; such as the interesting history of the 
persecuted Jacob Nimmernuchtern. Among the superstitions of this 
age is that of which the Brocken, a high mountain in this district, is 
the scene during Walpurgis tide, i. e. the night of May-day. This 
has been in some measure rendered classical by the strange introduc¬ 
tion of its revelries into Goethe's drama of Faustua- It has lately 
been rendered still more familiar by its forming the sulnjcct of one of the 
beautiful outlines of Retsch, for the elucidation of which an indifl’e- 
rent translation of the passages referred to in the plates has lately 
been put forth, under the modest announcement of “ A new Transla¬ 
tion of Goethe’s Faustus,” We give a version of the old legend or 
l)allad current on the spot, not for its merits, but because it is, we 
believe, the only poetic tradition of tlie district. 

In Tl»urinp;cii they know full wrll 
A inoiiMtuIn, Brocken hight, 

Thiit for full sixteen miles aronnd 
Stands towering to the sight. 

Saxon and Hess from faraiui near 
lit.it luountaiirs Mimmit ken. 

As hit’ll o’er all the hills it soars 
Of Jlartz and Thuringcii. 

Thither, aa ancient recorda tells, 

In crowds from far aud wide, 

I'he witches haste at dead of night 
All at Wabmrgis tide. 

'fherc young aud old, the hellish hand. 

Their wicked gambols play, 

I'or there the devil leads them fortli 
To hold their holiday. 

And there in darksome glens they sport 
AVith dance and revelry. 

And goblin spirita bind them close 
In spells of gramniarie. 

For full authority have they. 

As learned Clerks have told, 

I'he mightiest of the wizard crew 
la bondage strict to hold. 

Uiit swift, when at the morning’s dawu 
They hear the cock*s shrill cry. 

Away o’er hill and valley deep. 

All through the air they hic. 

And, fearless, homeward one and all, 

Kach to his cell thty fly; 

I'liere, as we know, they weave their work 
Of spells and sorcery. 
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Here we must end our tire-side excurs^ion into the forest. When we 
really set out on our travels, there is no spot we shall visit with more 
pleasant associations ; and vrhile our Journal records our rambles 
from one liili and \alley to another, it shall faithfully register the 
sim))ie and aflccting .tale^ of which each is the chronicle. We shall 
rouse tlie mouiitaiii-ei lioes with the iniglity “ hunter of the forest,” 
join in the sporls and taste the good wine of the aucicut knights, grind 
our corn (if we ha\e anv) at the tlevifs mill, drown all our cures and 
tender crosses (if of them too we hn\e ati\) at the fountain of T.ora, 
and at night look out for shelter in whnt was once the hiiinhle cottage 
of Peter CMaus, unless imh'ed, we should he honoured hy a ticket ol 
admission to the Tu'pcnal court of the Kyilhanser. 


TUI-: J J! A\ r.I.M'.K. 

** lljihot riiiMi timitciii junmdilalib soil ca'li'iiic inntaliu, les:i(|uc ilhi pciT^riimtu* 


inUTMtfi. 


PtiNir Kns'i. 


Tjieuk is sonietliing exicecrnijgly unpleasant in being obliged 
to answer No/' to a travellers "‘Pray, Sir, were you ever 
abroad?’*' and to sit njurn-clninco all the liinc tlial be is running 
over the of outlandish icclinicalitics. ¥or rayovMi 

j)art, 1 am perfectly convinced lliat man is, par excellence^ a tra¬ 
velling animal; and that the Tartar race are the nearest in llieir 
habits to the natural and unsopliisticatcd instincts t)f the untutored 
species, l^lulosopbers ha\e written largely on tlie degeneration 
wdiieh has n‘suhed Jrom ,s(K*ial instllutes, and especially from the 
establishment ot‘ the rights of property ; hut they have overlooked 
the great and leading inconvenience attached to the spirit of ac<u- 
inulatioii, its chaining men down in towns or on farms, cheeking 
tlieir migratory )n'openslties, and reducing them fi'oin a locomotive 
cxislcnco to the soil-fixed condition of a cabbage. f)ne ]mK)f of 
maifs innate disposition to rove, is the curiositv so generally 
manifested by the sedentary part of the world, amt the respect it 
pays to thi>sc Avbo, having In'oken through local ties, have ex¬ 
plored remote and distant countries, and return to their native 
cities to communicate the results of their experience, and “prate 
of tlicir wjiereabouts"’ in return for a good dinner and a botth? of 
claret. Frcnn my earliest youth I was deeply affecled by the 
honours am! attentions with Avhicli travellers are received at the 
lire-side<}f home-bred families; and I never heard a man say lie 
had visited a country-town h) which I w^as a stranger, without a 
sense of inferiority that mmlc me seriously uneasy. Having neg¬ 
lected to avail myself of the short peace to visit France under the 
Consulate, 1 fell a mortal aversion for all who had been more f5)rtu- 
natc than myself; and, for some years after the breaking out of 
the war, 1 scrupulously abstained from all society where such 
])ersons fre<|uented. 



The Traveller. 


(>4r> 


Being, however, ihns ‘‘ pent up in Utica,and unable to reach 
the Continent, I did not give way to despair; but, cutting my 
coat according to my cloth, I indulged my itch for travelling by 
viating the principal places of notoriety in our own islands, and 
became an extensive home tourist. While yet* a boy, I had laid a 
basis for my future peregrinations, by making the grand tour of the 
esculent topography of i.ondon. 1 ale fish at Ihllingsgatc, white- 
bait at Greenwich, eel-pies al tlic aits at Brentford, and roast- 
pig in Porridge-island. I smoked at the cidrr-cdlar, drank 
Biirton-ale in Gray’s-lnn-lane, got oyslers at Wrighi’s, and tlic 
best salads and beef u-la-inode at the Tlnrh^en Cantons in the 


Seven Dials. Sunday I pushed my iliscoveries through 

the principal environs of the metropolis, and made myself ac¬ 
quainted with the most celebrated inns and ordinaries within twenty 
miles ofthe great eityf' so that I might lioast of being able to 
give an opinion ol‘ all that had acquired a name from Mother 
lied Cap's**’ and the very ancient ‘‘Three Pigeons**' at Brcntlbrd, 
(which subsisted in the days of Ben Jonson,) to the “ Star and 
Garter'^ at Richmond, and the “Bush" at Staines. 

In one lucky suninicr I made the passage to Gravesend hy sea, 
and travelled by land to be present at an Eton montem, dining at 
Sal t-Hill, and walking in the e\ cning on the (errace at Windsor with 
our then gracious sovereign. King Gcnirgc the Tliird. Ihit if the 
world was ii(»t field enough ilw the «aii/hilion of Alexander, it is easy 
to conceive that my ajipelitc I'or travel, growing with what it fed 
upon, M’as n<>t to be satisfied with so eircumscribed a sphere of ac¬ 
tion. Fortunately at this time Margate-hoys began to lie the vogue. 
I was enabled to move en avant^ and make my way oven to the 
sea-shore. Oh * how my heart bounded with delight in setting out 
upon this expedition ! With liow contimiptuous an indifterence I 
passed by the Hospital at Grccinvich ! with what joy I beheld 
expanding Thames assume the extent and unsteadiness of its 
kindred sea! How deiighted 1 was to be sea-sick! How en¬ 


raptured I listened to the ceaseless flow td' narrative, which the 
steersman poured forth from the helm, touching liis voyages in 
whalers and Indiamcn ! On landing at Margate I almost fancied 
myself at Calcutta, The master of the ceremonies was, to my 
heated imagination, another Grand Turk, and the bathing machines 
more foreign and strange than the bucentaurat Venice. 

On returning from this trip, I gave m 3 '^sdf great airs among 
my City friends ; I talked learnedly of the Reculvers, not unfre- 
quently alluded to thi^ Cinque Ports, was at home wdien Deal was 
introduced into conversation, had much to say concerning smug¬ 
glers, and hit off a shipwreck on the Goodwin^s to the life. 
Having on this occasion surveyed the coast of Kent, I made one 
successful expedition to Brighton and Wortliing; and by a call of 
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busii>css was fortunately obliged to to Weymouth during a 
royal visit. 

About this time, eoming into a small but genteel independence, 
J left trade, Unyk tf> tlie study of bolatjy and mineralogy, and got 
mysell'elected an lAS.A. It is needless to jxdd, that these steps 
were followed by a tour through Wales, a \'isit to the lakes of 
thnnberland, and a six weeks inspection of the western highlands 
(»f Seollund. Thus by dint of indefatigable exertions, I pul my¬ 
self upon a level with the generality of cloniestic travellers, became 
a sort of English Hunihoklt, and was seldom out-talked in com¬ 
pany, except by a professional traveller, or, more technically, a 
'■* bagman^ or “rider.’’'* I became acfjuaintod with the distinctive 
characters of all the fashionable watering-places, made a hnrtus 
siccus^ a collection of epitaphs, and another of inn-window inscrip¬ 
tions, from “ Charming Harriet Winlove,’' to “ In questa aim 
trorerete'^ inclusive; could impose tlie ignorant with such 
cahalistical terms as mica slate, grey wacko, transition rocks, and 
coal Ibrmalions; could describe the miorior of a Cornish tin-mine, 
frighten the old w'omcn with extinct volcanot's, deevpher a tonil>- 
stone, (and, by turning it topsy-turvy, as was lalefy done in Ire¬ 
land, convert the stonc-mason^s name into that of' a Pagan di'ity,) 
or explain heather and rocks, and warlockfi, for tlie benefit of the 
country gentlcw'omen who were reading tla^ Kcotllsh novels. 

Upon the strength of these accomplishments, 1 began tube con¬ 
sidered a iicrsonage in my neighlxiurhood, was never left out, in 
an agreeable dinner-party, and was consUintly apjjlled to as one 
whose word was law, in matters of distant coneermnent, and who 
was a known contributor to the Gentleman s Magazine. But, out 
alas ! 

The glories of our earthly state 

Are shadows, not substantial things. 

The exjK*dition to Russia took [ilacc, Napoleon fell from the 
throne of Eurojie, and I ivas dethroned from my village supre- 
tnacy, to be out-talked and out-swaggered by every attorney’s 
clerk or milliner’s apprentice, wlio had made a fortriighPs voyage 
to the French metropdis. When I mentioned John-Dories at 
Torbay, I w^as silencra by the matelote (Van^mllca of St. Cloud; 
if I alluded to the turtle-soup at tlie Bush at Bristol, 1 was put 
down with “ Lcs Frercs Very^ or the “ Cndran bleu^ If I ex¬ 
patiated on a winter at Bath, I w^as driven out of the field by six 
weeks at Brussels; and niy best story of the Druids on Salisbury- 
plain was discountenanced by the narrations of some button-col- 
ic^ctor from the plains of Waterloo. Then I fell into arrears in 
Jill iny accoutrements: I did not wear my watch-chain round my 
neck; I had neither a musical snuff-box to exhibit or describe, nor 
a snuff-box i>f another sort which athnlls of no description. But 
what was still w^orse, I was like one who reads history without a 
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foundation of geography. I was for ever puzzled between the 
French opera, the comic opera, and the Italian opera; I liad no 
conceptiou of the Boulevards, knewnothing of tlicKuc St.Honorc'; 
the Palais Royal ranked in my fancy with Aladdin’s palace, and 
the Gallery of the Louvre vith the paradise of IMahomet. 

This was a condition of things not to be endured— 

“ He is but ti bastard of the time 
That dotli not smack of observation/'— 

and the supremacy of niy “piked man of countries” was to l>c 
overcome at all risks; so, learning that the Bniwn Bear in I’ieca- 
di!ly wotild set me down in Paris, w'itlioui more trouble or eK])ense 
tlian attend the booking my place, I determined to see' with ray 
own eyes, to enable myself to 

“ Talk of sciences and arts, 

And knowledge gain of foreign parts,” 

Tlien it was that I felt trhly grateful to my invaluable parents? 
who had not negl(*cled to give, me all the advantages of a “ French 
and English boarding-sclnK)!/’ For being able to conjugate the 
most useful tenses of llie verb avoh\ and being (juitc at home in 
my French dialogues, I could not conceive tliat I should not be 
ablt* to makt‘ myself’ perfectly understood. A short experience, 
liowever, served to undeceive me : for not only did my fliu'iicy dev 
]>eiid upon the catenation of sentences as they stand in the gram¬ 
mar ; but “ 071 a cluwffc tout the system of conventional 
phraseology is totally altered since the days of Chambaud. 

No sooner had I landed at Calais, than, eager to shew iny 
knowleclge <if the language, I addressed Monsieur Messe Meurice 
with a familiar “ Bt>n jour!” He replied with his Imbitual polite¬ 
ness, adding, “Monsieur pavle Fran 9 ois.’’ Now this was to bc^n 
with the beginning; and I readily answered, as directed, “ Je Ic 
parle nn pen,” Meuiice then very naturally asked me, “ Monsieur 
vcut-il diner ? Monsieur veut manger qiiolque chose.” But here 
the influence of association was too mu A; the dialogue alone ran 
in rny head, and I stammered out unconsciously, “ Les xVnglois 
mangent la plus part des mots Francois.” “ Plait-il ?” said Mons. 
Meurice, w hose excellent bill of fare exhibits much mure substan¬ 
tial eating. “ Plait-il?'” said Mons.Meurice, and complcU^ly threw 
me out, who knew not that plalt4l is an idiomatic^I phrase for “ I 
doift understand a single word you say.” 

My next adventure was of a more serious nature. I had sent 
for a tailor, determined to dress myself a la Fran^aisc^ in order 



sieur,” he rejilicd, “ jr ne in’appelle p-as llcmi, et on no dit jias 
Muitre a nn homme comine moi.” “GihI d-, ce nVst pas— 
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that^s not it,'’ I exclaimed; *‘I1 faut—you should have said, Je 
suis toujours pret h vous servir, (for *so it stands in the book.)” 
The poor man opened both his eyes, endeavoured, as well as he 
could, to comprehend me, for a Frenchman is ingenious where 
money is to be had; but a scene of ^ui pro quos began, which 
endeci in my convincing him that I was little better than a raging 
madman; and when, descending very pai’ticularly into details, I 
took the dialogues as a model not only of my language but 
dress, and desired him to Doubler le juste au corps a’une etoffe 
dcs lndes,ct la culotte dcs peaux bien passes,” he snatched up his 
hat, and ran out of the room, exclaiming, “ Le pauvre homme! 
Le pauvre homme! iJ est fou comnie un Anglois.” A thin pale 
gentleman in black, Avho was passing at the time, and overheard 
the tailor, and saw my laborious gesticulations to make myself 
understood, immediately took hold of my wrist, informed me he 
was a physician, and with a bow added that he had a viaison dc 
sante at my service. Here the dialogfie again served only to lead 
me astray. Be^nning with the first sentence of the dialogue with 
a physician, 1 replied, “ Un mcdccin doit etre soigiicux et ponc- 
tuel ” Ah !” said the doctor, “ il est bien malade ! Qu^avez 
vous, Monsieur ? Comment vous trouvez vous ?” Monsieur 


le Medecin,” J continued, “ j’ai la fievre, j’ai mal a la tete, mon 
cstomac est foible, je suis pulmonique, mon mal est sans resource, 
il me faut mourir."” Voila un Anglois passablcnient melancho- 
licjue,” said the Doctor, shaking his head; and stepping to the 
window, hi* beckoned into the street. Four men immediately 
came up, and bound rac liand and foot, while the doctor, taking 
out his lancet, was on the point of performing a copious venesec¬ 
tion, when the valet de plucv entered, and was bail for my sanity. 

It would be an endless task to recapitulate tlie steps by which I 
passed from my boarding-school dialect, to a suflSeieut knowledge 
of conversational French to make my own purcliascs ; to know that 
foulard'** is a silk handkerchief; potage au laW** no soup, but 
simple boiled milk; and a dress “ hien a many-flounced 

petticoat. 

As the business of a traveller is to become acquainted with men 
and manners, I did not fail lo visit the royal amrt, where 1 saw an 
infinity of things worthy of observation. Nothing, however, struck 
me more than the revolutionary innovation whicli has banished tlic 
hoop, and substituted an endless elongation of train, as the dis¬ 
tinctive character of full-dress. This interesting and impressive 
fact suggested many profound reflections on the chances and 
changes of sublunary tilings; and on those incongruities in French 

S olitics, which render the restored government neither fish nor 
esh, neitlier acceptable to ultras nor liberals; and I acknowledged 
tlie full force of a loyal and patriotic country womaifs exclamation, 
and, like her, thanked God that I was liorn in a country where 


as liorn in a country where 
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ladies still go to court in hocps ” Little indeed did I then dream 
of the revolution which was so soon to take place at home, and 
which was to reduce the British fair to the unhooped level of 
Parisian courtiers. 

Foreign travel is vastly superior, in every point of view, to those 
domestic tours which formerly were the object of my utmost am¬ 
bition. At every moment something turns up to elevate and sur¬ 
prise ; and novelty and variety keep tlie senses in a constant state 
of ecstatic excitement. One might go from Jolnmy Groat’s house 
to the Land’s End, without meeting a tithe of tlic extraordinary 
things that oc^ur between the Palais Royal and the Passage du 
Panorama. But then, on the other hand, numerous arc the disap¬ 
pointments and vexations which await the unpractised traveller 
vrhen dismissed from the friendly guidance of Monsieur Le Con- 
ductcur, and loft in the middle of the Mcssagcric, that wilder¬ 
ness of stage-coaches, to find a lodging when or how he can. Not 
however that, like a friend of mine, who has a quick eye to the 
main chance, I ever called for a bottle of Port to save the cxpe^is^ 
of French and made myself sick at a greater price than would, 

liavc purchased Cliampagnc; but I must needs own, that I was 
on the brink of starvation before I could compass the ordering of a 
dinner. ()u one <xx5asion, tempted by the remarkable cheapness of 
price, and by a tender recollection of mutton-chops stewed with 
caiTots and turnips, I called for dcs haricots., and was taught 
that nothing can he less like our own honest English muitori hari¬ 
cot, than the blanched horsebcans whicli in France bear that se¬ 
ducing appellation. Repeatedly did I cncounlcr the most dis¬ 
agreeable disapjiointments in mistaking fish for flesh, sweet things 
for vegetables, and so reversing the w^hole economy of the table; 
and I was thus almost daily reminded of a worthy Londoner, who, 
in total ignorance of the language, lived at the discretion of the 
frarfmi; till, accidentally learning that dindon was French for 
a turkey, he contrived to make tlie cook understand he would 
have a “ dingdong every day,” and so at least secured one sub¬ 
stantial dish. 

In the course however of a few months, I was enabled to fling 
off the Jolmny-raw, to do the honours, and shew iny own su- 
])eriority in local knowledge to my less experienced countrymen. 
I had already got into very good (English) society, was well 
known in the English newspaper-room, had made my rounds of 
the theatres and restaurateurs, could distinguish an omelette sot^ 
Jit from a pancake, could tell that creme d^absynthe was not a. 
custard, and knew Fanny Bias from Mademoiselle Bourgoin; 
lost some money at die Salon, and lent more to obliging Engli^- 
men who had forced themselves on my acquaintance ; and had seen 
all the sights between the Elephant and the Barriere dc Clichi, 
and from the Catacombs to the windmills on Montmartre; when. 
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towards the end of the spring, a sud^pn flight of English returning 
from Home and Naples, reduced me once more to play second- 
fiddle, and rendered me unworthy to be a member of the Travel¬ 
ler's club. For what, alas ! is Rubens to Raphael! Le Erun to 
Donienichino I Sf Sulpice to San' Paolo fuori le mura! or a 
Parisian cabriolet to a Venetian gondola! Then there is no Pojje 
in Paris; and however stormy the debates in the Chambers, they 
hold no ct^mparison with a volcano; nor is there in all France so 
romantic and interesting an establishment as the Neapolitan ban¬ 
ditti. Nothing,* therefore, was left but, like Michael Cassio, to 
put money in my purse” and cross the Alps. 

It would be a long story to relate n^y numerous adventures in 
this journey. Here it was that I exjxirienced what before I Iiad 
learned from the mouth of a travelling cockney, that, passing 

through a country without speaking the language, is ‘‘d-d 

good fun.” Suffice it at present to say, that the ambitious ubiqui¬ 
ty of my countrymen still kept the start ol'my utmost endeavours. 
At Naples I encountered travellers returning from Sicily; from 
feicily 1 was in like nianner driven to the isles of Greece : and had 
it not been for the fate of Mungo Park, I believe I should have ex¬ 
plored the centre of Africa, in order to oul.strij) the dandy tourists 
and travelling Indies, wdio have divided among them the imblie car, 
and rule over converzationes and dinner-tables, ciistoursing of all 
lliey have seen betAveen “ St, Mary the Major and St. dohifs latter- 
fi/ Santa Mana Mu^ffiorc t* Smt Giovan'ni Laicravo) z 
mistaking Pius the Seventh's PM (tlae initials of Pontiiex Maximus) 
for a Member of ]\arlianient; and the Venus de" Aledici for a sisti'i- 
of Mr, lloscw's Lorenzo. M, 


lines WHITTEN IN THE COUNillN. 

Dear Ai>hur>t! .igain tliy loved scene?. 1 revisit, 

T. hy thj'im.'-sccalcd uidaiids, thy valleys and skies ; 

And yei, in ihc midst or thcdc beauties—why is it 
1 feel dial a t-ijili, though unbidden, will rfse ? 

Alas 1 such is iSIau—though he thirst for the fonni.un 
When breathing its freshncsss, he pants at the brink. 

In alarm lest the torrents that gusli from the mountain, 
IMuy mix with its waters and poison his drink. 

And such too is Lift* 1—in its jdeasnres vve sorrow. 
For \\<* know that the future must snatch us away ; 

And in fear of the clouds that may gather to-morrow', 
Wc lose half the sunshine that brighleiKs to-day. 
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AOPUESS TO THE ALABASfEK SAECOPIIAGUS, LATELY IIE- 

POS1TE13 IN THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 

Thou alabaster relic ! while I hold 

My hand upon thy scurpLured margin thrown. 

Let me recall the scenes thou couJdst unfold, 
iVlightst thou relate the changes thou hast known. 

For thou wert primitive in tliy formation. 

Launch’d from th’ Almighty’s hand at the Creation. 

Yes—thou wert present when the stars and skies 
And worlds unniuiiher’d roll’d into their places; 

When Cod from CUiaos hade the s|>heres arise, 

And fix’d the bla/ing sun upon its basis. 

And with his finger on the houndb of space 
Mark’d out each planet’s everlasting race. 

How many thousand ages from thy birth 
Thou slepsi in darkness, it were a am lo ask, 

'I’ill J\gypt’s sons u|)hca\e<l thee, from the earth. 

And year by year jiursued their patieiu task.; 

'^rill thou wert earned and decorated thus. 

Worthy to lie a King’s Saieoplugus. ^ 

What time i'dijah lo the skies ascended, 

Or David reign’d in holy Palestine, 

Some ancient i heban Monarch was exieitded 
IJeiiealh the lid oflhij embke/.on’d shnne. 

Ami lo that subterranean palace borne 

toiling ages in the ro(*k had wt»rn. 

Thebes from her hundred portals fill’d the plain 
To see tlie car on which thou wert u|)Iield .— 

WliJt funeral ]iom])b extended in thy train, 

Wiiar hannerri vtaved, wliat mighty iuu->ir swell’d, 
aiinies, pricbts, and crowds bewail’d in chorus 
rheir King—their (»od—their Scrapis—their Onis I 

Thus to thy second quarry did they trust 
Tliee, and the Lord of all the nations round. 

Grim King of Silence! Monarch of tlie dust ! 

Embalm'd—anointed—-jew'ell’d—sceptred “Crown’d, 

Here tlitl he lie in sUiLe, cold, stifl, and stark, 

\ kalhcni j’haraoh grinning in the dark. 

'J'iuis ages roll’d—but their dissolving breath 
Could only blacken that imprison’d thing, 

Whieli wore a ghastly royalty in death, 

As if it struggled slill lo be a King ; 

And each re\oiviog century, like,the last. 

Just c!roj)p’d its dust upon thy lid—and pass’d. 

'J’lic Persian conqueror o’er Egypt pour’d 
His devastating host—a motley crew' ; 

The steel-clad liorscmcn—the barbarian horde— 

Music and men of every somui and hue— 

Priests, archers, eunuchs—concubines and brulcs, 

Gongs, trumpets, cymbaL, dulcimers and lutes. 
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Then did t^ie fierce Cambyses tear away 
7*he pon(]crous rock that scal'd^the sacred tomb ; 
Then did the slowly-penetrating ray 

Redeem Uicc from long centuries of gloom. 

And low r’d torches Hash’d against thy side 

As Asi' king thy blazon’d troi>hics eyed. 

• 

Pluck u from his grave, with sacrilegious taunt. 

The features of the royal corpse they scann’d:— 
Dashing the diadem from his temple gaunt, 

They tore the scegtre from his graspless hand. 

And on those fields, where once his will was law, 
him for winds to waste, and beasts to gnaw. 

Some pious Thebans, when the storm was past, 
Upciosed the sepulchre with cunning skill. 

And Nature, aiding their devotion, cast 
Over its entrance a concealing rill. 

Then thy third darkness came, and thou didst slee|> 
Twenty-three centuries in silence deep. 

But he from whom nor pyramid nor sphinx 
Can hide its sccresies, Belzoni, came ; 

From the tout’s mouth unloosed the granite links. 
Gave thee ^ain to light, and life, and fame. 

And brought Lnce from tlie sands and deserts forth 
To charm the pallid children of the North. 

Thou art in London, which, when thou wert new, 
Was, what Thebes is>, a wdldorness and waste, 
Where savage beasts more savage men pursue, 

A scene by Nature cursed—by man nisgraced. 
N^ow—’tis tne w’orld’s metropolis—tlichigh 
Queen of arms, learning, arts, and luxury. 

Here, where I hold my hand, ’lis strange to think 
What other hands perchance preceded mine^ 
Olliers have also stood beside thy brink, 

And vainly conn’d the moralizing line. 

Kings, sages, chiefs, that touch’d liiis stone, like me. 
Where are yc now ?—where all must shortly be ! 

All is mutation ;—he within this stone 

W^rfs once the greatest monarch of the hour:— 
His bones are dust—his very name unknown, 
Go—Icarn from him the vanity of power. 

Seek not the frame’s corruption to controul. 

But build a lasting mansion for thy soul. 


H. 
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ON TITK mSTOUY OPtTHE MIDDLE AGES. — NO I, 

BY M, SISMONIH. 

(Concluded from pa»e514.) 

Grandeur and V\^eakne.ss of the Roman Empire* 

The full of tlie Roman Empire in ihcWest is the first* spectacle 
that presents itself to our notice; and it is by no means the least 
abundant in useful lessons. People wl^o have attained an equal 
degree of civilization feel that they have a certain relationship one 
with another. The life of the private man in the age of Constan¬ 
tine or Theodosius, more nearly resembles our own condition than 
tliat of oiir barbarous ancestors in Germania, or of the virtuous 
and austere citizens of the rej)ublics of Greece and Italy^ wliose 
works we admire, but of \^hose manners wc can form but an im¬ 
perfect conception. It is only alter liaving thoroughly considered 
the relationship and the diiference between the organization of the 
Roman Einjnrc and tliat of modern Europe, that we shall be en¬ 
abled to judge whether we are likely to be exposed to the caliimi- 
ties by which that empire was overlhn)wn. 

The very name of the Roman iMupire awakens ideas of gran- 
deui’, power, aiui magnificence. Ry a confusion very natural to 
our inin3s, we approximate remote, and freciuently dissimilar ages, 
in order to create a circle of glory around the great empire. The 
Homan republic produced men whose moral greatness has never 
l>ecn suq)as.scxl on earth. They transmitted to their descendants, 
if not their virtues, at least their names; and down to the close of 
the empire, those who, under oppression and baseness, always 
styled thcmi'clves Roman citizens, seemed likewise always to live 
amidst the shades and recollections of their ancestors. The spirit 
of the laws was changed, but the transition was slow, and scarcely 
perceived by the vulgar; manners were no longer the same, but 
the recollection of the old manners still survived. The magis¬ 
trates had for the most part preserved their original titles anti de¬ 
corations, though their power liad vanislied; and the Roman peo¬ 
ple still ranged themselves before the Lictors, who preceded the 
Consul invested with the purple nine years after the institution of 
the Consulate. 

- From the time of Augustus to that of Constantine, the Roman 
Empire preserved nearly the same boundaries. 1 lie God Termi¬ 
nus had not yet learned to retreat any more tliaii in the time of the 
Republic. This rule admits of but one remarkable exception. 
Dacia, which had been conquered by Trajan, and whicli was situ¬ 
ated on llie North of the Danube, and beyond the natural fron¬ 
tiers of the empire, was abandoned alter having hocn possessed for 
a century and a half. But the war which the Romans of the first 
century continually waged beyond their own frontiers, was, in the 
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fourth, carried back by the barbarous within the Hoxnan doini- 
nions. The emperors could no longer defend provinces which 
they once wished to rule; and tliey frequently beheld, without re¬ 
gret, valiant enemies become their guests^ and occupy the deserts 
of their empire. 

The uucoangeableness of the boundaries of the Roman Empire 
arose, particularly, from the Romans having, in the period of tneir 
greatest power, limited their conquests to the point w'here they 
found the best militaiy frontier to defend. Great rivers, though 
they do not impede the armies of civilized nations, form, in gene¬ 
ral, an effectual barrier i^ainst the incursions of barbarous in¬ 
vaders ; and great rivers, the sea, mountains, and deserts, were, in 
fact, the natural bouudaries of the Roman Empire. 

By a somewhat vague calculation, it has been estimated that the 
Roman Empire extended six hundred leagues from north to south, 
upwards of one thousand from cast to west, and that it occupied 
a superficies of 180,000 square leagues. But numbers afford 
merely an abstract idea, which is difficult to be seized. We shall 
better conceive wh^ this vast extent represents, by tracing the 
line of the frontiers. ^ 

On the north, the empire was bounded by the Caledonian wall, 
the Rhine, the Danube, and tlie Black Sea. The Caledonian 
wall intersected Scotland in its narrowest ]iart, and left the Romans 
in possession of the low-lands of that country, and of all England. 
The Rhine and the Danube, whose sources rise near each other, 
and which flow^ the one to the west and the other to the east, 
formed a separation between barbarous and civilized Europe. The 
Rhine defended Gaul, which then comprehended Helvetia and 
Belmum. The Danube protected the Italian and the Illyrian Pen- 
msulas; it divided countries, some of which are now included in 
Germany, others^ in Sclavonia. The Romans possessed on 
the right bank. Rhcetia, Noricum, Pannonia, and Moeda, which 
Marly corresponded mth Suabia, Bavaria, a part of Austria and 
Huiu^ary, and Bulgaria. ^ The short space between the sources of 
the Danube and the Rhine was occupied by a chain of fortifi- 
caUons. T. he Black Sea defended Asia Minor. On its northern 
Wd eastern banks several Greek colonies still preserved a doubtful 
tod of independence under the protection of the empire, and a 
GreA pmee reigned at Caffa on tlie Cimmerian Bosphorus 
the Greek colonies in the country of the Lazi and Colchw were, by 
tons, subiect to tnbutes. The Romans possessed all the southern 
shore of the mouth of the Danube to Trebizond. 

On the east, the empire was bounded by the mountains of Ar¬ 
menia, a part of the Euphrates, and the aeserts of Arabia. The 
Caucus, one of the highest chains of mountains in the world, 
wfaidi extends from the Black to the Caspian and which, on 
one side, communicates with Thibet, and on the other irith the 
mountains in the centre of Aria Minor, separated the Scythians of 
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Upper Asia from the Persians and the Romans, The wildest 
portion of these mountains belonged to the Iberians, who main¬ 
tained their independence; that part most susceptible of cultiva¬ 
tion was inhabited by the Armenians, who were by turns subj^^t 
to the yoke of the Romans, the Parthians, and the Persians. Uhe 
Tigris and the Euphrates, which rose in the mountains of Arme¬ 
nia and fell into the Persian Gulf, crossed the plains of Mesopo¬ 
tamia, along all this eastern line, as far as the sandy deserts, wliich, 
farther to the south, separated the baulks of the Euphrates from 
the bills of Syria. This frontier of the empire had not been 
traced by the hand of Nature, and the two great monarchies of 
the Romans and Parthians, or of the Persians their successors, by 
turns encroached on several provinces of Armenia or Mesopotamia. 
The deserts of Arabia bounded Syria along an extent of two hun¬ 
dred leagues, and the Red Sea formed the limit of the Egyptian 
dominions. 

On the south the deserts of Libya and Zahara, and on the west 
the Atlantic, were at once the boundaries of the Roman Empire, 
and of the habitable world. * 

Having thus traced the frontiers of the great empire, we may 
bestow a momenfs attention to the enumeration of the provinc<^ 
of which it was composed. About the year 292, Diocletian, with 
the intention of better providing for the defence of the empire, 
divided it into four Prsetorial Prefectures, to which he apWmted 
four chiefs. These prefectures were, the Gauls, Illyria, Italy, and 
the East. The Prefect of the Gauls, who established his residence 
at Treves, had under his orders the three Vicars of the Gauls, 
Spain, and Britain. Gaul was dirided, according to the ancient 
languages of its inhabitants, into Gallia Narbonensis, Aquitania, 
Celtica, Bclgica, and Germania. Spain was separated into three 
provinces, Lusitania, Bcetica, and Terratonensis. Finally, Bri¬ 
tain included the whole island, as far as the Friths of Duoibarton 

and Edinburgh. ^ • i r* 

The Illyrian Prefecture consisted of that immense triangle, of 

which the Danube was the base, and the two sides of which were 
marked by the Adriatic, the jEgean, and the Euxine Seas. It 
now includes nearly the whole of Austria and European Turkey. 
It was ancienfly divided into the provinces of Rhcetia, Noricum, 
Fannonia, Dalmatia, Mcesia, Thrace, Macedonia, and Gree^. 

The Italian Prefecture comprisedj besides the province whence 
had issued the conquerors of the world, all Africa, from the fron¬ 
tiers of Egypt to the present empire of Morocco. The provinces 
were namea Libya, Africa, Numidia, and Mauritania- Rome and 
MUan were alternately the residence of the Prefect of Italy; but 
Carthage was the capital of all the African provinces. That city 
equally Rome, both in population and magnificence; and in the 
time of their prosperity, the African provinces were three times as 
extenrive as modem ^mnee. 
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The Prefecture of tlie East, which was bounded by the Black 
Sea, tlic kingdom of Persia, and the Desert, was the richest, the 
most exlensive^ and most populous of alL It contained the pro¬ 
vinces of Asia Minor, Uithynia and Pontus, Cilicia, Syria, Pheni- 
cia and l*alestine, Egypt with a part of Colchis, Armenia, Meso- 
|K)tamia, and Arabia. The Prefect resided at Antioch, but that 
city was not superior, either in population or riches, to some other 
capitals, and particularly Alexandria in Egypt, 

The imagination is confounded by the enumeration of die Ho 
man provinces, and by the comparison of their vast extent with 
that of the empires now in existence; but our astonishment in¬ 
creases when we reflect on the great cities with which each of the 
provinces was adorned. Cities such as Alexandria, Antioch, and 
Carthage, surpassed our largest capitals in population and in riches, 
and seemed to contain whole nations within their confines. The 
single province of the Gauls included one hundred and fifteen 
towns distinguished by the name of cities. The ruins of some are 
still preserved, and they exceed in magnificence any tiling that has 
been produced in modern times. 

Tlie sight of these ruins inspires us with admiration, even in 
provinces where they excite no glorious recollections. Who can 
view the monuments of Ni&mcs, Arles, or Narbonne, Avithout emo¬ 
tions of respect? And yet they are merely models of ait. No 
historical recollection is attached to tlicm:—^those noble edifices 
which wc so liighly admire were raised at the period when Rome 
had lost, with her liberty, her virtues and her glory. When we 
come to fix the date of their creation, we find it corresponds with 
the reign of those emperors whose names history has transmitted 
to the execration of maukintl. 

But the se monuments, even in the most remote provinces, even 
ill the njLost obscure towns, bear the ancient Roman impress—tlie 
impress of grandeur and magnificence. Customs and moral im¬ 
pressions are sometimes preserved in the arts, even after they are 
efloced from the mind of the artists. The Roman architect, even 
during the latest periods of the decline of the empire, constantly 
beheld before him the witnesses of past ages, which kept him in 
the right course; and lie felt that ne was labouring for eternity. 
The Romans uniformly impressed on their works that character of 
grandeur and durability which commands our admiration, and 
claims the preference over all that has since been produced. The 
force and magnificence of the Roman architecture in some mea¬ 
sure resembles that of Upper Egypt; though it differs from tlie 
latter in its object. The Egjrptians attended only to their Deities; 
but the Romans, even during their slavery, were never unmindful 
of the people. Their monuments were calculated to administer to 
the pleasures of all. In the time of the Republic, aqueducts and 
great roads were amstrucled for the jiubhc benefit; but under the 
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Emperors, the pleasures of the people were still more a subject of 
consideration, and circuses and theatres were buik/ It may be 
said, that the Egyptian architect was occupied in the temples 
solely with the presence of his Deities, and thu Roman 'artist with 
the adoration of the people. 

Amidst all its magnificence, the Roman ejnj>ire, the fall of 
wliich we shall shortly take into consideration, in the fourth 
century degenerated into the most incurable weakness. It was 
assailed by hordes of warriors from the North :—from the extre¬ 
mities of Scandinavia to the frontiers of China, new nations arrived, 
and desolation marked their course. The calamities experienced 
by tlie liuman race at that period exceed, in extent and severity, 
llic utmost lioiTors and miseries of any other age. We cannot 
presume to calculate the millions of men who perished before the 
ialJ of the Itoman empire was eflectcd. Y"et tliis ruin was not 
caused by tlie ravages of barbarians. I’lie cmjiire had long been 
a prey to internal wounds. Various causes, doubtless, contributed 
to destroy among the subjects of the Caesars, patriotisin, military 
virtue, the opulence of the provinces, and tlie means of resistance ; 
but we shall at jirescnt particularly confine our attention to the 
state of the population, as on that every system of national defence 
must always depend. 

Patriotism, that pure and exalted virtue, which frequently 
rises to the liighest tlegree of heroism, and which renders the 
citizen capable of the most glorious sacrifices,—patriotism which 
had long constituted llie glory and the jiower of Rome, no longer 
nourished in the empire of the universe. An edict of CaracaJla, 
who reigned from 211 to 217, had rendered common to all the in- 
habiiaiits of the empire, the titles and duties, rather than the pre¬ 
rogatives, of the Roman citizen. Thus the Gaul and tlie Rr^ton 
styled themselves the countrymen of the Moor and the Syrian; 
and the Greek was regarded as the compatriot of the Egyptian and 
the Spaniard. But in proportion as this fesccs was enlarged, the 
bond by which it was united became relaxed. What glory, wliat 
distinction could be attached to a prerogative >vlnch had been ren¬ 
dered universal ? What recollections could be awakened by the 
name of country, when that name was no longer endeared by any 
local image, by any association of ideas, or partici[)atlon in any thing 
that had shed a lustre over the social body ? 

Thus national recollections and sentiments were abolished in an¬ 
cient Rome; and their place was but feebly supplied by the two 
disrinctions wliich might be observed among the inhabitants 
those of language and of rank. 

Language is the powerful symbol that renders nations sensible 
of their unity: it operates on all the impressions of the mind, it 
imparts a colouring to every sentiment and every thought. When 
it reveals to us a countryman in a ibreign nation, it rouses in the 
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heart every emotion of patriotism. BVit, far from being a principle 
of union among the ancient Romans, it tended to separate them. 
The great difference between the Greek and Latin tongues soon 
created opposition in the empires of the East and West. These two 
languages, which had already shone so brilliantly in literature, 
were adopted by the government, by the wealthy classes, by all 
who had any pretension to polite education, and by the majority 
of the inhabitants of the cities. Latin was spoken in the prefec¬ 
ture of the Gauls, in Africa, Italy, a part of the Illyrian prefec¬ 
ture and along the Danube. Greek was spoken in the southern 
part of the IIl 3 n*ian prefecture, and throughout all the prefecture 
of the East. 

But the great mass of the inhabitants of the country places 
(which were not exclusively cultivated by slaves brought from 
distant parts) preserved their provincial languages. Thus the 
Celtic was spoken in the Ai’moricte and the island of Britain, the 
Illyrian in the greater portion of Illyria, and the Syrian, the 
Coptic, and the Armenian, in the provinces whence those languages 
deiive their names. Wherever the people were most subjugated 
and oppressed, they made the greatest efforts to acquire the 
language of their masters; but tlie latter were, on the contrary, 
obliged to make advances where the people were most free. 
There was a continual locomotion among the inhabitants of the 
whole empire, occasioned by the immense traffic in slaves, the 
military service, and the pursuit of civil employments; and each 
province presented among the lower classes of society, the most 
wliimsical combination of various dialects. 

But it is in the state of the people, in particular, that we must look 
for the causes of the extreme weakness of the Roman Empire. If 
wc wish.to know the various classes into which they were divided, 
we shali^find, 1st. senatorial families, the proprietors of immense 
territories and immense wealth, who had successively encroached 
on the inheritances of the more inferior lauded proprietors; 2d. the 
inhabitants of the large cities, a mixture of artisans and free men, 
who subsisted by the luxury of the rich, who participated in their 
corruption ; 3d. the inhabitants of the small cities, poor, despised, 
and oppressed; 4th. coloni and slaves in the country places; 
5th. robbers in the woods, who, to avoid oppression, had devoted 
themselves to plunder. 

The upper classes of a nation may communicate wisdom and 
virtue to a government, if they themselves be Avise and virtuous; 
but they can never ^ve it power. Power is always derived from 
a lower source; it always proceeds from tlie great mass of the 
people. Now in the Roman Empire tins mass, so various with 
respect to language, manners, ana reli^on, so wild amidst civili¬ 
zation, so oppressed and so degraded, were scarcely perceived by 
those who Avere maintained by its labour. The mass of the people 
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is hardly ever mentioned historians; it languished in misery, 
perished, and in some provinces almost disappeared, without 
notice; and it is only by a series of comparisons that we arrive at 
the knowledge of its fate. 

In the present state of Europe, the class of the peasantry^ of 
those who live by the manual labour of agriculture, forms amut 
four-fifths of the population of every country, England only ex¬ 
cepted. We must presume that in toe Roman empire the peasan¬ 
try were proportionally still more numerous, since trade and com¬ 
merce were not carriea to the extent to which they have arrived in 
modem times. But, however numerous the peasantry might be, 
they were never accounted a part of the nation; they were looked 
upon as scarcely superior to the domestic animals whose labour 
they sliared. The upper classes would have dreaded to hear them 
pronounce tlie name of country, or develope any moral quality, 
and particularly courage, as that might have been turned against 
their oppressors. The peasantry were all rigorously forbidden to 
bear arms, and they consequently could not contribute to the de¬ 
fence of the country, or oppose resistance to the advance of an 
enemy. ' 

The rural population of the Roman empire was divided into two 
classes, the free colon! and the slaves, who dificred much more in 
name than in real privileges. The former cultivated the ground 
by set tasks, which were for the most part payable in kind ; but as 
a prodigious distance separated them from their masters, as their 
complaints were never heard, as the laws afforded them no security, 
their condition became more and more wretched, and in the excess 
of their misery they frequently fled, abandoned their homes and 
their families, and sought refuge on the lands of some other pro- 

E rietor. The Imperial laws had established summary processes 
y which they could be claimed and seized wherever they might 
be found. Such was the fate of the free cultivators. 

The slaves likewise formed two classes. Those who were born 
on the territories of the master, and who consequently had 
other home, no other country, inspired a greater degree of coniS- 
dence than those who had been purchased. The former lived in 
huts under the eyes of their commanders; but as misery and ill- 
treatment continually diminished their numbers, an active traffic 
was carried on throughout all the Roman Empire for the purpose 
of rairing fresh supplies. The victories of the Roman armies, and 
frequently those of savage tribes contending one with another, the 
punishments inflicted by the emperors, or their lieutenants, on the 
towns or provinces which had revolted, and the inhabitants of 
which were sold, abundantly supplied the slave-merchants; but at 
the expense of all that was most valuable in society. The wretched 
slaves constantly laboured with fetters on their feet; they were 
doomed to endure excesrive fatigue in order to durb thdr spirit, 
and they were confined every night in subterrimeous dungeons. 
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The dreadful misery to which so great a portion of the popular 
tion was reduced, and their hatred of** their oppressors, multiplied 
among the sla^'cs insurrections, plots, assassinations, and poison¬ 
ings, In vain a cruel law condemned to death all the slaves of a 
master who sliould be assassinated; revenge and despair served 
only to multiply crimes. Those who had avenged their wrongs, 
and those who, without having rcstirted to violence, were neverthe¬ 
less the objects of suspicion, ded to the woods, and subsisted on 
plunder. Their numliers wore so considerable, that their attacks 
freqiuently assumed the character of a civil war, rather than the 
disoriiers of a band of robbers. Uy their depredations they ag¬ 
gravated the misery f)f those who had recently been their com¬ 
panions in mislbrtnne; and at length whole districts and pro¬ 
vinces were successively abandoned by the cultivators. 

The rich senator was sometimes able to repair his losses, or to 
obtain the aid of the laws to defend his property : but the small 
proprietor, >vho himself cultivated his land, could not so easily 
surmount the injuries ho might sustain, and his life and property 
vrere daily endangered. He therefore eagerly disposed of his patn- 
inony at any price; whenever one of his opulent neighbours might 
be disposed to purchase it. Indeed it not unfrequently happened 
that he abandoned it without compensation, or was deprived of it 
by the weight of public burdens. Thus all the independent 
classes, w ho more than any other were capable of feeling the in¬ 
spiration of patriotism and defending their country, soon totally 
disappeared. 'J’lic number of landed proprietors diminislied to 
such a degree, that a man of senatorial family might frequently 
travel two leagues ivithout meeting his equal; ana consequently 
some few, w’ho happened to be the proprietors of whole provinces, 
already began to be looked upon as petty sovereigns. 

Amid^ this universal desolation, the existence of great cities is 
a phenomenon which cannot easily be conceived: but this phe¬ 
nomenon exists in moilcrn times in Barbary, Turkey, and through¬ 
out all the East, in short, wherever despotism overwhelms the 
individual detached from society, and where it is impossible to 
evade its outrages except by mingling with the crowd. These 
great cities were themselves inhabited, for the most part, by arti- 
zans, subject to rigid laws, frec-mcn and slaves; but they also con. 
tained a neater number than can be found in any modern city, of 
those individuals who wx're content with the mere necessaries of 
existence, and who passed their lives in idleness. All this jxipuJa- 
tion was likewise prohibited from bearing arms, and was looked 
upon as foreign to the country; but, being collected together, it 
drew forth some respect from powrer. In all the cities of the first 
order, provisions wxrc gratuitously distributed, in the same manner 
as games and spectacles were gratuitously performed in the circuses 
and theatres. The levity, the love of* pleasure, and the regardless- 
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ness of the future, which invariably characterize the populace of 
^cat chics, were manifested by the provincial Homans, amidst the 
latest calamities of die empire; and *^l’rcves, the caphal of the Pre- 
fetrture of the Gauls, was not the only city that was sui*priscd and 
pillaged by barbarians, wliilc die citizens, croWnedwith garlands, 
were engaged in applauding the games of the circus. 

Such was the interior of the empire at the commencement of the 
fourth century; such was the poj.ulation which should have re¬ 
sisted the universal invasion of savages. The latter freciucntly left 
the citizens only the choice of dying armed or dying in submissidsi; 
and die descendants of die proud Homans, the heirs of all the 
glory whicli had been once acquired by the most exalted virtue, 
were so degraded by the laws and the state of society in which 
dicy lived, that when the alternative was offered to them, they uni¬ 
formly preferred to die lil;e cowards. 


ON THR SUPEIISTITIONS OF IlIGHLANDEBS AND LONDONERS. 

Popular superstitions are always popular subjects with London 
readers. As an apol(»gy for paying them so much attention, we 
gravely expatiate on their importance in throwing light on the cha¬ 
racter of a people. True enough, as applied to certain inquirers into 
manners and customs, and dealers in national antiquities. But how 
comes it that this sort of reading is generally in favour with those who 
care not a doit about these matters'^ Doubdess our love of the 
strange and the marvellous has some sliare in creating this partiality; 
and, as far as that goes, 1 have not a word to say against it. How¬ 
ever, there is a more subtle, and therefore a more mischievous feeding. 
A man who flatters himself he is in no degree superstitious, is apt to 
gratify his vanity in the opportunity of looking di>wn upon his fel¬ 
lows ; and the conscious man is glad to imagine that others are greater 
fools than himself. Fur we alw'ays think a cap and bells arc ten times 
more ridiculous on another's head tlian on our own, especially if there 
is a slight difference in the fashions. 1 have heard a sailor, with % 
child’s caul suspended from bis neck, laugh till “ his lungs began to 
crow like chanticleer” at the idea of a camphor-bag as a talisman. 
And who dares laugh at the tailor ? Not the London public, surely. 
They are in the same predicament. While they halt upon crutches, 
they should not make a jest of bandy legs. Yet they encourage every 
kind of story exposing the foibles of their neighbours, wdiile they 
keep their own in a corner, as cordials for private use, and, like 
dram-drinkers in a sly way, are worse than your bare-faced tipplers. 

How many works there are, putting those on foreign countries out 
of the question, where, directly or indirectly, the Irish and the Welsh, 
the Highlander and the Lowland Scotch, the English divided into 
counties, and again subdivided uito districts, have claimed attention 
to their several fire-side mythologies, chiefly with an, eye to London 
patronage. Among these the Highland superstitions stand prc-eml- 
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nent. The famous Scotch oovelist has revelled in them, and to some 
purpose. They formed the pivot of Dr. Johnson's circumvolutions 
among the bill^. They are the allspice of Pennant's mouldy Antiqui¬ 
ties, preserving them still upon our shelves. Our Northern Tours, 
our Highland Guides, nay the very road-books, have a hit at them. 
And lo! that indefatigable lady, Mrs. Grant, has given ua two volumes 
of Essays expressly upon them. Now, how comes it that the wise 
inhabitants of the capital presume to chuckle over these stories 1— 
Would they make us believe they havje none of their own ?—Do they 
go bn the maxim, that those who la^h most are least likely to be 
htftghed at 1—Impudent rogues I But I can forbear no longer. Know, 
tben,T have been a spy among you, have narrowly watched you, 
carefully noted down all your mental delinquencies, beginning at the 
largest streets and squares (not forgetting the gaming-houses—a rich 
store), and gradually descending to your smallest lanes and alleys, 
have classed them according to their several demerits, and indue time 
intend to throw them at your heads in the shape of a pleasant quarto. 
The booksellers indeed, and they well know their chapmen, allege 
that the sale must necessarily be limited to country customers. I 
heed them not—publish I will. In the mean time, being somewhat 
impatient on this matter, I will give them a slap, by way of prologue, 
as threatened in the beading of this article. It seems a good subject 
for the Magazine. The only objection is, there may be oftence in 
it** to the town readers. However, I promise, as a make-peace, to 
introduce, for their amusement and instruction, two or three tradi¬ 
tionary tales from my collection of Highland Wonders. Besides, the 
offence-takers have it in their power to skip over the objectionable 
passages. 

In turning over the MSS. hereafter to be condensed into my intend¬ 
ed quarto, 1 find there are innumerable proofs, from the earliest to 
the present times, of the extreme credulity of Londoners in all matters 
relating to the supernatural. Some of these must not be passed over. 
A prognostication of a partial deluge in 1524, which was assuredly to 
wash tb^ city into the Thames, had the effect of creating such an 
alanning hydrophobia, that triple rents were offered for temporary 
residences at Highgate, Hampstead, and Harrow-on^the-Hili. But 
this, you will say, happened in the days of ignorance. Let us then 
take a jump to 1750, a more enlightened period. In that year a mad¬ 
cap Life-Guardsman prophesied that on the 5th of April an earth¬ 
quake would reduce both London and Whitminster to a heap of ruins. 
The account I have before me states, that on the evening of the pre¬ 
ceding day, multitudes of the inhabitants abandoned their houses, 
and retired into the country ; the roads were thronged witH carriages 
of persons of fashion; the principal places within twenty miles of 
London were So crowded, that lodgings w^ere procured at a most ex¬ 
travagant price; the less wealthy took refuge in boats on the river; 
and the fields adjacent were crowded with people.*’ Bravo I And to 
crown all, instead of taking it quietly, they turned round upon the 
soldier, called him a stupid fellow, clapped him into prison, and en¬ 
deavoured to wreak their vengeance by pelting him with sundry old 



Superstitions of Highlanders and Londoners, 

Acts of Parliainent, touching* wizard is id. Not long since we had a 
grand comet, brandishing its ** ficr}f tresses in the sky,” frightening 
our watchful citizens, and setting lean wits to work Out the cause of 
its hanging so immediately over London, and no where else. The 
South-Sea Bubble, and the Quart-bottle Conjurer, are pretty anec¬ 
dotes, though not exactly to my present purpose. Not so the Cock- 
lane Ghost—that is a qase in point, and may not be forgotten. Then 
we had the Prophet Brothers, Joanna Southcott, and Parson Towsct; 
but they were errors of sO zoelancholy a nature that I care not to 
dwell upon them. 

Yet ail these, you may tell me, are past, numbered with the 
things that are gone,” and it is hoped we ** ne’er shall look upon their 
like again.” Some of them, however, are rather modern ; and with¬ 
out being over-inquisitive, we may still find strange matters in hand. 
Cowper says— 

Where finds philosophy her eagle eye ?” 

and then plumply answers-*' in London !” But I beg leave to ask, 
in plain prose, if we have not astrologers at Walworth, and in West¬ 
minster especially, with plenty of customers at five guineas for the 
casting of a nativity ? Where, but in London, are fortune-tellers the 
best fortune-makers ? Docs not a professor of animal magnetism 
live in St. Martin's-lane, and arc not the head-quarters for anodyne 
necklaces in Long Acre ? Even metallic tractors have not lost their 
powers of attraction, as a shop in the Strand can testify. And as for 
conjuring doctors, who charm away the tooth-ache, warts, dropsy, 
jaundice, and all sorts of diseases, we have them at every turn. 

To enumerate tlie manifold interpretations of dreams would be too 
laborious a task. Happily it is unnecessary, as there are already some 
popular works written solely on that subject, and printed in London, 
to which 1 gladly refer my readers. The superstitions of gambling- 
tables and lottery-othces would likewise prove too voluminous. Be¬ 
sides, they affect persons only at certain times, and are not applica¬ 
ble (thank Heaven !) to all classes alike. It is better to pass by them 
entirely, and come at once to those little deviations from the reason¬ 
ing faculty common to every body, and which strike at the " busings 
and bosoms of men” and women; 1 mean those signs and omens of 
domestic life, wherein the character of the Londoner is more particu¬ 
larly displayed. Yet, if that be the case, it is a heavy charge against 
them, for they will be found to be, like themselves, smoke-dried, very 
mummies, without pHh or meaning, dull, unintellectual, spiritless, 
bald, ''stale, fiat, and unprofitable.” The worst is, they, for the most 
part, turn upon our uneasy thoughts—more upon our fears than our 
hopes. Those of a pleasurable nature, which from time to time are 
imported from the country, soon perish in our stifiing atmosphere. 
For instance, any thing connected with love, such as the ceremony of 
the white of an egg on All Hallow eve, the pod with nine peas over 
the door, kissing under the misletoe, sleeping with a piece of bride¬ 
cake under the pillow—these, 1 observe, are never regarded, unless 
by some late settlers in town with the bloom of a purer air yet liu- 
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gcring on llieir cheeks. Instead of clrcrishing such illusions^ wluch 
are something, they are plotting the utter destruction of love, conti¬ 
nually cutting if with edged gifts, and snuffing it out in a candle till 
the end of the year. Th<*n, again, the fear of poverty is a darling 
thcriic. They wear something new on liaster-day, lest they should 
live to walk in nigs; turn money at the new moon, to bring returns; 
pay a penny for an oyster on St. James’s-day, that they rtiay never 
be in want of a penny ; cherish a mole on the neck, as a sure sign of 
their not dying in a workhouse; with a thousaiul other conjurations of 
the like import. If every old saying, wise or unwise, originally had 
some left-handed alliance with reason, if will be diflicult to tiiul it out 
in our (.lOndon ones. 1 grant it is milnrky to incak a looking-glass, 
or to tumble down stairs; but it requires a quick apjireheusion to 
discover why tuinbliug up stairs is emblcnialic of a wedding. There 
is no study U% whicli 1 am more alive than the searching into the pri¬ 
mitive meaning of things of apparently no meaning. Jtut here 1 am 
baHied in almost every attemjit. liy mere accident, for these myste¬ 
ries are seldom bla?.ed abroad, I lately discovered a worthy la<ly of 
my acquaintance in the act of carefully conveying into Ijcr new house 
a prayer-book, a black cat, and a little salt. This odd comhiiialiou 
puzzled me exceedingly. She knew no more of it than myself, ex¬ 
cept, as she told me with a significant nod, that it might (ireveiit 
worse harm than any body could answer fur. 1 can account for cer¬ 
tain strange freaks in rats and mice being looked upon as fore¬ 
runners of death; because the fatal omens of screech-owls, cocks 
crowing at midnight, ravens, dogs howling, and cherry-trees twice 
blossoming in the same year, being essentially rural, and therefore 
impracticable for town-foiks, they very discreetly make up the defi¬ 
ciency from their own live stock. Tw'o transplantations from the 
farm-yard have been sadly distorted. We have no cows whose udders 
may become sore, no hens to pine away, yet we insist on auguring 
witn a painful interest on the milk boding over the saucepan, or the 
burning of egg-shells, asserting that tlie one causes pimples on the 
face, and that the oilier gives the tooth-ache. So greedy are W'e after 
superstitions, that, not content w itii those of our natural, or rather 
uunatural growth, we must steal a few from our “ Country Cousins,'^ 
colouring them, os gijisies sene children, to make hhern pass for our 
own. Nor can I take leave of this subject without noting <lown our 
predilection for cutting our em'u.s at the<wane of the moon, in imita¬ 
tion of those fariiKM's of the old school who make choice of that lucky 
half of the month for the cutting of iheir corn. « 

Oh! London—with reverence be it spoken, and (he more reverently 
inasmuch as 1 am one of thy iilegitiniate sons—i say, old mother, 
thou art a vcry*creduIous hag, worried to death by au eternal round 
of wonderful signs and signiticaiit wonders, a doting bchlam, swarm¬ 
ing in every wrinkle wdtU impossible notions, and rouged up to the 
eyes with ** blushing honours thick upon thee,” which, to thy silly 
tlunki.ng, hide all thine imperfections. There she sits cross-legged 
for luck ! ilcr left hand on a heap of modern discoveries and works 
Oil science, and in her ngli>t she twirls a tea-cup, peering at her 
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fortune in tlie dregs* What a motley robe she wears ! She always 
had a taste for patch-work.* When the mantle of philosophy was 
presented to her, of course she was proud of the coniplimeut, but 
thought its simplicity unbecoming, and could not l?c persuaded to 
wear it otherwise than as an under-garmeiit. You may catch a peep 
at it through tliose two rents, once occupied \)y Demonology and 
Witchcraft, both torn away much against her will—indeed she still 
has a sneaking fondness for the latter, as is observaldc in her par¬ 
tiality for a horse-shoe at the threshold. Would you believe it?— 
she wears upon her head a beautiful, a glorious, an iuimortul crown, 
immortal as the hands of iiic Muses who wove it; yet the ungrateful 
harridan, the tawdry fool, covers it over with arfilicial flowers and 
peacock's feathers. Why so chary, thou tenacious woman, of thy 
wedding ring? Not take it for a minute from your finger ? “ Alas ! 
IK), not for a nmment—a thousand misfoiiunes might befall me 
Her ladyship has an endless stiick of fancies. She w^oiild rather you 
spilt her choicest wines tlian a grain of salt. To cross knives in her 
company will make her cross for a whole day. Thirteen at dinner 
take away her appetite. She never can consent to begin a work, or 
turn a feather-bed, on a Friday ; but to pass inadvertently under a 
ladder makes a Friday of any day in the week. Rainy weather is 
foretold to a certainty by her left brow itching, or by her cat sneez¬ 
ing and washing her face ; and the auspices of St. Swithin s day have 
never been known to fall. If she has any thing stolen from her, the 
ceremony of a key in a Bible will find out the thief. Tliough she 
cannot abide a squinting woman, yet she has been frequently con¬ 
victed of exchanging an agreeable ogle with male obliquity, for he 
hodetli good, more particularly if met at the corner of a street, or 
opposite acliurcli. L-dic recomineiids every body troubled with a w'en 
to bribe Jack Ketch for the toucii of a tlead fidorfs hand. ‘ In her 
great love for little children, s))e bites ofi’ their nails lest they should 
become pickpockets. Should one of the dear little creatures cut an 
eye-tooth first, she comfoits herself for the misfortune, in promising 
to take special care, whenever it is shed, to sprinkle it with salt and 
throw it in the fire. Few things give her pleasure ; among them may 
be reckoned getting accidentally out of bed left leg first, putting 
clothes on wrong side outwards, fitiiliug a lyit of iron, and being fol** 
lowed by a stranefc black dog. Since the last rise in the rate of post¬ 
age, she does not much care for seeing a letter in the candle. She 
sits ill the chimney-corner, mourns over a quarrelling coal, watches a 
stranger on the bar of the grate, and stoops, lower than her age can 
warrant, to pick up a popgun cinder;—speak quickly, for avarice and 
Uie dread of death are upon thee—is it a purse or a coffin ? “ Good 
lack!—acoIBn!"—and the bell rings without a hand ; a double shadow 
of herself glides about the wall; her death-watch ticks, and her 
winding-sheet is in the taper! 

To be angry witii a people’s superstitions is, generally speaking, 
to pick a <iuarrcl with humanity. Rut here they are in so bad a taste, 

I insist upon being splenetic. And yet we talk of the Highlanders 
with derision. Come, let us turn round, and have a look at them. 
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The Highlanders! whose imagiaations are more capable of forming 
the machinery of an epic> than the 6oastfal Metropolitans are of 
furnishing the^ubjectof an epigram, unless indeed it be without a 
point. Hiere is a romance, a graceful keeping, a poetic feeling, in 
the legends of these.mountaineers, which it is in vain to grope for in 
the kennels of a city. Their superstitions are not wrapped up in ridi¬ 
culous proverbs, like ** a poor cat in an adage/' but serve to adorn 
their stories of love and war, the feats of their ancestors, and the 
hopes of their youth. They dwell upon their minds, they cheer their 
long winter-evenings. Those of tragic bearing end with some punish¬ 
ment on perfidy or cruelty ; and the comic ones, dressed in fairy garb, 
are seldom without a text for the hearer's benefit. It is saying imich 
in their praise, and I am aware of the boldness of the assertion, but 
dare pronounce their fairy talcs superior to those of the immortal 
Mother Bunch. I wish no one had ever meddled with that glorious 
one of the Dunvegan flag, for which the adventurer travelled to an 
out-of-the *way place beyond the sun; it would have been such an 
honour to be the first to put it upon record. Then there is that de¬ 
lightful anecdote of a young maiden's visit to the fairies' wake in the 
middle of a mountain; but that has been told three or four times. 
However, I have several others at my elbow, and think I cannot do 
better than pitch upon one (never yet printed to my knowledge) with 
a good matrimonial moral, as it may be of essential service in our 
profligate town. I obtained it from a guide, a true Gael, as he led 
me across the braes of Luch Carron ; and, as his English was some¬ 
what confined and abstruse, I had better take the liberty of telling it 
after my own fashion than after bis, which, what with hesitations, 
interruptions, circumlctcutions, and huntings after words, lasted for 
two *Vjang Scots miles" and a bittock. His joyous countenance, as 
be related it, and the sorrowful assurances, at every pause, of bis 
inability to do it justice in my language, convince me that I shall give 
it to the reader sadly curtailed of its native ornaments. 

A fairy, whose *uame sounded like Trilby, regardless of his aerial 
reputation, fell desperately in love with the wife of a fisherman, who 
lived at the foot of Loch Marie. This Trilby was a little fellow. 
From the traditionary accounts of bis stature, be would have stretch¬ 
ed himself at full length in one of the shoes of O’Bryan the Irish 
giant. Yet his vanity assured him of success, though the fair one 
was a spanking jade, and the tallest,. on the female side, of the 
whole clan of Mac Kenzies. It is oft^ remarked how apt the two 
extremes of short and tall are to fall in love. Were it not for this 
crossing of the breed, which puts us on a kind of equality, and allows 
us to look at each other full in the face, it is conjectured that, 
ill process of time, one half of the world would walk under the other 
halt’s legs. Nothing was wanting to the lover but an interview, and to 
obtain that was the difficulty. An intimate acquaintance of his, a great 
i^rtsman after cockchafers and^ragon-flies, had learnt from his 
old Mat it was oedessary that TVilby should be presented by the 
hosband himself, or no impresaion whatever , could be made. This 
news was perplexing. How was it to be contrived ? For the husband 
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had a sort of suspicion of the businessi knew Trilby by sights and had 
even threatened to cut him up* in a mess of porridge. It was true this 
punishment was denounced during a scarcity of ^sh-meat; but 
though he were not eaten, still there was a risk of being carved into 
less bits than himself, and that would not be. comfortable. After 
pondering on this dilemma for a long time, he at last hit upon 
an uncommonly cunning scheme: he jumped into the sea, and ran 
down a salmon's throat, just as it was entering the net. It happened 
to be the only one the fisherman caught at this haul; and, as a 
supper was wanted, he took it home and presented it to his wife, 
desiring her to dress a portion of it by the time he returned, and then 
left the cottage. The woman, an obedient housewife, immediately 
set to work. Her first act was to rip open the salmon's belly, when 
out stepped little Trilby. She did not faint, for she had not been 
bred up at a boarding-school; but she was greatly alarmed, and stood 
aghast, with the knife in her band, while the inamorato knelt upon 
the table, and began an oration in very choice Gaelic. Whether it 
was owing to enchantment or not, remains undecided ; certain it is, 
and with shame be it spoken, she soon took a fancy to him. She, 
however, confessed herself much shocked at his diminutive appearance, 
and on that account declined his invitation to elope. To obviate this 
ditliculty, Trilby proposed, not having it in his power to make himself 
six feet high, to reduce her to his own pigmy stature. Unfortunately 
she consented. In an instant the reduction was accomplished, and 
lo! the fisherman's wife walked about her room, frightened at her 
cat,—it looked like a tiger! Being now about to quit her home for 
ever, a thousand feelings rushed upon her mind. None are so strong 
as a parent’s ; and while her minikin band was pulling at the lowest 
part of the door, and as she saw it open to her will, she looked at 
her lover, paused on the threshold, and requested permission to 
take a last farewell of her infant. He nodded acquiescence, and she 
ran to the cradle, where she could just catch a glimpse of its face by 
standing on tip-toe. This was not enough. She must, she would 
have a kiss; and, for that purpose, managed to climb into the cradle. 
All children are mightily fond of dolls; and the little creature, mis¬ 
taking its mother for one, began to squeeze, and toss, and knoc^ 
her about most unmercifully. ** Oh, Trilby! Trilby!" she cried, 
** my child is my torment, and it is you that have made him so!” Her 
screams brought in the neighbours, and soon after came the husband, 
searching every where forTrilbv; but, luckily for him, he escaped. 
The good man pardoned his wife, as she had already been severely 
punished; but, as he held her in his hands, (for she would have been 
lost in his arms) he expressed himself dissatisfied at such a miniature 
likeness. By the advice of a learned conjurer, she was taken to the 
famous spring in the island of St. Marie, which is situated about half 
way up the Loch, where she bathed, and returned to the cottage ia 
her former dimensions. It was thwight politic to represent her wee- 
tiou for Trilby as a species of nawess; and therefore frolsii time 
the water has been supposed to eurp insani^. 
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Though the northern fairies ^are usually of the beneficent order, 
some of them are known to have comhiitted very untoward actions. 
This nnschicf-i^akcr Trilby is not the only iiistanee. Various anec¬ 
dotes are told, even of a bitter animosity among them ; but I am loth 
to give them credit. ^ Certain it* is, that the wounding of cattle with 
elf-shots (one of which was shewn to me) is a sad proof of a spite¬ 
ful disposition. Still it is advantageous to bestow on them this mixed 
character, as it partly supersedes the necessity of introducing goblins 
and witches, both which (out of Shakspearc) are the greatest pests 
of society. They tend to make the mind gloomy; and we have 
enough for that purpose among our realities. So they seem to think 
in the Highlands, where I lie people are naturally cheerful, and where 
the best rural sacrifice of Ileitein, a May-day jollity, and tlie cere¬ 
monies in honour of their Druidical Apollo, Cirnagacb, or the fair- 
haired, are yet retaiin d, not indeed in the spirit of Paganism, but as 
occasions of merriment: — while our London May-day sports are 
fallen into utter disrepute, even with cliimiiey-sweepiTS. It is lung 
** since the tall 1^1 ay-pole overlook'd (he Strand.'’ 

The Highlanders liw claim to tiie invention of second-sight, for 
which they appear to have a patent, as no one ventures to practise it 
except ^eiuselves. lint was not Apollonius Thyaneus one of the 
gifted, when he, while teaching in his school at Ephesus, beheld Do- 
nutian slain in his palace at Rome? And moreover, might not he be 
tlie inventor? This is a delicate question. Some are of opinion that 
the heathen pliihisopher had visited the court of Fingal in his travels, 
and there learnt the mysterious art; and this is the more probable, as 
he and Fingal were contemporaries. However that may be, second- 
sight is a creditable and a somewhat credible thing, or Dr. Johnson 
would not have returned from his tour declaring himself ‘‘willing to 
believe.’* So many well-attested accounts have already puzzled the 
world, that I shall add but one more to tlie niiniber, A gentleman, 
they t^ll me, was waited on at sunset by the vision of a man without a 
head. It walked up to the parlour-fire, warmed its hands, and walked 
out again. Not being able to discover, from the trunk and limbs, 
which of his friends it could be whose decapitation was threatened, 
he remained in the must awful anxiety. For several evenings the 
figure repeated its appearance, till the gentleman, by closer scrutiny, 
perceived a mark behind the knee, (for the vision wore a kilt) which 
proved it to be no other than himself! In ordinary cases so horrible 
a discovery would have settled the business at once, without the as¬ 
sistance of a claymore. But he was resolute, scorned to be frightened 
to death, and held up his head boldly, till it was struck off by a party 
of Mac Gregors, in revenge for his having betrayed seven of their 
clansmen to the rage of the Colquhouus. 

Ah! I have wTitlen thus far without a word about ghosts. Hath 
not the reader suspected an unwillingness on my part to reckon them 
among superstitions ? The truth have a lurking propensity that 
way, and sec no impropriety in Mr^^^al’s calling upon her intimate ac¬ 
quaintance after her death. She comes with a double knock at the 
door like a gentlewoman, asks after the family, tells her errand, and 
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bids them good morning. I U]cc the account almost as well m De Foe 
who wrote it. There is in my mind onl^ one objection. SKe id de pit 
en cap in the fashion of the day; and though I gladly assent to the 
spiritud existence of a Mrs, Veal, i,am confounded at the idea of a 
ghost of a silk ^own, or of a laced cap, or the*twiu ones of a pair of 
kid gloves. This is a fault in nearly all such kind of tales. Not that 
I would have Mrs. Veal, or any other lady, or even any gehtlemali, 
make an indecorous apparition, pleading the impossibility of pro¬ 
curing spectral attire,—far be it from me, I wish for no such Sights. 
An attempt has been lately made to raise a few ghosts in the Tower, 
but they did not thrive. The fact is, London is too confined; they 
want space, and, like the soul of King John, call out for elbow- 
room.” Besides, they are not in the habit of appearing to more than ^ 
one at a time ; and how can that be done in a crowd? Vet, for all 
this, the Londoners have great faith in them, and arc fond of swallow¬ 
ing them whole, as they come up fresh from the country. They have 
been known to feed with such avidity on these ‘'airynothings,” that 
they have consumed the winter produce of three or four counties at a 
single meal. It is to be hoped they will feel grateful for the dish of 
insnbstantials I am about to serve up, being as highly seasoned as if it 
had been cooked purposely for their palates. Ghost-stdries are 
nearly all connected with robbery or murder,—^mere Old-Bailey sub¬ 
jects. Now this originates in love, and, what is still better, it gives a 
sentiment to the passion, without which a love-tale is nothing but 
peppered water-gruel. Then again it touches on the doctrine of the 
tbrmation of congenial souls, as taught by Plato,—no mean recom* 
mendatioD. As for its authenticity, if the reader will not take my 
word, he may go to Lochaber. So much it pleases me, that if I have 
not yet succeeded in proving the inferiority of London superstitions, 
(albeit, as I have shewn to their sliame, they have a more numerous 
collection) I am content to rest my argument in favour of the High¬ 
landers, solely upon the merits of this same ghost-story. 

About fifty years ago, a farmer lived in Glen Speann, whgse name 
was Mac Donald. It is shameful I should forget, nofonly bis Chris¬ 
tian name, but likewise the name of the farm, for every {articular 
was delivered to me. with scrupulous accuracy. He had a wife, three 
daughters, and three sons. This I perfectly recollect; for there was 
a dispute between the old lady and her son, while Telating it to me, 
whether there were not four sons and three daughters, or four daugh¬ 
ters and thtee sons, or three of each, nml (I am happy to say) the 
last was finally agreed on t{y both parties. I love correctness. What 
signifies telling a story in the rough ? It is like giving the index of g 
book instead of the text. The youngest of the family was a boy ; he 
was the only one who bad not been suckled at home, and, perhaps bn 
that account, was not so great a favourite as the rest. Such dainties 
as farmers can, now and then, give to their children, were never be¬ 
stowed on this poor boy. He wa^||||||ist turned of ten years wlien the 
supernatural events took place i^the cottage; for, as the oM lady 
observed, he was bom at Lammas, and they began at the end of Au¬ 
gust. I am not sure but she said the ofler^hulf of August, and not 
vot. II. NO, XU. 2 n 
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tbe^Bd; which makes a little difference. This boy then,—^for it is 
chiefly of and concerning: him,—was alt at once favoured beyond bis 
brothers and sbters, not by his parents, but by some invisible i^ent. 
When his porridge was set before him, a lump of butter vanished from 
the family dish, and< popped into his basin. If oat-cake was given 
him, a piece of cheese jumped out of the cupboard to keep it com¬ 
pany. The worst slices of the meat were distributed to him in vain; 
they Were instantiy exchanged, and nobody knew how, for the tid-bits 
of the joint. Had he barley scones, they were immediately powdered 
with sugar. When they gave him water, it was turiied into milk be¬ 
fore it reached his lips. Did father or mother attempt to chastise 
him, they> suffered for their temerity: the pot-lid would fly off, and 
the meat rati away up the luin—(Anglic^ the chimney); the churn 
failed in its office; the sheep fell into fits; the cows ki^ed over the 
milk-pails; and the roof of the cottage was sure to want repair on 
the following day. The farmer, wearied and tormented, resolved on 
quitting this haunted habitation, and went to another at a short dis¬ 
tance ; but his removal was ineffectual, for the same pranks constant¬ 
ly attended him. schoolmaster of Baidnach, hearing of these 
strange 'matters, came to assure himself whether they were true or 
false. However, he was soon glad to run out of the cottage. Every 
thing he presumed to touch aimed a blow at his bead. He was twice 
kno^ed down before he made three inquiries. ** This was very odd, 
very odd, indeed—was it not, Sir — so said my informant. The 
farmer again removed to the upper part of the Glen, above Keppoch ; 
the very spot was pointed out to me. Still he could get no rest. The 
worst was, that owing to so many persons coming to witness these 
incomprehensible doings, he was well nigh eaten out of house and 
home. This state of things continued, from first to last, for seven long 
year^. The boy, being then seventeen, got up one morning with a 
dream in bis head about America. This dream was repeated till, 
morning after morning, there w as nothing to be beard but bis con¬ 
founded talk aboift. America. In a short while he expressed a desire 
to go to America; and at last, in spite of his father s intreaties to the 
contra^, to America he went. The night he quitted his home—it was 
in the month of November—as the farmer and his wife were seated 
together by the fijre, they beard a voice, as from some person between 
them, say, ** What will you give me Y* They looked, but saw nothing 
but themselves. What is it you would have T* exclaimed the far¬ 
mer. And then the voice eagerly answered, ** One of your children !'* 
** Ah r" cried the father, ** whoever thou ad:, I will not give thee one 
of them.'* “There! there!" the mother screamed out, “ there is a 
hen—we will give that hen—take it, and go away." The Voice 
then laughed—laughed prodigiously—and told them that he was per¬ 
fectly indifferent to their consent, as, in iact, he could take what be 
chose. “ But come thou, Mac Donald," it continued, “ come to the 
outside of tlie door, and there Um shalt see as well as hear me!" 
The man was for some time afnR to accept the invitation; but his 
wife besought him to go, as obedience might put an end to their trou¬ 
bles, and he managed to pluck up courage. “ Away with your dirk!" 
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cried the voice,—and he tbr^ it down immediately* Throw the 
guliie” (alias knife) " from your pocket !'* cried the voice,—and he did 
so. “ There is a pin in your kilt,’* cried the voice » I cannot be 
seen by any one with a pointed weapo/i —and he obeyed in this parti¬ 
cular as well as in the rest. Mac Donald went forth. There was a high 
wind, and the sky was heavily clouded, but light enough to distinguish 
objects, for it w^as at the time of a full moon. He first looked straight 
forward, and then turning sharp round to the right, beheld two figures, 
not quite resting their feet upon the ground, as if in Sbutempt of the 
laws of gravitation. They w^ere hand in hand. One was the ghost 
of a man whose name was Campbell, and the other the ghost of his 
daughter, a little girl, who died on the very day the supernatural 
e^vents began in the cottage;—as for Campbell, he died, as I am as¬ 
sured, some three months before her. The male apparition asked 
the farmer why he had not sent his boy away before, seeing that all 
his troubles were occasioned by him. ** It was this my daughter,” 
pursued he, who constantly waited on him, served him with the 
best, chastised you for your cruelty, and, at last, whispered to him 
those dreams of America, while her spirit embraced him as he slept. 
For know—her soul was originally formed to be wedded to his; and 
we learnt that be might cliancc to marry here, and be wretched, not 
meeting with his fellow-soul. To come to my daughter, he must die 
young and innocent; and, for that purpose, it was necessary he 
should go to a foreign land. Expect, ere long, to hear he has quitted 
the living!” And such, indeed, happened. News came from America 
tliat, on the first night of the boy s lauding there, be died in his sleep. 

S. 


■WHITTEN IN A SMAM- VOLUME, THE GIFT OF A 

DECEASED Fill END. 


Herald of Love—dear pledge of Icnderness ! ‘ 

Afl'ectiou'i first, and therefore dearest token — 
Remembrancer of one my life did bless— ^ 

Remembrancer of vows through years unbroken! 
Dear little book, scorn not this tear—-now vj^in ! 

Which on thy milk-white margin leaves a stain. 

Unhallow’d hand shall never on thee rest. 

Cold careless eye shall ne’er thy pages see; 

Prized through past years, still cherish’d in my breast. 
While my life lasts thou ’it my companion be. 

Y-et canst thou now, to me, no pleasure give. 

The voice is hush’d that bade thy beauties live. 




\ \ 
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» SOCIAL CONVERSE. 


Ab, Madajtie said a French lady of rank, lamenting the 
memory of the celebrated Champfort, ^‘J’ai perdu en hii mon 
mcilkur cameur" —“ I have lo.st in him ray best talker. ”—She 
spoke feelingly. Of the many voids daily occasioned by the frailty 
of life, that which is experienced by the car is the deepest felt. 
Hearing is a domestic sense, on which tlie objects of home and 
friendship are strongly and unconsciously impressed. Sight is a 
more fickle, independent faculty, that can soon replace a lost object, 
or forget dts image in the wide scope of variety. But the ear is 
more constant, and laments the absence of those sounds which had 
been familiar to it, with a freshness of sorrow that is always young. 
It is most open to association, and communicates with the hea^ 
so subtly and instantaneously, that it deserves more to be called a 
feeling than a sense. 

Hence the loss of a man of conversation leaves the greatest 
chasm in society—the more so, as the easy and imperceptible way 
in which he bestows pleasure prevents his merit from being fully 
appreciated till it is missed. On looking over the sweet sad 
histories of regrets for departed friendship, we generally find that 
those have been very consolable who were held together by passion 
and the needs of mutual excitement; while the overpowering and 
irremediable sensation of grief has visited those who were connected 
by the mere habits of life and daily intercourse, more than by any 
tenderer tie. The former can seek elsewhere for their accustomed 


pleasures; but what can replace th<^ loved peculiarities of the old 
friend, or counterfeit that husk voice, which an acquaintance of 
half a century has converted into music ? 

I am hence inclined to imagine that there is more of what may 
be called friendship among the French than with us. They are 
more lifiked together by the sounds of each other's voices, and at 
once the merriest and most melancholy of people, (if we believe 
tlieir best author^*) they lean for happiness on the aspects and 
words of their fellows, and enjoying more than we the pleasures of 
sodety, are more alive to their loss. This, though it be mere ’* 
speculation, is borne out by die memoires of both countries. We 
have no such “ dmiccs et pures"^ connexions to boast of, as those 
between La Fayette and La Hochefoucault,—with a thousand 
others. Their anecdotes and gleanings from private life, however 


• “That charming; word melancholy has been abused enough to make it long 
t^ince ridiculousy if any other word could ^Ave been found to express that disposi¬ 
tion or habit of mind, to which the Frencli are perhaps more inclined than any 
other people. This observation by no moans compromiseB or contradicts the other 
no leas true one, concerning the gaiety of their character.”—J'rans/./r*»m L’Hirmite 
dt la ChitHSi^e l)*y!nth2o 
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ihey abound in vice, are fi^ll of the suniability of friendship’*^, and 
tempt one to cry out, * 

‘‘ Let me live in the land where such tilings have t>een said, 

Let me fly from the land wher^ such deeds have been done.” 

There have been more rules promulgated and essays written on 
the subject of conversation than, I believe, on any other; yet it 
seems to be the least of all understood. It would be easy to fill 
this whole Number with maxims and regulations concerning it, 
even if we confined our quotatitms to the modem preceptors of 
politeness, commencing with II Cortemamo of Castiglione, and ter¬ 
minating with ray Lord Chesterfield. But they arc all, for the 
most part, like the philosopher in Hassclas, who first told him to 
follow nature, and, in his explication of nature, went into the 
deepest intricacies of art. Conversation, like all other habits, is a 
discipline, not a study; and would be generally understood if there 
were proper schools to practise as w'ell as learn it in. But a school 
roust have laws, and this does not please the young radicals of 
manners, who say, that w'here there is not perfect liberty and 
equality, there is nothing,—above all, no conversation. 

For my individual part, I hate republican manners, as an attempt 
to establish wliat cannot be—a perfect equality among mankind. 
In spite of law and generalizing appellations, one man will out-top 
another, and assume the tone of elevation natural to his succos.s. 
If 1 his be acknowledged and recognized, it becomes a matter of 
course, an insignificant and unthought-of distinction; but when it 
appears of itself, unsanctioned by custom and authority, (and it 
mustappear,) the proud feelings of others are awakened and fretted, 
which, m the open and natural ordination of rank, could not have 
repined at the general course of things. Thus by avoiding the 
simple inequality of dress and ceremony, the insolent one of liearing 
and behaviour becomes necessarily more strongly marked; and in 
seeking to destroy all envy on the one band, and pride on the 
other, the bitterest seeds of both are sown, which start up the 
stronger, the deeper they are buried. ♦ 

As there are no two sets of features exact! y alike, so tlicre are no 
tw( minds equal; if they meet and bc'comu intimate, one must put 


* Every one must have experienced, on perusing: the eommencemeut of that de¬ 
lightful book “ Marmontei's Memoirs,'' an incredulity of the existence of such 
a simple and united state of society as is there depicted. The inrmlulity occasioned 
by other accounts as well as this, has often been corrected by experience. 

“In reading Madame Roland's curious and interesting “Memoirea,” I was 
forcibly struck by the vivid and delightful picture drawn of the innocent recreations 
which were taken by her little family in the woods of Vincennes and the groves of 
St. Cloud, on Sundays and holidays; and I thought them descriptive ;of manners 
too purely primitive to belong, at the present day, to such a city as Paris. These 
pictures, however, 1 saw a hundred times repeated, not only in the public gardens 
of the metropolis, but in all the environs of the capital.'*—“ Fronte/* Ladif 
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a yoke upon the other;—this ms^ not^ke place 4n an evenii^, but 
in the end it is inevitable. No thorouf^ inlitnacy, on this account, 
can take place «^between men of first-rate genius; each must have a 
spliere and orbit t«> himself, and of this !t is likely that they have 
an intuitive knowledge—an apprehension of coming together. All 
this must be but conjecture on my part; but since the truth of 
the inei[uality of genius, and tlic necessity of one^s over-shadowing 
the other, struck me, I have always found it corroborated by ex¬ 
ample. In intellect, as in every thing else, there are gradations of 
rank, not only acquired by nature, but from peculiar pursuit, 
assiduity, and experience. The tact by which this is immediately 
apprehended, is tlie true key to conversation, as well as to more 
^neral politeness—to act with real deference, at the same time 
preserving independence, in one situation, and to assume the lead, 
when necessary, without shocking the self-loves of the company, 
in another. All this is included in that most useful part of learn¬ 
ing “ connoUre bicn scs gens^ —to know your man. This superior 
good sense, to use a vulgar comparison, is like the conslableV little 
truncheon of power, which, insignificant in appearance, all pcxiple 
are compelled to reverence and obey. 

The acute Hermit of tlie Chaiisce D*Antin well understood this, 
when, accounting for the diminished agrecability of society, he 
assigns as the reason, que lefi vieilles femmes nous man* 

quenf have no old ladies. “ Tliat which in every country,’’ 
rantinues he, composes good society—Avomen young and fascina¬ 
ting-youths polished and spiritucl —men distinguished by their 
name, rank, or talents—all these are to be had to-day as easily as 
of old. But the bond of custom tliat connects these different ele¬ 
ments, the link that iiolds them united, the invisible spring that 
sets them in motion—in a word, amiable matrons^ are scarcely to 
l>e foitnd even at Paris. I could nevertheless cite an example or 
two; but as few ladies, %vho have not yet attained the privilege of 
being no more, would think themselves flattered by the epithet 
vkiile^ I must recur .the days of Madame de Lambert, de Ten- 
cin, and du Doffamt.” 

We midiL echo the w^ant que les vtcilles femmes 7 icms man^ 
qu^nt —these amiable rallying points arc not often enough met 
with amongst us, at least not in their proper stations, at the head of 
society. That union of years with the tender sex is not ap¬ 
preciated as it should be ; for time does not act on the male and 
female heart ahke—continually busied in erasing and confounding 
the impressions on one, it but softens and hallows the feelings of 
the other. Women 

* 

-Never all grow old 

and there is that even about their gray hairs which youth, in ” the 
very whirlwind of its passion,” may appeal to with confidence. 
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The chords of feeling vibrate in them to the last, and they thus 
possess -a due to all the little motives and erridgs of the “ fdddy 
young,” which, to the sterner parent or friend, seem inexphcable 
obstinacy. Few will repent or following the maxim, ** eVi 

-trust an old woman. * * Y. 


TRANSLATIOK.—SONNET BY ALFIERI ' 

Said to have been nercr before publisbed. 

The Gauls teach Liberty!—^let Britain first 
Teach slaveiy, Spain humbleness—the Swiss 
Be teachers first of craven cowardice, 

And barren Thrace in efflorescence burst.— 

O! sooner shall the Laplander be versed 
In dulcet accents, and harsh notes dismiss; 

And Thais be by virtuous Dames rehearsed 
As a chaste pattern of domestic bliss.— 

Tile Gauls teach Liberty \ to us the free. 

Ardent, and lofcy minds of Italy, 

From whom the nations all their knowledge learn! 
Slaves we may be, but slaves untamed and stern. 
While ye, as ye have always been, shall be 

The supple slaves of every power in turn. H. 


SONETTO—!>’ ALFIERI. 

* Oi Lihcrtii maestri i Gnlli 1—insegni 

Pria servaggio il Britanno, insegni pria 
Umilitadc I’lspano, e codanlia 
L' Elveto, c V Trace a porre in fior* i regni.— 
i'ria dail’ irto Lappon acenti pregni 
Sortano di soavc melodia, 

E Taidc esempio allc donzcllc sia 
Di vcrccondi atti pudici e degni.— 

Di Libcrta maestri i Galli! a 

Eibcre, ardite, Italiane mcttil, 

D*ogni altra cosa insegnatori altnii! * 

SeiTi noi siaino, ma servi ognor frcmeiUi, 
Non qu!u fostc, e quali or siete vni, 

Servi al poter qualunquc ei sla plaudenti. 
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I BV I)0\ LKUCADIO DOBBADO^ 

LEl^'LR Vin, 

Seville, — 1801« 

My rcsidpace in this town, after visiting Olbera, was short and 
unpleasant. The yellow*fever, which had» some months before, ap¬ 
peared at Cadiz, began to shew itself in our large suburb of Triana, 
on the other side of the Guadalquivir. As no measures were taken to 
prevent communication with Cadiz, it is supposed that the infection 
was brought by some of the numerous seafaring people that inhabit 
the vicinity of the river. The progress of the malady was slow at 
first, and confined to one side of the street where it began. Meetings 
of all the physicians were convened by the chief magistrates, who, 
though extremely arbitrary iu matters of daily occurrence, are, in 
Spain,g^very timid and dilatory on any extraordinary emergency. 
Unconscious of the impending danger, the people flocked to these 
meetings to amuse themselves at the expense of our doctors, who arc 
notoriously quarrelsome and abusive when pitted against each other. 
A few of the more enlightened among them ventured to declare their 
conviction tlmt the fever was infectious ; but their voice was drowned 
in the clamour of a large majority who wished to indulge the stupid 
confidence of the inhabitants. The disease, in the mean time, crossed 
the river; and following the direction of the street where it originally 
appeared at Triana—now quite overrun by the infection—began its 
ravages within the ancient walls of our town. It was already high 
time to take alarm, and symptoms of it were shew^n by the chief au¬ 
thorities. Their measures, however, cannot fail to strike you as 
perfectly original. No separatum of the infected from the healthy 
part of the town: no arrangement for confining and relieving the sick 
poor. The governor who, by such means, had succeeded in stopping 
the progress of the fever would have been called to account for the 
severity of his measures; and his success against the infection, turned 
into a demonstration that it never existed. Anxious, therefore, to 
avoid every questionabi^^ep in circumstances of such magnitude, 
the civil authorities vrimy resolved to make an application to the 
archbishop and. chapter for the solemn prayers called Itogativas, 
which are used itf times of public aifiiction. This request was granted 
without delay. The Rogativa was performed at the catlicdral for 
nine consecutive days, after sunset. 

The gloom of that magnificent temple, scarcely broken by the 
light of the six candles on the high altar, which are of yellow wax on 
all occasions of grief, and the glimmering of the lamps along the 
ailcs, ^mbined with the deep and plaintive tones of forty singers 
chanting the penitential psalms, impressed^tbe throng of supplicants 
with the strongest feelings which superstition can raise upon fear and 
distress. 

When the people observed the infection making a rapid progress in 
many parts of the town, notwithstan^g the due performance of the 
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usaal prayers, they be^n to cast about for a more effectual method 
of obtaining supernatural assistance. It was dlrly suggested by 
many of the elderly inhabitants, that a fragment of the or 

Lignum Crucis, one of the most vayiable relics possessed by the 
cathedral of Seville, should be exhibited from the lofty tower called 
Girakia ; for they still remembered when, at the view of that miracu** 
lous splinter, myriads of locusts which threatened destruction to the 
neigbtmuring fields rose like a thick cloud, and conveyed thetnaelves 
away, probably to some infidel country. The Lignum CVudr, it waff 
firmly believed, would, in like manner, purify the atmosphere, and 
put an end to the infection. Others, however, without meaning any 
disparagement to the holy relic, had turned their eyes to a large 
wooden crucifix, formerly in great repute, and now shamefully neg¬ 
lected, on one of the minor altars of the Austin Friars without the 
gates of the town. The effectual aid given by that crucifix in the 
plague of 1561 was upuu record. This wonderful image had, it 
seems, finally stopped the intection, just when one half of the|popu^ 
lation of Seville had been swept away; thus evidently saving the other 
half from the same fate. On this ground, and by a most natural 
analogy, the hope was very general, that a timely exhibition of the 
crucifix through the streets would give instant relief to the town. 

Both these schemes were so sound and rational, that the chief au¬ 
thorities, unwilling to shew an undue partiality to either, wisely de¬ 
termined to combine them into one great Imtruiim. A day was, ac-* 
cordingly, fixed for a solemn procession to conduct the crucifix from 
the convent to the cathedral, and to ascend the tower for the purpose 
of blmnng the four cardinal winds with the Lignum Crucis, On that 
day, the chapter of the cathedral, attended by the civil governor, the 
judges, the inquisitors, and the tow^n corporation, repaired to the 
convent of Saint Augustin, and, having placed the crucifix Upon a 
moveable stage covered with a magnificent canopy, walked beibre it 
with lighted candles in their hands, while the singers, in a mournful 
strain, repeated the names of the saints contained in the Catholic 
litany, innumerable Voices joining, after every invocation, in the 
accustomed response— OrapronobU. Arrived at the cathedral, the 
image was exposed to public adoration w^tn the presbytery, or 
space reserved for the ministering clergy, iiesir the high altar. After 
this the dean, attended by the chapter, the inferior ministers of the 
church, and the singers, moved in solemn procession towards the 
entrance of the tower*, and, in the same order, ascended the five and 
twenty inclined planes, which afi'ord a broad and commodious access 
to the open belfry of that magnificent structure. The worship paid 
to any fragment of the true cross is next in degree to that which is 
due to the consecrated host. On the view of the priest in his robes 
at one of the four central arches of the majestic steeple, the mid'^ 
titude who had crowded to the neighbourhood of the cathedral from 
all parts of the city, fell upon their knees, their eyes streaming with 
tears: tears, indeed, which this unusual sight would have drawn 
from the weak and superstitious on any other occasion, but which, 
in the present affliction, the stoutest heart could hardly repress. An 
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aecideotal circumlstance heightened the impressiveneBS of the scene* 
The dayi one of tie hottest of an Andalusian summer, had been over¬ 
cast with eiec^ic clouds. The priest had scarcely begun to make 
the sign of the cross with the golden vase which contained the Lig- 
nuM CruciSt when one of the tremendous thunder-storms so awful in 
southern climates, burst upon the trembling multitude. A few con- 
sidered this phenomenon as a proof that the public prayers were 
beard, and looked upon the lightning as the instrument which was to 
disperse the cause of the infection. But the greatest number read in 
the frowns of the sky the unappeased anger of heaven, which doomed 
them to drain the bitter cup that was already at their lips. Alas ! 
they were not deceived. That doom had been sealed when Provi¬ 
dence allowed ignorance and superstition to fix their dwelling among 
us; and the evils which my countrymen feared from a preternatural 
interposition of the avenging powers above, were ready to arise bs the 
natural consequences of the means they had employed to avert them. 
The iipmense concourse from all parts of the town had, probably, 
condensed into a focus the scattered seeds of the infection. The 
heat, the fatigue, the anxiety of a whole day spent in this striking, 
though absurd, religious ceremony, had the most visible and fatal 
effect on the public health. Eight and forty hours after the proces¬ 
sion, the complaint had left but few houses uiivisitcd. The deaths in¬ 
creased in a ten-fold proportion, and at the end of two or three weeks 
the daily number was from two to three hundred. 

Providence spared me and my best friend by the most unforeseen 
combination of circumstances. Though suffering under an obstinate 
ague, Leandro —so he is called at our private club—had determined 
not to quit his college, at the head of which he was placed for that 
year. His family, on the other hand, had for some time resided at 
Alcala de Guadaira, a village beautifully situated within twelve miles 
of Seville. Alarmed at the state of the town, and unwilling to leave 
my friend to perish, either by the infection, or the neglect to which 
the general consternation exposed an invalid, I prevailed upon him to 
join his family, and attended him thither. This was but a few days 
before the religious ceremony, which I have described from the narra¬ 
tive of eye-witnesses. U was my intention to have returned to Seville; 
but the danger was now so imminent, that it would have been madness 
to encounter it without necessity. Thus a visit which I meant for a 
week, was inevitably prolonged to six months. 

For you, however, who love detail in the description of this hitherto 
little known country, my time was not spent in vain. Yet I must be¬ 
gin by tt’ fact which will be of more interest to my old friend Doctor 
-- than yourself. 

Alcala de Guadaira is a town containing a population of two 
thousand inhabitants, and standing on a high hilly spot to the north- 
east of Seville. The greatest part of the bread consumed in this city 
comes daily from Alcala, where the abundant and placid stream of 
the Guadaira invites to the construction of water-mills. Many of the 
inhabitants lieing bakers, and having no market but Seville, were under 
the necessity of repairing thither diu’^ the infection. It is not with us 
as in England, where every tradesman practically knows the advantages 
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of tlie division of labour, and is at liberty to consult bis own convex 
nience in the sale of his arficles* The bakers,|the butchers, the 
gardeners, and the farmers, are here obliged'to s^ll in separate 
markets, where they generally spend the whole day waiting for cu8« 
tomers. Owing to this regulation of* the policy about one bnndred 
men, and double that number of mules, leave Alcala every day with 
the dawn, and stand till the evening in two rows, inclosed with iron 
railings, at the Plaza del Pan. The constant communicaUoi;i with 
people from all parts of the town, and so long an exposure to the at¬ 
mosphere of an infected place, might have been supposed powerful 
enough to communicate the disease. We, certainty, were in daily 
apprehension of its appearance at Alcala. So little, however, can 
we calculate the effects of unknown causes, that of the people that 
thus braved the contagion, only one, who passed a night in Seville, 
caught the disease and died. Ail the others, no less than the rest of 
tlie village, continued to enjoy the usual degree of health, which, 
probably owing to its airy situation, is excellent at all times. 

The daily accounts we received from our city, independent %f the 
danger to which wc believed ourselves exposed, were such as would 
cast a gloom over the most selfish and unfeeling. Superstition, how¬ 
ever, as if the prospect had not been sufiicicutly dark and dismal, w^as 
busy among us, increasing the terrors which weighed dow'n the minds 
of the people. Two brothers, both clergymen, wealthy, proud, con-f 
ceiled of the jargon they mistook for learning, and ambitious of power 
under the cloak of zeal, had, upon the first appearance of the fever, 
retreated to Alcala, where they kept a country-house. Two more 
odious specimens of the pampered, thorough-bred, full-grown 
Spanish bigot, never appeared in the ranks of the clergy. The eldest, 
a dignitary of the church, was a selfish devotee, whose decided taste 
for good living, and mortal aversion to discomfort, had made him. cJ- 
culate with great nicety bow, by an economy of pleasure in this 
world, he might secure a reasonable share of it in the next. But 
whatever degree of self-denial was necessary to keep him from gross 
misconduct, he amply repaid himself in the enjoyment of control 
over the consciences and conduct of others. 

From the comparative poverty of the parish priests, and the shade 
into which they are thrown by the upper clergy, the power of the first 
is so limited, that the most bigoted and violent among them can give 
but little trouble to the laity. The true priest of old tiroes is only to 
be found among those ecclesiastics, who to a dignified office join that 
degree of fanaticism which makes men conceive themselves commis¬ 
sioned by heaven to weed the world of evil, and tear up by the roots 
whatever offends their privileged and infallible eyes. Thus it was, 
for instance, that the holy personage at Alcala, claimed and exercised 
a right to exclude from church such females as, by a showy dress, were 
apt to disturb the abstracted yet susceptible minds of the clei^. 
The lady of a judge was, within my recollection, turned by this proud 
bigot out of the cathedral of Seville, in the presence of a multitude 
assembled for the ceremonies pf the Passion-week. The husband, 
whose displeasure would have «^ought ruin on a more humble indi- 
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vidual, was obliged to devour this insult in silence. It should be ob- 
servedj by the wa](b that as the waikin^-dress of the Spanisli females 
absolutely precludes immodesty, the conduct of this religious madman 
admits no excuse or palliation. Yet this is so far from being a singu¬ 
lar instance, that, .what sumptuary laws would never be able to 
accomplish, the rude and insolent zeal of a few priests has fully ob¬ 
tained in every part of Spain. ' Our females, especially those of the 
better classes, never venture to church in any dress but such as habit 
has made familiar to the eyes of the zealots. 

Whatever be the feelings that produce it, there is, in Spain, a sort 
of standing crusade agaiust the fair sex, which our priests, except 
such as have been secretly gained over to the enemy, carry on inces¬ 
santly, though not with the same vigour, at all times. The main sub¬ 
ject of contention is a right claimed by the clergy to regulate the 
dress of the ladies, and prevent the growth of such arts of charming as 
might endanger the peace of the church. Upon the appearance of a 
new fashion the ** drum ecclesiastic*’ never fails to sound the war- 
note, Innumerable are the sermons I heard in my younger days 
against silk shoes—for the Spanish females have the extravagance to 
use them out of doors—the wearing of which, especially embroidered 
with silk or gold, was declared by the soundest divines to be a mortal 
sin. Patience, however, and that watchful perseverance with which 
nature has armed the weaker sex against the tyranny of the stronger, 
have gradually obtained a toleration for silk shoes, while taste has 
extenuated the sin by banishing the embroidery- Yet the Demon of 
Millinery bad lately set up another stumbling-block, by silly sug¬ 
gesting to the ladies that their petticoats were monstrous long, and 
concealed those fairy feet and ankles which are the pride of Anda¬ 
lusia. This evil ^as the more dangerous, as its progress was gra¬ 
dual and imperceptible. The petticoats shrunk at hrst by barley¬ 
corns ; half an inch was then pared ofi' by some bolder sempstress, 
till at length the ground, the former place of safety for consecrated 
eyes, was found thick set with snares. In vain have the most 
powerful preachers thundered against this abomination: nor did it 
avail that some of oiir bishops, deeming the occasion worthy of their 
httcrfereiice, grasped the loug-neglected pen to enter a most solemn 
protest against the profaueness of the female dress. But tlie case 
seemed hopeless. A point gained upon petticoats was sure to be lost 
on top-knots; and when the pious were triumphing on the final sub¬ 
jection of projecting stays, a pin threw them into utter confusion by 
altering its position on the orthodox neck-kerchief. 

Often had some great calamity been foretold from the pulpit as the 
]>unishmcnt of the incorrigible perverseness of our females ; and, on 
the first appearance of the fever, there was but little doubt among 
the chosen tew as to its real cause. Many a stitch was undone at 
Seville, and many a flounce torn oflT by the same pretty hand that, 
but a few days before, had distributed its foldings with a conscious 
feeling of its future airiness and light flutteriiigs. The pin which, in 
Spain, forces the cambric kerchief to do, both morning and evening, 
the transient morning duty of your mfls and spencers—that mysteri- 
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ouB pin which vibrates daily at the toilette under contending in¬ 
fluence of vanity and delicacy—the pin^ in shon, which, on our 
females, acts as the infallible barometer of devotion, had risen to the 
highest point of dryness^ without, alas { checking the progress of the 
disease. 

Our two divines, fearful of being swept away with the guilty, were, 
at this time, perfectly outrageous in their zeal to bring the bakers' 
wives at Alcala to a due sense of the evil influence of tiieir glaring, 
bushy top-knots and short petticoats. Having, therefore, with litde 
ceremony to the vicar, taken possession of the parish church, they 
began a course of preaching for nine days, known by the name of 
Novena^ a definite number which, with many other superstitions, has 
been applied to religious rites aiuong the Catholics since the times of 
Roman paganism. 

Most of the Spanish villages possess some miraculous image—ge¬ 
nerally of the Virgin Mary—which is i\\c: palladium of the inhabitants. 
These tutelar deities are of a very rude and ancient workmanship, as 
it seems to have been the ease with their heathen prototypes. The 

Great Diana" of the Ahalaians is a small, ugly, wooden figure, 
nearly black with age and the smoke of the lamp which bums inces¬ 
santly before it, dressed up in a tunic and mantle of silver or gold 
tissue, and bearing a silver crown. It is distinguished from the innu¬ 
merable host of wooden virgins by the title of Virgen del Aguila —the 
Virgin of the Eagle, and is worshiped on a high, romantic spot, 
where stood a strong fortress of the Mrmrs, of which large ruins are 
still visible. A church was erected, probably soon after the conquest 
of Andalusia, on the area of the citadel. A spring-well of the most 
delicious water is seen within the precincts of the temple, to which 
the natives resort for relief in all sorts of distempers. The extreme 
purity of both air and water, on that elevated spot, may indeed greatly 
contribute to the recovery of invalids, for which the Virgin gets all the 
credit. 

The N&vena, which was to avert the infection from the village, 
would have been ineflicicnt without the presence of the Eagle pa¬ 
troness, to whom it was dedicated. The image was, accordingly, 
brought down to the parish church in a solemn procession. The 
eldest J^isnonary —for such priests as preach, not for a display of 
eloquence, but the conversion of sinners, assume that title among us— 
having a shrill, disagreeable voice, and being apt, when he addressed 
the people, to work himself into a feverish excitement approaching 
to madness, generally devolved that duty on his brother, while he 
devoted himself to the confessional. The brother was, indeed, cast 
in the trae mould of a popular preacher, such as can make a power¬ 
ful impression on the lower classes of Spain. Hts make was strong, 
his countenance almost handsome, his voice more loud than plaaslng. 
He had, in fact, all the characteristics of an Andalusian Majo: jet 
black passionate eyes, a shining bluish beard darkening his cheeks 
from within an inch of bis long eye-lasfacs, and a swaggering gait 
which, in the expressive idiom of the country, gives such as move 
with it the name of Perdonavidas —Life>sparers—as if other people 
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owed their lives to the mercy, or cojitempt of these heroes. The 
effects of his pr^cbing were just what people expect on sitni-* 
lar occasions.* A Mimonary feels balBed and disappointed when 
he is not interrupted by groan^ and some part of the female audience 
will not go into hysterics. If he has a grain of spirit about him, such 
a perverse indifference nettles him into a furious passion, and he 
turns the insensibility of his hearers into a visible proof of their repro¬ 
bate state. Thus it often happens, that the people measuring thrir 
spiritual danger by the original dulness or incomprehensibility of 
the sermon, the final triumph of the missionary is in exact proportion 
to his absurdity. To make these wild discourses more impressive, 
as well as to suit the convenience of the labouring classes, they are 
commonly delivered after sunset. Our orator, it is true, omitted the 
exhibition of a soul in licli-flames, which a few years ago was regu¬ 
larly made from the pulpit in a transparent picture; but he worked 
up the feelings of the audience by contrivances less disgusting and 
shocking to common sense. Among others he fixed a day for collect¬ 
ing all the children of the town under seven years of age, before the 
image of the Virgin. The parents, as well as all others who had at¬ 
tained the age of moral responsibility, were declared to be uuw'orthy 
of addressing themselves in supplication, and therefore excluded from 
the centre of the church, which was reserved for the throng of inno¬ 
cent suppliants. But I shall probably find a titter place to enter at 
length on the tricks of our popular preachers. 

When the first period of nine days bad been spent in this mockery 
of common sense and religion, the fertile minds of our missionaries 
were not at a loss to find a second course of the same pious mum¬ 
mery, and so on till the infection had ceased at Seville. The preser¬ 
vation of the village from the fever which, more or less, had existed 
for three or four months in the neighbouring towns, you will easily 
believe w'as attributed by the preachers to their own exertions. The 
only good effect, how'ever, which 1 observed in consequence of their 
sermons, was the increased attendance of the male part of the popu¬ 
lation at the Rosmno de Madmgada —the Dawn Rosary—one of the 
few useful and pleasing customs which religion has introduced in 
Spain. 

It is an established practice in our country-towns to awake the 
labouring population before the break of day, that they may be early 
in^teadiuess to begin their w'ork, especially in the corn-fields, which 
often at the distance of six or eight miles from the labourers* 
dwellings. Nothing but religion, however, cotild give a permanency 
to this practice. Consequently a rosary, or procession, to sing praises 
to the Virgin Mary before the dawn, has been established among us 
from time immemorial. A man with a good voice, active, sober, and 
fond of early rising, is either paid, or volunteers bis services, to per¬ 
ambulate the streets an hour before day-break, knocking at the 
doors of such as wish to attend the procession, and inviting sdl to 
^uit their beds and join in the worship of the Mother of God. This 
iavitaliou is made in' short couplets, set to a very simple melody, 
and accompanied by the pretty and varied tinkling of a hand-bell, 
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beating time to the tune. The effect of the bell and* voice, especi-* 
ally after a long winter-night; has always been very pleasing to me* 
Nor is the fuller chorus of the subsequent procession less so- The 
chant, by being • somewhat monotonous, harmonizes* with the still¬ 
ness of the hour; and without cha^g away the soft slumbers of 
the morning, relieves the mind from the ideas* of solitude abd si¬ 
lence, and whispers life and activity returning with the approaching 
day. 

The fever having stopped its ravages about the end of autumn, and 
nearly disappeared a few weeks before Christmas, my friend and my¬ 
self prepared to return home- I shall never forget our melancholy ar¬ 
rival in this town on the last evening of December. Besides the still 
existing danger of infection to those who had been absent, there was 
a visible change in the aspect of the town, no less than in the looks 
and manner of the inhabitants, which could not but strike the most 
thoughtless on the first approach to that recent scene of woe and 
misery. An unusual stillness reigned in every street; and the few 
pale faces which moved in them, conjured up in the mind a vivid re¬ 
presentation of the late distress. The heart seemed to recoil from 
the meeting of old acquaintances, and the signs of mourning were 
every where ready to check the first risings of joy at the approach of 
friends that had been spared. 

The Sunday after our arrival, wc went, according to custom, to the 
public walk on the banks of the river. But the thousands who made 
it their resort before the late calamity had now absolutely deserted it. 
At the end of the walk was the burying-ground, which, during the 
great mortality, had been appointed for that quarter of the city. The 
prevalent custom of burying in vaults within the churches kept the 
towm unprovided with an appropriate jilace for interment outside the 
walls; and a portion of waste land, or common, now containtn. the 
remains of ten thousand inhabituuts, who in their holiday rambles 
had, not lung before, been spurting unconsciously over their graves. 
As we approached the large mounds, which, with the lofty cross 
erected on the turf, were yet the only marks which distinguished the 
consecrated from the common ground, we sfiw one of the Rosarios, 
or processions in honour of the Virgin, slowly advancing along the 
avenue of the public walk. Many who formerly frequented that place 
for recreation had, under the impression of grief and superstitious 
terror, renounced every species of amusement, and marshaliiDg them¬ 
selves in two files, preceded by a cross, and closed by the pictufe 
of the Virgin on a standard, repaired every Sunday to the principal 
place of burial, where they said prayers for the dead. Four or five 
of these processions, consisting either of males or females^ passed 
towards the cemetery as we w^ere returning. The melancholy tone ia 
which they incessantly sang the Ave Maria and the Lord's Prayer, 
introducing the last after every ten successive repetitions of the first 

_as they glided along a former scene of life and animation—and the 

studied plainness of the dresses, contrasted with the gay apparel 
which the same persons used to display on that very spot, left us no 
wish to continue our walk. Among the ladies, whpsc penitent dress 
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VfBA most striking, we observed many who, not satisfied with mere 
plainness of attires had, probably under a private vow, clothed them¬ 
selves in a stuff peculiar to some of the religious orders. The grey 
mixture used by the Franciscans was most prevalent. Such vows are ' 
indeed very common in cases of^ danger from illness ; but the number 
and class of the females whom we found submitting to this species 
of penance, shewed the extent and pressure of past affliction. 

So transient, however, are the impressions of superstitious fear 
when unsupported by the presence of its object, that a few months 
have sufficed nearly to obliterate the signs of the, past terror. The 
term of the vows having expired with most, our females have reco¬ 
vered their wonted spirits, and put aside the dull weeds of their holy 
patrons. Many, it is probable, have obtained from their confessors 
a commutation of the rash engagement, by means of a few pence 
paid towards the expenses of any war that may arise between his 
Catholic Majesty and Turks or iubdels^a Crusade in petto, for which 
governmenlf collects a vast yearly sum, in exchange for various ghostly 
privileges and indulgences, which the King buys from the Pope at a 
much cheaper rate than he retails them to his loving subjects. 

One loss alone will, 1 fear, be permanent, or of long duration to 
the gay part of this town. The theatrical representations, which, on 
the first appearance of the epidemic fever, were stopped, more by 
the clamour of the preachers than the apprehensions of the inhabi¬ 
tants, will not be resumed for years. The opinion formerly enter¬ 
tained by a comparatively small number, that the opening of the thea¬ 
tre at Seville had never failed to draw the vengeance of heaven some¬ 
times on its chief supporters, sometimes on the whole town, has been 
wonderfully spread under the influence of the last visitation; and go¬ 
vernment itself, arbitrary and despotic as it is among us, would have 
to pause before any attempt to involve this most religious city in the 
unpaixlonable guilt of allowing a company of comedians within its 
walls. L. D. 


TO LELIA. 




From the rude summil of an Alpine height, 

1 viewM the bosom of the vale below. 

Clad in its wintry robe of stainless white, 

A virgin vest of deep and dazzling snow. 

And o*er its surface shone mom’s crimson rays. 
Shedding soft rose-tints on its purity, 

Like beauty’s fair cheek blushing in man’s gaze, 
Seeming as lovely, that 1 thot^ht on thee. 

But when a wild-roe, bounding in its lightness. 

Essay’d with silvery feet to traverse o’er 
The smooth expanse, not deeming such calm brightness 
Could e’er deceive,—yet sunk to rise no more— 

A quench’d sigh chill’d my heart, for, Lelia! then 
I turn’d from tne false snow, and thought on thee again ! 


C. 1.. 
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MILK AND HONEY, *OB THE LAND 0|’ PROMISE. 

In a Series of Letters from Aaierip^. • 

LETTEl? I. 

Sir Balaam Barrow to AIr. Jeremiah Dawson. 

CONTENTS. 

7'hc Wasp, Captain Waters—Yankee Porter at New York—Reasons for quUtiujt 
Kiijifliuid—Decline 'and Fall of the Manimoniau Empire at Lloyd's—Gradation 
from private Carriage to public Stage “ irksome"—Calamity at Kennington— 
Herne HilLand Madame Storace—Diogenes in bis Tub—^llrade against Assessed 
Tuxes, Tithes, and Parsons—Fox without a Tail.' 

Dear Sir, the American Brig, Captain Waters, 

Having landed me safe with my son and two daughters 
On the Pier at New York ; and a porter, half drunk. 

Having trotted off “ slick right away*' with my trunk. 

In trowsers, black cravat, and yellow straw hat awry. 

To one Mrs. Bradish's, fronting the Battery ; 

(1 paid half a dollar, for which the gaunt Yankee 
Return’d me the devil the ghost of a Thankyc) 

I dtp a had pen in an inkstand of pewter. 

To con o’er the past, and descant on the future. 

You know—who does not ? what commercial voids 
The Peace has produced in the squadron at Lloyd’s ; 

Time was, when my own coach (with biscuits the boot in) 
Convey’d me, at three, from the ’Change-gate t(» Tooting, 

And when Tooting clock had toll’d half-after ten. 

Convey’d me, next morning, Vo London again. 

Where brokers pronounced me, in special committee. 

The most wcU-to-do sort of man in the City. 

W^eli! hnding trade shy, and the taxes encroach, 

I sold off my horses and laid down my coach : 

My girls, for their parts, preferr’d walking ; and Dick 
Could never ride backward without being sick. 

So 1 now, with a visage as sour as Judge Page’s, 

* Took asuiall house at Clapham, and rode in the stages. 

Descending ** a grade,” 1 ascended to ride 
As one of the six who were licensed inside; 

And met the mishaps that occur, in wet weather 
When a jury of legs are impaimell’d together. 

1 wanted to let down the glass, but a youtli 
On the opposite side had a pain in his tooth ; 

I wanted to pull up the glass, but was chid 
By a widow, whose brat would be sick if I did : 

1 wanted to sleep, but a girl in a shawl 

Kept asking how far we were off from Vauxhall; 

And, nine times in ten, some tremendous fat woman. 

Who wanted to get out at Kenningtou Common, 

With a kick, on alighting, that set the coach rocking, 

Left the mud of her clog on ray white cotton stocking! 

Why, Sir,’’ even you must admit that a Nation 
That tolerates tills must expect emigration. 

VOL. II. NO. XU. 2 S 
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But why”—in your last you interrogate—“ roam 
Abroad, wfien you might sport the savarc at home ? 

Jf Nature attract you, you Ve mighty unlucky 
Indeed not to find her on this side Kentucky. 

1 ’in apt to suspect that dame lurks beneath 
The brushwood of Finchley, and Wimbledon Heath, 

And proffers, unfetter’d by Custom-house laws. 

Abundance of hips and whole hedges of haws. 

Nay, more”—thus you argue —** my worthy friend Barrow, 
You need not go even so far ofl* as Harrow : 

At Dulwich 1 Ml point out a glen, wild and patchy. 

Not a mile from the mansion of Madame Storace, 

Where Nature, not shackled by Townsend or Sayers, 

Has scoop’d out, to shelter the * Slick right away-ers,’ 

A snug hollow tree, where a patriot may lodge in his 
Glory, nor envy the Tub of Diogenes !” 

All this, Jerry Dawson, *s undoubtedly true. 

But with the main question has nothing to do. 

In all the cross-grains of us mortals below, 

’Tis not what ourselves, but what other folks know- 
What a kicking would many a hectoring clf 
Bear with, could he but keep the fact to himself! 

To be jilted is nothing, mere pastime and revel. 

But then to be known to be jilted’s the devil. 

Kind husbands oft wink zt faux-pas of co-sleepers ; 

But, if the town knows it, th^ van^t close their peepers : 
And traders are loth their affairs” to disclose 
To the pity of friends and the malice of foes. 

Impress’d with these truths, my two daughters, my son. 
And myself, soon determined to cut and to run; 

Resolved to invest all our spare love and money 
In the land that is flowing with milk and with honey. 

Why, Sir V* Job himself could not parry the worry 
I constantly felt in the county of Surrey, 

At the bare word “ assessment” my diaphragm writhes, 

I faint at the vile monosyllabic “ tithes 5 ” 

1 don’t care a farthing for gibbets and axes. 

But 1 can’t bear the plural of tax, namely, taxes. 

Some folks hate a spider, bnt I hate a parson. 

As much as an Albion Director hates ! 

Then hey ! for the West,—how 1 gnidge every hour I 
Expend, ere 1 cross Mississipi, Missouri, 

With woods where the view of an Englishman rare is. 
And squat myself down in the Illinois Prairies. 

} f I hit, well and good; if I miss, well and good too ; 

’ll sink what it does, and proclaim what it siiould do. 

I ’ll change the brown Wabash to yellow Pactolus; 

If I tumble, like Wildgoose, 1 *11 not tumble solus. 

My taken-in friends may reproach me—who cares ? 

The trap that diminish’d my tail shall dock theirs. 


B. B. 
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BETTER 11. 

Miss Sabrina Barrow to Miss Fanny Fade. 

CONTENT'S. . 

Opening allusion—i^ncas and the Sibyl—Gradations-—from a Beauty to a Blue- 
Joys of Eighteen—Bond-street—The Opera—Tooting Assembly—Quadrilles— 
Sister Lydia coming out—Sister Sabrina going in—Ap and Peri-helion—Waltzes 
—^Terpsichore sells off her stud—La Poulle—I’ilpay and AUsop—Dogs, Cats, 
und Birds—Evangelical Blues—Anti-parturient—Evans’s Sects—Floating Arlc— 
Hebrews at Hackney—Bclzoni—Women in Eg}’ptiau Hall and Tendon Tavern— 
And why—^To strangle two Serpents—Abelard and Eloisu—Sabrina’s Reasons 
for going to America. 

Nay, Fanny, you wrong me: 1 am not “ quite frantic,’’ 
liven though 1 have ventured to cross the Atlantic. 

The thing, uncKplain’d, may excite your surprise. 

But when you consider the wherefores and whys, 

(This Letter shall paint them) I hope to awaken 
Your hearty applause at the step 1 have taken. 

My age, my dear Friend, I may say, entre near. 

Is not what the public suppose—thirty-two ; 

For, if they the baptismal fact would divine. 

Let th^n strike out the Two,'* and interpolate “ Nine.” 

We Blues love a classic allusion, so 1 seize 
The SibyPs, who walk'd with the Son of Anchises, 

And scatter my leaves, per the Lynx, Captain Wade, 

To paint all my woes to my dear Fanny Fade. 

At lively eighteen, when the men praised my hair. 

And Papa lived at Tooting and Finsoury-square, 

Too proud of my title, Sahrina the Pretty, 

1 turn'd up my nose at a match in the City; 

Drove shopping to Bond-street, where few people knew me— 

Saw beaux, three by three, raise their glasses to view me; 

Went oft' to the Opera—sat in the pit— 

Took mighty good care not to speak to a Cit: 

And hoped, when my suitors began to importune. 

At the end of the season to marry a fortune; 

Yet spring follow’d winter, and still fail'd to bring 
The thing that^ wanted—a Man with a Ring. 

Descending a peg, with a mercantile beau 
At Tooting Assembly 1 sported a toe: 

Had still many ]>artners, each fortunate man. 

Mark’d, one after one, on my white spangled fan. 

Wherever they came from, I aim'd to entrap 'em, ^ 

As far down as Mitcham, as far up as Clapham : 

In private rehearsals, I practised my heels 
To open the very first set of Quadrilles: 

Set right, by mere pushing, each blundering fool; 

And knowing that Lydia would soon come from school. 

It struck me, while eyeing the mole on my chin. 

That her coniine out might be my going in ; 

For Shakspearc has open'd that truth to mankind. 

If two men ride one horse, one mast ride behind. 

I therefore redoubicil my ogles and freaks. 

Drew a hare's foot of rouge o'er the bones of my cheeks, 
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Whizz’d round in a waltz, with a neck red as cop\>cr. 

And whisj^r'd, “ I hope that it not improper.” 

Yet still, as* okl Time kept expanding his win^ 

He nei^r brought forward the Man with the King. 

Past thirty-;;-tumM ou^of Terpsichore’s stud, 

** Lamed, spavinn’d, and wind-^U’d, yet still with sonic blood,” 
Now and then overhearing the men cry—” Poor Sabby,” 

And the girls—** Eight and thirty—I know it—Old Tabby,” 
Condemn’d, while the whirl of La Poullc made me giddy, 

r« .... ....... 



That often had echo’d my footsteps before, 

1 gave o’er the chace j let the fount of Love frce7.e up j 
And woo’d the dumb heroes of Pilpay and iEsop:— 

Kept a pug in. a collar, a dormouse, a kitten, 

A squirrel, a Poodle more biting than bitten, 

A parrot who swung in eternal see-saw. 

Two murmuring doves, and a screaming Macaw 

In blue book-societies loiter’d to chat 

With the Reverend this and the Reverend that: 

Join’d the tribe who, forbidden by hard-hearted men 
To dandle au innocent—-dandle a pen. 

Pert Poets with mouths by the Quarterly curb hurt. 
Lank wives who have never call’d in Doctor Hebert: 
Prim maids, like myself, with an eye that detects 
AH the thin subdivisions in Evans’s Sects, 

And knows to a hair every cross in the bre^. 

From the Jumpers in Wales to the lunatic Swede. 

Then came the thick shoes, on two feet void of graoes: 
Decided objection to all puhlic places : 

Yet running, by hundreds, to Belzoni’s cavern. 

The Mansion-house Hall, and the New London Tavern : 
The Bible in Sanscrit, for Copts and Lascars : 

Arks floating off Wapping for soul-founder’d tars : 

With dll the devices that Keep in subjection 
^Our sex’s two enemies—Time and Reflection. 

Yet still even these were unable to bring 
Id desukratum —^the Man with the Ring. 

Thus she whom the poet of Twickenham paints. 

Bade Paraclete’s echoes repeat her complaints. 

Lay wrapt, in her cell, in ccstatical heavings. 

And gave to Saint Peter Saint Abelard’s leavings. 

Thus tied to the stake in Sir Balaam’s dull domus. 

As cold and austere as my namesake in Comus, 
Condemn’d, when my sister should wed, to rehearse. 
Hereafter, for Lydia, the part of the nurse. 

Performing what many a sister has done. 

The work of three maids for the wages of one. 

Sore sick of the world, from the Old 1 withdrew. 

And gladly set sail with Papa for the New; 

Of which more hereafter.—^Dear Fanny, adieu! 


S. B. 
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HINTS TO YOUNG AUTHOR^. 

” It may do,” said a publisher at the west end to* a young Scrib- 
lerus, who had submitted to him his MS. for perusal^ ** provided 
the beginning were a little more sparkling: but'many ladies calling at 
my shop, take up a publication, and if, after turning over a page or 
two, they do not meet any striking passage, throw it down, and the 

work is forgotten,”—After hearing this monition from Mr--I 

have been always careful to give a sparkling commencement to my 
productions, generally introducing them with a Jlourish of trumpets^ 
In these emulous times, when the press is teeming with novelties 
almost every hour, a writer’s greatest difficulty is in finding persons 
with leisure to read his productions: when this point is gained, like an 
audience from men in office, the chief obstacle in literature is sur¬ 
mounted ; and it is with a view of assisting beginners in this important 
branch of the profession that I propose submitting to them a few 
hints on the most successful mode of commencing their works, so as 
to attract public attention. I am well aware what an ungrateful task 
I undertake, for no class is more averse from receiving instruction; 
but when I inform them that I have become rich and prosperous, 
chiefly from a dextrous management of the first six or seven lines of 
my performances, they will, I suspect, listen with more lively interest 
to tlie results of my experience. 

Between men and books there is this in common, that an affection 
for them may grow out of mere length of intercourse : thus one often 
feels a reluctance in parting with a voluminous author, and probably 
from no other cause than the length of his work, and the time we had 
been yoked together. On this principle I apprehend is partly found¬ 
ed our admiration of the old writers; whom we love not so muc.^ for 
the beauties of their style, the scenes of tenderness and passion and 
nature they exhibit, as their prolixity. This may appear a littk 
paradoxical, but it is certain that many of our attachments, both 
personal and literary, have no better foundation, and derive all their 
intenest from the circumstances under which they are formed. A man 
shut in a dungeon, with no other resource than the reveries of Jacob 
Behmen, or Baker’s Chronicle, for example, might be brought to en¬ 
tertain very extravagant opinions of their merits, and ascribe to them 
excellencies which were solely due to the peculiarities of his situation. 
He would naturally value them in proportion as they had relieved the 
tasdium of confinement: the numberless associations with which the 
repeated perusal of them had been accompanied, would convert every 
page into a volume, to which he could never revert without reviving 
all the rccollectious of his solitude.' To him they would be a library 
of thought and feeling, with which his intellectual existence would be 
associated; but it is obvious that the charm would uot be in the 
works, but in his mind. He might, however, easily mistake the cause 
of his admiration, and ascribe the interest he felt to fancied beauties in 
the style and'thought of the writers, while the real source of the en¬ 
chantment would be in his situation, and the feelings and ideas witii 
which they had accidentally become connected. 
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A good deal of^philosophical criticism depends on this principle, 
but I only advert tr it to shew how even dull books may become in¬ 
teresting merely from reading;—and hence asises the importance of 
our subject, and the deep interfst authors have in commencing their 
works, so as to procure them a perusal. To this end nothing will 
more effectually contribute than a dashing, spirited, or what Mr.—- 
calls a sparkling commencement. If you begin with a preamble, 
patience is exhausted, suspicion excited—it does not answer the 
question,—^who or what are you ? But if you start with an anecdote, 
or exclamation, or quotation, the ice is broken, attention urrei^ted, 
the peculiarities of your style and character manifested, and you are 
at once bodied! forth to the imagination as an individual with whom we 
are sufficiently familiar to begin conversation. 

Though you cannot in writing, as in speaking, hold the reader by 
the button*hole, you may assault his understanding by a literary covp 
de main. Tliat your enterprise may succeed, be careful that the first 
sentences arc of such a rare and uncommon kind that they cannot 
by any possibility have entered any one’s mind but your own. If 
you are anticipated, you will be assuredly thrown aside at the first 
glance as common-place; but if you astonish with some novelty, 
though foreign to the subject, you will be considered a man of 
genius, and your performance perused though it be ever so dull. 
To illustrate this precept more particularly, suppose you wish to put 
forth a sermon or ethical discourse. It is evident that many persons 
will venture on such topics with the same feelings of chill and horror 
with which they would traverse a Gothic ruin at midnight; but sup¬ 
pose you lead them on with a line from Butler, or observation from 
Montaigne, or an humorous sally from Falstaff, they will follow you 
to the end, were it from mere curiosity, to see how subjects, so oddly 
begun, will terminate. If you wish to introduce a metaphysical or 
astronomical disquisition, let your beginning be, As the clown said 
to the philosopher viewing the heavens through a telescope.’* If an 
essay on the belles lettres: “ Pope beautifully expresses it,” or ** There 
is ah observation in that voluminous writer Lope de Vega,” is very 
appropriate. Should your theme be a piece of humour: “ Newton 
when walking in his garden,” or Bacon profoundly remarks,” or 
** The sagacious Hume observes,” or ** There is an eloquent passage in 
Jeremy Taylor”—or an ingenious remark in Barrow”—are all excel¬ 
lent, and sanctioned by high authority. I have already remarked on 
the beauty of an exclamation ; there is no better facing to an article, 
especially a review of twenty volumes of divinity; thus, "Twenty 
volumes I says the reader.”—Such a fillip I have known carry one 
briskly through fifty or sixty pages of very elaborate criticism. In¬ 
deed the whole secret consists in exciting surprise, so as to arrest the 
attention: conceal, therefore, your beginning as carefully as a dra¬ 
matist conceals the denouement of his plot. Mind, however, it is 
not surprise alone, but an agreeable svTpme, which is essential; if you 
drop on your reader with something extremely maZ apropos^ of course 
the effect will be the reverse. In all respects, consider the commence¬ 
ment in the nature of a first impression, and consequently prepare it 
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with the same care and circumspection that you prepare to meet your 
mistress for the first time. *ln this case the pulflic is the object of 
your suit; and, in the opinion of an old admirer/slie is far more capri¬ 
cious in her attachments than any idol to whom you can pay your 
addresses. * 

As this branch of authorship is the most perilous, so it is the most 
difficult. When a writer sits down to his task, after revolving his 
ideas, he generally discovers several ways by which he may enter on 
his subject. He is like a person at the crossing of diii'erent roads 
leading to the same place, cacli route possessing peculiar advantages 
for the developement of his thoughts. The more he meditates, the 
greater is the number of outlets he discovers, till at length he is 
bewildered by the diversity. Thus he is exposed to two evils, one of iiie- 
ditatiiig too much, and the other of meditating too little; and it is not 
easy to determine the greater. In the former case, iiis ideas multiply 
to such an extent, he sees his undertaking in so many difierent lights, 
that he is perplexed in which point of view it will appear to most ad¬ 
vantage ; in the latter he is in danger of commencing at the wrong 
end, of pursuing his subject a considerable way, and then discovering 
that the path he has taken excludes many beauties which another 
route will embrace. No useful advice can be given to him on this part 
of his functions. He must be left to his own judgment and discretion, 
qualities as easily attained by faith and prayer as wtitten instructions. 
Lest, however, 1 be deemed quite impotent on this partof the subject, 

I shall say, as a general rule, that he ought not to think too much, nor 
too little, but just enough ! 

Headers are not aware of the toil w'c undergo in their service; of 
the masses of thought and feeling wasted in providing a few pages 
for their amusement: how many bright ideas, touching seatiinents, 
and brilliant images, are rejected by the. fastidiousness of the author! 
When 1 see a neat essay, the quintessence probably of volumes of 
thought, 1 cannot help comparing the writer to the sculptor, who cuts 
a small statue from an huge block of marble: or his labours may be 
likened to those of the assayist, when the pure metal bears only a 
small proportion to the ore from which it is extracted, lie is the in¬ 
tellectual machine, the mental laboratory of society, whose office 
saves the mass of mankind the trouble of thinking. He lakes up the 
dificrent questions which agitate the world in the gross state, clears 
them of impurities, disperses the shadows by which they are obscur¬ 
ed, and conducts the reader in a clear and direct path to the few 
ultimate truths into which all disputes are resolvable. 

There are those, no doubt, who act dilierently,—writers who 
darken instead of enlightening the path of knowledge,—who, in¬ 
stead of clearing the avenues of truth, choke them up with the 
rubbish of their own thoughts; but these are bunglers in the profes¬ 
sion, made by “ Nature's jourueymen,” There are others too, a 
species of literary gossips, full of conceit and affectation, who use 
their pens with as little ceremony as their tongues,—scribes, who no 
sooner sit down than they begin lu blot their paper—the first thought 
occurring is recorded—no previous reconuoissauce of their subject— 
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they^, are never a step in advance^ and the unfortunate reader, after 
beibg dragged a Icbg and wear}* way thh)ugh every turning and wind¬ 
ing of their thouglita, finds at length he is pursuing an igftis fatuus, 
or perhaps in the end obtains some faint glimpse of what he ought to 
have seen clearly at^ the beginning. Such talking-writers serve up 
the froth with the liquor; when we want only the prime meat, they 
give 118 the whole carcase. Were 1 their employer, I should deduct 
them for waste and offal. 

The process by which the mind arrives at truth, in morals and cri¬ 
ticism, is the same as in the exact sciences. In both, the investiga¬ 
tion proceeds from truths that are obvious and admitted, to others 
more remotc,#ill, by ^ kind of mental ladder, we reach the ultimate 
proposition to be demonstrated. Neither is there any difference in 
the certainty of the results; a question of taste or feeling being as 
susceptible of demonstration as a mathematical iheurem. The 
former, indeed, appears less certain, because the elements on which 
it depends arc less palpable to the understanding. In the demon¬ 
stration of a problem in geometry, for example, our footing is sure, 
and we sec the ground on which wc rest; the language employed is 
precise, and has always some real prototype. But in questions in the 
abstract sciences, so many quantities enter into the solution, some 
evanescent, others which language only vaguely expresses, that the 
writer is not always sure he understands himself, much less is he capa¬ 
ble of communicating his ideas to others ; the subtlety of his subject 
escapes through the imperfection of bis instruments. But tbougli 
they thus differ, it is not in their certainty, but our means of investi¬ 
gation. There can be no doubt that the foundation of moral distinc¬ 
tions and of our judgment in mailers of taste, depends as much on the 
immutable relations of nature as the properties of a triangle; and the 
only reason why mankind are not so unanimous in one case as the 
other, arises from the imperfection of language, and our couseqnent 
inability to communicate our ideas with equal precision. 

But these are too grave matters for us, and, besides, it is time to 
conclude. Some, indeed, may think we are here giving a practical 
illustration of our own precepts, and shewing how, by commencing 
with a sparkling anecdote, the reader may be drawn into a dull meta¬ 
physical disquisition. Others may think, under the pretext of giving 
hints to young authors, we have really been exposing the tricks of old 
ones. The latter opinion, however, wc disclaim ; for though we know 
that every calling has its artifices for catching the unwary, we have 
too much of the esprit de cotps to expose those of our own. 


W. 
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OJ^ HEADS. 

' ** Work with all the case amf speed you can> without breaking your lieads^ and 
be not BO industrious in starting Scrupies.*' '• Dryden. 

Heads ! a truly momentous name for tlie ^^front'' of an article? 
in the New Monthly! Oh, thou ambiguous word, in which so 
many ideas are comprehended! thou on which the greatest phi¬ 
losophers have philosophized, from whom all the philosophy has 
proceeded, and in whom all the philosophy is concentrated. Oh, 
thou box of knowledge ! thou emporium of reason ! thou bazaar 
of understanding! thou magazine of intellectualitv! thou con¬ 
glomeration of heterogeneous concoctions! how mucm is compre¬ 
hended in thy trifling four letters! Thou art as deceitful as every 
thing else, because thou sometimes art large and fair-proportioneo, 
and truly thou art worth nothing; and again, thou art smaU, and 
truly thou art great in value. How multifarious are tliy shapes! 
how wonderful arc thy organizations!—and how many more miracu¬ 
lous things could be said about thee ! But as I hope my paper 
will appear in the New Monthly Magazine, here must I pause, or 
I undoubtedly shall be pronounced to have thee peculiarly thick. 

Truly these reflections have been called to my mind by lately 
hearing of nothing but thee; and it was only the^otlier day that I 
wished from my heart that men had been oorn without thee, for 
which wickedness I afterwards was much grieved; nevertheless I 
have some reason for that w’ish, inconsiderate as it was. 

It was only last Friday when, strMched upon a delightful sofa 
after dinner, having placed the footstool also upon it, I was en¬ 
deavouring to take a siesta; and when I had flattered myself I 
had just lost my recollection, the door was hastily flung open, and 
in rushed a friend, (but who w'as any thing but one at tlxat mo¬ 
ment,) and Somnus, who had only paid me a visit on my most 
earnest entreaty, hastily snatched up his hat, and walked off with¬ 
out even bidding me good-bye. I certainly did not view Mr. 
R»—- with complacency, nor was it regained by his vociferous 
address. ” Ah, haroared he with the voice of a fisherman, 
« C-—, I have it! I have it! as plain as that Alexander had a 
nose; it *s certain! (applying his hand to the back of his head, 
and pushing oflF his hat)—feel it yourself. Didn’t I, on our jour¬ 
ney to Wales, walk off from the *Cat and Tinderbox’ without 
paying a farthing, because the landlord would charge for those 
pickles? Didn't I send back six pairs of hessians, and kick the 
man down stmrs with the last, because the bootmaker did not give 

me sufficient room for my excruciating conj? Didn’t I-^ 

“ For God’s sakc,^ said I, amazingly out of humour, ‘‘tell me 

what you arc talking about, R-“ Talking about ?” cried 

he, “ haven’t I been almost sure these two days, and an’t I sure 
now ? I—“ What the ^evil is it?” roared I, half rising up, 
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and kicking the footstool from the sofa. However, nothing could 
disturb his good-bumour. “What is it?"” he said; “why I’m 

convinced I h%ve me' organ of firmness. Dr.-” “ The what 

—“Only feel yourself; just put your hand there to the back of 
my head, and there—do you feel that bump ?—^no, not that one, 
that was ^ven to me by the watchman that night, you know— 
another proof of my firmness, by the by; no it’s this one—that 
Sir—^that’s the organ of firmness, as much developed in me as in 
any man. You may smile, but 1 have it. I could give you a 
thousand proofs; witness, when a child, my constant adherence to 

g reen apples and gooseberries, and my never tasting meat, merely 
ecause my nursery-maid told me it was good for me—^^1 firm¬ 
ness, Sir. Then again, didn’t I at school get heat till I was 
blind, and get flogged till I was flayed, before I’d learn my Coesar ? 
Didn't I faU in love with Miss T , and break off' the match 
because she let Simperton hand her to her carriage instead of me f 
and have I ever seen her more ? Didn't I the other night get 
pummelled by pickpockets, because, after they’d taken all the rest, 
I wouldn't give them the remaining shilling which I held in my 
hand ? Didn't I the other day—hum !—and isn't this firmness ? 
isn't this Alexandrian ? Isn’t-" “ Really,” said I, now com¬ 

pletely up, and getting into good-humour, “you have the organ of 
insanity very strongly developed. Drs. Gall and Spurzheim seem 
to have turned your brain !” “ Ah,” cried he, “you’ve no firm¬ 

ness, depend ujxm it. But good night; I’m afi’aid I’ve inter¬ 
rupted your nap.” So saying;*be took his hat, and was off’ like an 


arrow. 


My sleep was interrupted—I must pass my time in some other 
way. I determined on a visit to a young physician, who was 
entirely engrossed by the new theory of physiognomy. I knocked 
at his door—he was at home. I would not trouble the servant to 
announce me. I opened the parlour-door, but the occupant of the 
room was too busy to hear it. He was looking earnestly into the 
chimney-glass, with his hand on his forehead, and his finger and 
thumb on his temples. Just as I entered, he soliloquized thus: 

It won’t do! No, I have it not. Dr. Spurzheim—” He 
turned round—be saw me-rhc looked rather foolish. “ Pray, 
Doctor,” said I, “ what were you doing “ Doing ? why——” 
—he stopped. “ What!” said L casting my eye on a book witli 
the engraving of the heads of Memc and Shakspeare, “ still at 
physiognomy ?” “ Yes,” said he; “ and if you must know, I was 
trying to develope my organ of imagination a little more than it is. 
It is not ” (with a sigh) “ sufficiently large; but I am still young 
—finly twenty-three last December. I must have it; only wit¬ 
ness my nuns. I ’ll give you a few of them. The other day- 

I assurea him, I had heard and admired them. “ Ah!” said he, 
evidently pleased, “ you, C-, yo|l know what a good pun is; 
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pofidtively I hav'n’t seen ypiJ,—^You must diliQwith me. You 
nav’u’t tasted my Muscadclle, 1 think. Zooks, your friendship is 
extraordinarily developed, upon my soul, too; and*thc orran of 
amativeness is confoundedly large.* I see you’re a sad dog. 
What a cerebellum!” (I suppose this was intended for a compU- 
ment.) “ But, my dear fellow,” said he, did you ever see my 
wrinkles of thought T (making his eyebrows meet, and putting on 
the most formidable frown I ever saw.) “ There, do you see those ? 
Feel that! there, those going up to the forehead—they say that 
Byron has been stTewing up his forehead tliese five years, but 
can’t get them. No, they don’t belong to every one, Sir.—Very 
strong in me! arc they not ?”—I could bear it no longer. I shook 
hands with him, and departed, in spite of his begging me to let 
him examine my cranium, and declaring, as I ran to the door, 
that I’d as much veneration as the Archbisliop of Canterbury.” 

I hastened home; I liad to take my tea with a family. I dressed 
myself, and proceeded to the house. Most of my readers will 
know Avhat sort of party I mean, wlu^n I say that I was asked to 
take a quiet cup of tea. Quiet,” in that way, is generally syn- 
onimous with “ dull.” Two or three fathers and mothers bring 
their “ young folks,” drink tea, and depart; they are things that, 
unluckily, must happen in the best-ordered family. It was too 
early in the season to dance (for these ])artics arc as formal as 
others), and the only resource was ringing ‘ Canadian boat-songs/ 
and 

“ The pleasing uhisper of a lady's tongue." 

The party consisted of five old gentlemen, who were enti-ely 
taken up in discussing the politics of the day; as many old ladies, 
who were entirely taken up in discussing—any body’s business but 
their own; lour young men, who were entirely taken up in talking 
about themselves; and five young ladies (their pardon for mention¬ 
ing them last), who were entirely taken up in thinking about them¬ 
selves. 

“ Come now, my masters, is there not a sc-oi e V* 

I bad the honour of being placed next to one of the latter. She 
was what is called a sensible young lady, i. e, she now and then 
read something else than the last new novel.” I found it so to my 
cost. We were unintroduced; iftnd, according to English custom, 
remained silent. But on a sudden she turned round to me with 
a “ Pray, Sir, don’t you think my philo-progcniUveness very 
strong ?” “ Your what, Madam!” said I, with rather a rueful face, 
“ 1 suppose you read Gall and Spurzhcira ?” rejoined she. ‘‘ I 
have looked over it.”—Well, then, I think I’ve nhilo*progcni- 
tivencss very strong. I always have had a love for children. I’m 
sure I shall make a tender mother!” This was accompanied by a 
glance of the tendcrest nattfre. A new way, thought I, of ^t- 
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ting a husband: ^hyaognomy may he useful yet. “ A ball once 
set in motion woiddl go on for ever, if it were not for the friction,” 
says Archimedes: a young lady’^s tongue once set in motion, will 
go on for evor in spite or die friction; and it was so. “ Sure, 
you ’re a disdple,” She said, of the new doctrine. I’m sure —^ 
1 besged her pa^on, J was not a disciple. She continued, You 
will be one. I’m sure, when you hear me. 1 have discovered that 
my maid has cdvetiveness most liorridly developed. The poor 
girl has the most vehement derire to steal! Indera, she says, that 
in spite of all her endeavours, she has stolen a great many things 
already.” “Has she robbed you, ma’am?”said I. “Oh yes. 
Sir,” was the reply. “ Will die be transported or hung, ma’am ?” 
asked I. ** Neither, Sir. She has the organ of covetiveness, and 
steal she must—she was bom to * steal. The arbitrary laws may 
punish her, but it is not her fault.” “ Then,” said I, “ we ought 
to be blamed for np crimes ?” “ Undoubtedly not, Sir, our era- 

niums are in fault; thanks to physiognomy and Dr. Spurzheim.” 
—“ A delighttul doctrine, ma’am,” said I;—and luckily, one of 
the.five young ladies took upon herself to murder “ Auld Robin 
Gray.” I pleaded business, and hastened home, exclaiming with 
Burnet, “ These heads are of a mixed order;” and I wished I 
could conclude his sentence, by saying, that I only “ proposed 
such as were of a natural order.” A. A. 

fortune's fickleness. 

When kindling ruby in the goblet glances. 

Beneath the flash of joyous eyes, 

And the heart madly in tnc bosom dances 
To music ofmirtms revelries;— 

When wit like lightning shoots, and peals of laughter 
Round us with joyous thiinders roll,— 

Still, still a fear of sorrows to come after 
Will steal within and sting the soul. 

By trembling silence when the nymph confesses 
A mutual joy at love’s first kiss;— 

When with her blushing timidness she blesses 
Our arms, and steeps the soul in bliss ;— 

When cherubs form around their angel mother 
A lialo of domestic joy, 

A dread still lurks that soni^ark change may smolhcr 
Love’s light, and all our destroy. 

When the rapt miser gloats upon his treasure. 

Feasting his eyes and heart with gold ; 

When on the hero’s ear that throbs with pleasure, 

'!]^c shouts of victory are roll’d;— 

When patriots dare a tyrant’s frown undaunted, 

A nd nations, freed, their saviours bless. 

The miser, hero, j^atriot, still are haunted 

With thoughts of Fortune’s fickleness. 11 
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, (Continued from page 421.) 

Jvly 2.—^Reached Abbeville at nigli|:, passing over moats, forti¬ 
fications, and drawbridges, into towns of a most desolate and ante¬ 
diluvian aspect, stagnant as the ditches by which they were sur¬ 
rounded ; through whose streets the lazy stream of life hardly moved 
with sufficient activity to keep the grass from resuming possession of 
the soil. Some of the villages through which we passed, consisting 
of mud-built cottages, ^with holes in the roof for the admission of 
light, presented a miserable and disheartening aspect, sufficiently in 
keeping, however, with the half-staived lank sheep and gaunt long- 
legged pigs, whom we occasionally encountered on the road. The 
preponderance of weeds, and the general slovenly state of their agri¬ 
culture—the late hours at which (be husbandmen were labouring in 
the fields—the number of women and children whom we saw leading 
their cows by a string to pick up the scanty pittance of grass that 
skirled the road, all tended, on a superficial view, to impress convic¬ 
tions of a sterile country and siifFering population, of which, however, 
a little inquiry and reflection were sufficient to prove the fallacy. In 
point of agricultural proficiency France is indeed indisputably behind 
England; but as its excellence in the latter country is found to be 
compatible with universal distress, so may its inferiority in France 
co-exist with a great diffusion of rural comfort and competency. As 
to the sheep and pigs they were the breed of the country, not very 
comely indeed to the eye, but when we came to taste them they up¬ 
set Lavater's theory at once, and convinced us by their good qualities 
how wrong we should have been to judge them from their looks. 
Those husbandmen, whom we had pitied for working in the fields so 
unseasonably late, were mostly small proprietors, who preferred tbe 
cool of the evening to the heat of the day for cultivating their lands ; 
and we found that in France about one-third of the population was 
directly interested in the soil, while in England the same class scarcely 
constitutes one-seveuth of the inhabitants. The vagabond cows were 
the property of cottagers, whose children were providing a comfort¬ 
able dinner for themselves by supplying one to their horned com¬ 
panions ; and if it has been truly said of a country, not very remote 
from England, that man is the only plant that dwindles there/’ the 
reverse would appear to be applicable to this part of France, where, 
amid many marks of meagre vegetation and external penuiy^, the 
population were robust, well clotj^ even to superfluity, and univer¬ 
sally cheerful and gay. Even theiRggar-girls and boys that waltzed 
up the hills, by the side of our carrit^e, to the music of their own 
songs, seemed by their sleek looks and laughing ejes to be conscious 
that they were only making an experiment upon our credulity; though 
they were capable of assuming the true mendicant whine and studied 
woe-begone lace, if they failed of success in their more lively appeals; 
and cold and forbidding as tbe weather was at this period, we more 
than once saw the villagers assembled in the evening, and dancing on 
the damp ground with an air ol||)erfect enjoyment and hilarity. 
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At various stages of our journey we were pestered with applications 
from emnmimomlireSj as they are terihed, soliciting a preference for 
different inns on the road, and enforcing their respective recominen- 
datioDS with %ll the eloquem^ they could muster* One thrust a 
printed card into our hands, u^icb kindly reminded us that Abbeville 
was Sterne's favourite town : another claimed the same distinction for 
Montreuily adding, with a gracious and self-satisfied look, that he had 
had the pleasure of perusing his Sentimental Journey ; hut when we 
ventured in consequence to address him in English, he explained to us 
that he had read it in a French translation. A mounted supplicant of 
this sort followed us for two stages, and we only escaped him at last 
by knocking upliis horse. The sight of an English carriage entering 
a town drew half a dozen fresh solicitants, tossing their cards in at 
the window, and we wondered what could he the cause of this vehe¬ 
ment competition, till we bad paid one or two of the bills, when w'C 
discovered that the charges for the most trifiing refreshment made it 
well worth their while to employ a commissionaire. 

July 3.—Left Abbeville, after being detained two hours for horses, 
owing to our having omitted to order them the night before. This 
is one of the evils of the posting being a royal monopoly; and its mise¬ 
rable and defective appointment is another, for individual competi¬ 
tion would soon explode all the antiquated and cumbersome apparatus 
now used, resembling the appendages of a Caffrarian waggon, and 
substitute something less unworthy “ the great nation.'' Some of 
the stages have already been a little approximated to the English 
style, which they arc still immeasurably behind, and nothing can he 
conceived tnore unwieldy and barbarous than the vehicles by whicli 
the mail is conveyed. The clumsiness of the whole contrivance, 
added to the jack-boots and fantastical dress of the postilions, and 
the wild shaggy look of the horses employed, present a tout-ensem¬ 
ble so singularly grotesque, that one can hardly believe the parties 
to be in earnest, or that the inscription “ Celeriftres,” and “ Car¬ 
riage for the expedition of the royal mails,” cun he any thing but a 
burlesque, got up as a hoax upon travellers. The wonder is, that 
with such means and machines they should make the progress they 
do. In posting we averaged about five and a half English miles an 
hour, including stoppages, which were by no means short when we 
changed horses, the postilions moving with a most provoking delibe¬ 
ration, and frequently delaying to chat together before they started. 
It was obvious that time was no longer estimated by any class as it is 
among their commercial neighbors. It is stated in Espriella’s let¬ 
ters, that a pastry-cook in one great thoroughfares of London 

obtained an additional sale, to u considerable extent, by leaving a 
window open to the street, which instantly ceased when it was shut; 
so many people in that busy metropolis would toss down a passing 
penny, who would not spare themselves a minute for entering the 
shop. No difference would ever be perceived in Paris. 

July 4 ,—Arrived at Beauvais, whose houses, still more grotesque 
Md antiquated than any we had yet encountered, seemed only waiting 
for a decent excuse to fall down aii^ie of old age. No new ones 
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appeared to be building in any direction ; and we more than once con¬ 
trasted this stagnation with th^ perpetual enlargement and alteration 
of London, but we must not too hastily receive thid activity as an in¬ 
dication of prosperity or increasing population. From* the slightness 
of its construction an English house^ soon becomes superannuated, 
^nd must of necessity be rebuilt; a French one will outlast half 
a dozen generations of the flimsy edifices that spring up around 
our suburbs like mushrooms, and shake all over with apprehen¬ 
sion if a heavy carriage drives briskly past them. There is reason, 
too, to believe that our capital, which a French writer pronounces 
to be no longer a city, but a province covered with houses, is 
enlarged at the expense of the country towns; its dispropor¬ 
tionate si/c is a derangement of the system—a disease analogous 
to hydrocephalus in the human frame, where the swelling of the bead 
only indicates the disordered and weakened state of the whole body. 
When Home contained seven millions of inhabitants, she already be¬ 
gan to totter with her own overgrown weight; and when Athens at¬ 
tained the summit of renown in arts and arms, she did not enrol 
above thirty thousand free citizens. Desolation seemed to sit brood¬ 
ing over the few chateaus w'e passed, which had a most forlorn and 
disconsolate aspect, presenting here and there their plantations of un¬ 
derwood and young consumptive-looking trees, instead of the noble 
avenues and hoary oaks which we are accustomed tUf expect in Eng¬ 
land ; while wild meagre grass running up to the very walls was sub¬ 
stituted for green velvet lawns; and the ponderous outside wooden 
blinds, always of a dirty white colour, and always shut, imparted to 
the whole an uninhabited air. Some little improvement in the scenery 
.became perceptible as we approached Paris, but the general charac¬ 
teristics remained unchanged ; and as we passed through tracks of 
corn, and along deserted roads, almost up to the barriers of the capi¬ 
tal, we looked round in vain for the innumerable sylvan cottages and 
tasteful villas generated by the wealth of London, which, like a 
mighty and exhaustless fountain not only enriches the immediate spot 
where it springs up, but scattering its refreshing dews on every side, 
fertilizes and beautifies the country for miles round. In approaching 
Paris we saw nothing that deserved the name of a villa;—we stepped 
at once, as it were, out of the silent lonely fields into a noisy and 
bustling capital; and if the aspect of Calais, and of the provinces 
through wdiich we had hitherto passed, appeared to have carried us 
back two or three centuries, we seemed, upon our entrance into Paris, 
to have jumped forward at least .as much. The rattling wheels of 
equipages, cabriolets, and hacki»»coaches—^the cries of numerous 
hawkers and pedlars—the denser population—the rows of shops with 
their handsome signs and fantastical decorations, soon convinced us 
that we were traversing a great and busy city; and as we passed un¬ 
der the noble gate of St. Denis, to the spacious Boulevards, flanked 
with double rows of trees, and crossed the Place Vendome with tts 
bronze column to our hotel in the Rue St. Honor6, beholding op 
every side lofty edifices of fine design, and stately streets of stone, 
we felt as instant a convictioq^at it was a gay and magnificent capi- 
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tal* This would be conceded under any circumstances, but the im* 
pressiou is rendered more vivid by cohtrast, and the imaginary leap 
of time to which I have alluded arises from comparing the«. antique, 
Gothic, baUl^ented, .projcctjng wooden and brick edifices to which 
the traveller has been accustomed, with the modern, elegant, lofty, 
classical mansions of stone which be encounters at every turn in Paris* 
A walk on the morning after our arrival delighted us with the vari¬ 
ety of grandeur which was accessible within the immediate vicinity 
ot our hotel* As a'^iece of modern architecture, the louvre is justly 
rated high, to^d the facade which looks up the river, with its open 
gallery and beautiful colonnade, is truly admirable, though it has 
been objected that the almost Doric plainness of the lower hardly ac¬ 
cords with the rich Corinthian of the upper part* In the Place Ca¬ 
rousel stands the arch built by Napoleon, formerly surmounted by the 
celebrated Venetian horses; but it is every way unwortff^the majestic 
by which it is surrounded*' Here, as elsewhere, our eyes were 
offended with the sombre cfi'cct produced by the closed shutters or 
blinds of the building; but they were not much recreated by the few 
that were left, open, for the coarse quality and dirty colour of the 
glass, as well as the clumsy construction of the frames, seemed totally 
inconsistent with Ernglish notions of a palace. In this species of 
finish the French buildings are universally defective, and a third-rate 
tradesman in the Borough Road would be utterly ashamed of the win¬ 
dows with which Napoleon and the Bourbons have contented them¬ 
selves* So much do our notions of luxury depend upon habit and as¬ 
sociation* ^ For the present we had not leisure to feast our eyes with 
the treasura of art deposited in the halls and saloons of tbc Louvre, 
but passed through the spacious but antiquated Thuileries, on the 
centre of whose lofty roof the white flag was flouting the sky, into 
the front gardens, with their numerous marble statues, formal par¬ 
terres of flowers, circular fountains and stone basons for gold and 
silver fish and swans, clipped avenues, rectilinear plantations of ches- 
nut and lime, and regularly distributed boxes of orange, pomegranate, 
oleander, and rose laurel trees, all trained by tonsure into a circular 
form. This 1 found less offensive to the eye than I had antici|>ated, 
and though I would never defend verdant sculpture, and the introduc¬ 
tion of peacocks, pyramids, and griflins of evergreen, yet I cannot 
help thinking, that, with certain limitations, the French style may be 
very appropriate in the immediate precincts of such a palUce as this. 
Statues and architectural decorations evince that we are still within 
the verge of the court j—it would too sudden a transition to emerge 

all at once from the most elaborai||||^riumphs of art to the blankness 
of unassisied Nature. The hand M mtm should still be rendered per¬ 
ceptible, until, as we recede from the scene of its exertion, we re¬ 
lapse gradually into the unadorned scenery of the country. As far as 
was practicable, this has been realized at the Thuileries. A succes- 
sioii of noblogateways, entrances, and terraces, surmounted by bold 
statues and marble horses that appear to be leaping into the air, con¬ 
duct you through the beautiful Place Louis Qutnze, affording a fine 
view of the Palace of the Deputies |||pd other handsome buildings. 
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until you find yoursolf on the broad, far-extending,.and well-planted 
causeway, which leads to the Champs Elysoes, the ^venue of Neuilly, 
and the ^triumphal arch which crowns the hill and clpses the view. 
This is assuredly a noble assemblage objects, to which the clear¬ 
ness «)f the sky, and freshness of the vegetation, gave full eftcct; 
and as 1 bad been reading Ariosto in the morning, I could almost 
imagine that 1 beheld a realisation of some of his descriptions. 

Retracing our steps, we crossed over to the Palais Royal, another 
vast piece of architecture, forming an oblong square, whose enclosure, 
of about six acres, is laid out in parterres, and fonnal rows of 
trees, with a jet d'eau in the centre; while the whole of its lower 
arcade is divided into innumerable shops, and its upper stories, as 
well as subterranean abodes, devoted to all imaginuhit* pur])oses of 
business, amusement, and profligacy. As I rccalied the fate of its 
first owner, recollections of the various scenes which had been enact¬ 
ed on the spot whore I was standing crowded into my iiiiud ; but we 
had no time to indulge them, even if the succession of new objects 
would have permitted reflection, for we proceeded to inspect the 
brazen column in the Place Veiidome, In its cftect, when contem¬ 
plated at a little distance, 1 was much disappointed. Its proportions 
are not majestic ; the reliefs, with which it is encrusted, roughen its 
outline, and give it the appearance of a huge trunk of a tree ; the 
eagles at the bottom are sparrows ; the gallery at the top is a mise¬ 
rable tin-looking affair, anri the summit, whicli is conical, but should 
certainly have been flat, forms a very unsatisfactory finisli, not im¬ 
proved by the dirty white flag that crowuis it. T^apoleon’s statue, 
fifteen feet high, was doubtless a handsomer termination ; but nothing 
could ever have enabled it to bear a comparison with our Monument, 
the most beautiful piece of architecture in J.ondon, though nearly in¬ 
visible from ils unfortuiiale position. Columns on this large scaie 
must always ha\e a heavy elicct if they be not fluted, and tlie dingy 
colour of that in the Place V^eiidome aggravates this tendency. I am 
aware that in that case, the elaborate basso-relievo must have been 
sacrificed, (wdiicli, liow'cver, is already iinintelligible except in the 
circles inimediatcly above the base;) and that the example of Trajan’s 
column may be pleaded ; but this is a question of taste and opinion, 
not of precedent. On approaching it, the defects become less ob¬ 
vious and the merits more so ; for, independently of the value of the 
material and the historical associations w hich it awakens, the work¬ 
manship on the plinth, and as far up the shaft as it can be distinctly 
followed, is exquisitely delicate aitdspirited, though w'e may doubt 
the good taste of the hussar-bool||pnd jackets which have been so 
liberally introduced upon the former. 1 was as'-urt'd, that, in order 
to prove its stability at the time of its completluu*, a rope w’as carried 
from its siinunit to the Rue de la Paix, and that twelve stout horses 
could not displace a fragment of the consolidated mass. It is im¬ 
possible not to attach a profound interest lo this monument, when we 
reflect, that from its durability it will probably c arry down to the 
remotest ages the name and exploits ol the exlracmlinary man by 
whom it was erected, and proi|^ when we and many generations to 
vox.. II. NO. XII. 
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succeed us shall have perished and become forgotten^ the same source 
of inquir}''and adijniration to races yel unborn, that Trajan’s pillar 
now is to us. ^Nor fs it easy to forget the terrific scenes in Avhich the 
materials we behold were onc^' such fatal actors, in the form of can¬ 
non ; but, as the representations of the victories in which they were 
taken, are seen winding spirally up the thickly-embosscd shaft before 
us, we can almost fancy that we hear the roar of their brazen mouths, 
vomiting out fire at^ thunder ; while through the dust and smoke we 
discover waving bankers and gleaming swoi'ds, and catch tlie neighing 
of steeds, the groans of the wounded, and the deafening shouts of 
victory. Such are the associations this trophy appears to awaken in 
the minds of the French, and they are proud of it, in proportion as 
they are blind votaries of the false glory which it illustrates. The 
most common engraving exhibited on the Boulevards and the difierent 
walls of Paris, is a representation of this pillar, with the inscription— 
“ Ah! who is not proud of being a Frenchman, when lie beholds 
this column?”—while a youth is delineated in an heroic attitude 
swearing to conquer or die at its foot. With a self-satisfied incon¬ 
sistency peculiar to this country, one of the warriors is holding the 
while flag at the base, and the same irrefragable evidence of the 
futility of all their conquests is seen waving at top.—A ramble on 
the Boulevards afforded us the same subject of delight with which 
we had been struck in the gardens of the Thiiilleries,—fresh and ver¬ 
dant vegetation, as well as beautiful flowers, in the very heart of the 
city, forming a pleasing contrast to the dingy leaves and sickly 
aspect o^ie London gardens ; and wherever we could get a view of 
any extent, sharp and distinctly-defined masses of stoue-buildings 
stood out in the clear atmosphere, with a lucid effect never to be 
observed in our smoky metropolis. Having seen in the course of a 
short morning’s walk a richer assemblage of palaces, gardens, 
statues, magnificent hotels, noble streets of stone, and extensive 
avenues of trees, than we could have viewed in the whole circuit of 
London, we returned to our hotel profoundly impressed with the 
grandeur of what wc had witnessed, and anticipating not less delight 
from the vast portion of the city which yet remained unexplored. 


SONG. 

Love, like die hutierUy, lakes wing, 

He courts the rose but to forsake ; 

Ah ! tlien bevvare^his treacherous »tiiig, 

V^'liicli knaves the fester'd heart to break! 

But friendship has the ivy’s truth, 

And closer iwines when tempests lour : 
It takes its root in early youth, 

And blossoms in life’s latest hour. 
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THANKS‘ron A place! 

• « 

An old Boroogh-recve served a j)olitlc Duke, 

And proved, by so doing, | wise man j 

l^'or the politic Duke opportunity took 
To make his frieiid's son an exciseman. 

Dick, led by his father, the Nobleman saw. 

And certainly well to behave lucunt, 

With many a how he put out his fore pailv, 

And scraped his liind leg on the pavement. 

“ 1 conic. Sir, to thunk you, hut feel here a burr; 

At speaking I be but a fresli iiii;” 

The Borough-reeve whisper'd—“Boy, don’t call him Sir, 
Vour Grace is the proper expression.’^ 

*'When feylher. Sir, told me I’d gotten the place, 

1 skipt like a colt in a paddock — 

“ Sir, again ?” cried the faiher,—*“ You fool! say Your Grace- 
Say Your Grace—you ’re as deaf as a haddock !“ 

Thus tutor’d, the sou of the old Borough-reeve 
Cried out, with a pious endeavour,— 

“ For what we arc going this day to receive. 

The Lord make ua thankful for ever!” 


ON Arrr.cTA'i ION in rouTit aitittik. 

Theiie is no one branch of tlie Fine Arts in wliiclt thcreijiso much 
t)f barefaced affectation and bad taste as in p)rtraiture. ^Vhether 
this arises from the vulgar inclinations and jterverted tastes of* llie 
painted, or fioin the want of cajiacity and invention of the j^ainU 
it is not onr purpose to inejuire. "J'hal lliese errors arc thick as 
tlie leaves in spring, no one can doubt who glances bis eye round 
the walls of an exhibition-room, or an amateur’s gallery—tltrongh 
the portfolios of our illustrators, or at the windows of Colnaghi or 
Moltcno. 

There are several eras, or ratJier scdiools, in the affectation al¬ 
luded to. The first is the Lely, or wig-aiid-armour affectation. 
Hogarth has ridiculed this humorously enough in his “ Marriage 
a la Mode,” where you may perceive the portrait ol‘ an officer of 
rank in a flowing wig and armour, grasping in his lady-like hand 
the lightning of Jupiter: it looks for all the world like an em¬ 
bodied imagination of the 

“ Brave Dalhousie, that great god of war. 
Lieutenant-colonel to the Earl of Mar.” 

There is a portrait extant of Cotton, which makes Hogarth’s exag¬ 
geration hardly a caricature, a man celebrated only for being an ang¬ 
ler of Isaac Walton’s sclujol,and a writer of piscatory eclogues (or, as 
a punning friend calls them, vioXiiV-logs), dressed most impregnably 
in armour, and inundated with a heavy fall of wig, or, as the same 
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friend observes, wearing his fine horso-hair fishing-lines about his 
head and shoulders, to the great terror of all young jacks in the 
water who hoiW to became pik^s. The second is the lady, of cherry- 
and-parrot aflectation. The -third, the Reynolds, or lamb-and- 
shepnerdess affectation. The fourth, the Jervas, or wig, or night¬ 
cap and bed-rtK)ni affectation. Some portraits in this style are 
indisputably vulgar, ill-looking, and almost disgusting. No man 
appears like a hero to his valet; nor docs a man kx)k much like a 

E oet or a philosoplier in his nlght-slilrt. Franklin himself must 
avc looked like an ostler lo the night-niare, in his white shirt and 
republican red night-cap; or a surly landlord, disturbed by his 
first-floor lodger ringing to get in. Wc remarked that these por¬ 
traits were almost disgusting; there is one that is so : it is that ot 
Pliillips, the cider-celebratcr. His filthy cap is falling flusliily 
on one side of an entirely bald head; he has too a low, collarlcss, 
skin-fitting jerkin, opening the ban? breast to the eye; and if, 
reader, thou knowest him from his butcher, wliy tJieu his splen¬ 
did shillwg^^ was a Brummagem l)allad-hallpeuny. Even the 
fine-tasted Addison could not keep himself out of the liands of 
this aficctation. There is a |X)rtrait of him by Jervas ; the counte¬ 
nance looks modest, and unambitious of effect; but look at the 
externals: the wig is white, flowing, and j)rofuse, and has a more 
daring Icngtli of curls than mined Absalom. You would sur¬ 
mise, if you look no farther, that he has just slipped away from 
Queen Anne s dull drawing-room to unloose his brilliant mind ; 
but you see that he has only unloosed his waistcoat with sleeves, 
and altogether it is a very half-drcst and lialf-disagi'eeable portrait. 
The fifth is the Knellcr, or wry-wigged affectation; lor whicli see 
the lieads and perukes of Swift, Sterne, Gay, and I’ope with liis 
finger thrust under one. The sixth is the Romney, or white-cap 
affectation; for winch sec Thonison, who Icniks as glum and surly 
as Mr. Giblet in fly-blowing weather; Cowpei*, who seems as if he 
had just got out of bed to jivoid his physician ; Dilworth, the 
awfulness of whose boy-cx)ni])ellii»g brow, that Itioks big and burly 
with the threatening terrors of wliolc ])rooD)S of bireh, is softened 
off* into something like a safe consciousness that he is nothing 
higher than human, or else men and ginls might tremble as 
much as ‘‘apple-munching’” boys; and Farrance, whose while 
wonder (on a cemk’s liead) assures us of cleanly patties aiid 
savoury, and might almost have quieted the cook-shaving appre¬ 
hensions of his late Majesty. The seventh is the modern, <ir 
the most suix^rlative affectation; hut this we shall leave untouched 
for some future paper ; and as the Academy is now lik-ely to be¬ 
come a gallery for the exhibition of portraits only, we shall not 
want matter for remark. 

There are several other affectations, but not of any particular 
schot)l: there is one, however, which must not be forgotten, 
namely, that of painters, in their personal portraits, not seeming 
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what they arc. This is the very Mount Ossa of affectation. What 
should we have thought if the glorious images of the imaginary 
and the^eal great of old had come down in equivocal actions and 
appearances—Hercules resting on a| tiynpike-gate instead of on 
his club ; Homer stringing a kite instead of a lyre; Demosthenes 
ducking and draking the pebbles he cured his imj)cdiment with, 
instead of standing like a god, with outstretched arms, command¬ 
ing the waves to silence; Apollo jarring a j^cstle atid mortar, in¬ 
stead of reining-in the glorious strength ol' his ]>awing steeds; 
Scipio dusting his sandals, like a Ilond-street beiui, with the walk¬ 
ing-stick he was named after, instead of shewing an arm that was 
the stay and young strength of his hither's old age ? It is too silly 
to be thought seriously of; and an ingenious friend of ours, think¬ 
ing as we do, and holding it in the like humorous conlcmpi, has 
ridiculed it very pleasantly: he is modest enough (a rare virtue 
among artists) to think that lie has a fine hand in notliing so 
much as in drawing a cork, and has made a sketch of himself, 
where he is very sedentarily seated bcfijrc his easel, with a 
bottle of champagne botAreen liis knees, screwing in a corkscrcAV, 
and screwing up his mouth, Arith a most intense look of blended 
expectation and jierseveranec. You can see in it that he lias 
either a noble tliirst for glory,or for champagne; and that nothing 
short of the attainment of Ins ambition will satisly his soul. In 
the back-ground, on the riglit, Geraixl Dow is touching his viol 
(Ic ^umha with great conqilaccncy, and Avithout even a latent 
suspicion, or the slightest betraying, of liis real profession ; and on 
the left, Uubens is seen carrying home liis oAvn venison, with a 
most ])orter-like perplexity of personal doubt as to his oAvn iden¬ 
tity, leaving you to decide whetlier lie looks most like a porter or 
a |)aintcr ; and seems to be going off before you can jpveyour opi¬ 
nion, sucking either his own thumb or the toe of the dead deer l>y 
the way. This is a pleasant mode of .satirizing absurdity, and abso¬ 
lutely tells better than the critics thong, or the connoisseur's 
table-talk. 

But you ask, what is affl'ctation in portraiture ? Whatever is 
forced, uneasy, out of nature in action or ex]ircssion, or foreign to 
the picture, is affectation. Here is an illustration of it, though 
not so extravagant a one as many which we have met with. Look 
at this portrait of Hamlet Winstanley, an engraver, ‘‘ who learned 
to draw under the Knellcrs, being designed ibr a painter,” a very 
bad design not well executed, for what designs might not have 
tortured the eye of taste from a man who could at the outset write 
himself down an ass.^ Such a man could not be safely trusted to 
illustrate an Old Bailey execution, for his vanity would make him 
play the principal figure in it. You can see in his face and body 
that lie cares not for his art; tlie only art that is in his mind is that 
of shewing himself off to the most coxmoisseur-kiliing advantage. 
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He is at his easel; his pallet is duly displayed, and there is all the 
usual cant-attitudf? which no artist in that act falls into; conse¬ 
quently it is an affectation. But \vc will pass this; and^now let 
us look at this rich lengthy jicarf tliat passes over the left arm, 
and falls gracefully in folds from the snoulder. What has an 
Englishman in his morning-gown and velvet cap to do with a 
scarf? He might as well have had his clothes-bag slung there. 
It may be said that it is not so agreeable an t)bject ; but it is 

a uite as necessary to the man and the picture. What w'ould be 
muglit of a man's grandmotlier, if, upon being introduced 
to her for the first time, she were found in a studied attitude stir¬ 


ring a premeditated pudding (the thing she had most reputation 
for designing), and, the more to strike with admiration of her 
taste or of lier extravagance, having her shoulders arrayed in a 
hcar-skin, whose inmate had been taught to dance by her father 
W^hy it Avould he thought that she looki‘d very fierce and fixdish ; 
and this scarf-wearing young gentleman painter is equally false- 
tasted, fantastical, and f*op])ish. 

Three or four seasons back there was a large jricture exhibited 
in tlie Academy, in which affectation was pourtrayed to the life. 
A middle-aged, ugly-looking, bc-specLicled gentleman, was seen 
seated in what appeared to he the foreground of a forest with a 
black sky in the distance, and every indication of an approaching 
coachlcss shower, jAaying his bass-viol witli a Tutnmy-and-Harry- 
don’t-earcishness of manner, that was very distressing to one who 
Had reatl the pathetic narration of* llu' sliirt-rcnding amsequences 
connected with such a spirit oi mng-froid. ^J'lic first sensation we 
fell on seeing this gentleniaii was one of humanity, the second of 

1 »olitencss ; and wc were very unconsciously about to offer him the 
oan of our best \vator-pnK>f hat, till an elbowing gentleman jogged 
us out of the illusion, by asking us wlm Mr. Tomkins was, the 
multiplied portrait of whom appeared in all corners of the great 
room, with a most Protean variety of visage, and perplexity of 


person. 

But you ask, what is bad taste in portraiture ? Any ex¬ 
pression, irrelevant object, exaggeration in dress, or harsh and 
violent action which is not affectation and yet is not natural, that is 
displeasing to the eye, or that disagrees with sensible notions of 
propriety, or that mars the harmony and grand tone of the design, 
is bad taste. There is a Scylla and Charyhdis (affectation and bad 
taste) wdiich our artists have to steer between; and though there 
is sea-room enough in tlie middle current for even the great Le¬ 
viathans of the art to work their way sidbly through, yet they are 
usually to be found floundering on the one or the other. 

To say truly, this is the age of affectation, A man will not 
write an apology to his tailor, unless you allow him to sit in the 
attitude of the latest portrait of Lord Byron; or sing a manly 
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English song without mincing it Tuscanly; or wear his shirt-collar, 
unless it hangs by his cheeks like a white gr^liound s ears; or 
comb ifts hair, unless it be with the Milton division running up 
tJie middle; or bow to a bailiff* oiq Sunday, or the parish-beadle 
out of church, unless it be in imitation of a high personage ; or 
eat a bunch of currants without contrasting them for an hour with 
the whiteness of his fingers, and the redness of his ruby ring; or 
blow his flute or his fire, but with an air; or be disapjKjinted of 
Jiis clean linen, without venting his spleen in satire. In good 
truth, the wholesome manliness of England is gone or going; its 
hair of strength (like Sampson’s) is shorn; it has lolled so long in 
the lap of pleasure (its mistress Dalilah) that the Philistines have 
at last bound it hand and foot; not that such restrictions arc ne¬ 
cessary, for it lias no strength left but what shews itself in burly 
words and iio-ineaning bluster. The agi' is in its dotage. Imbe¬ 
cility of body, effeminacy of manners, uffectition, and great-girl¬ 
ishness, are perceivable in all its limbs and nK)tions. It is a starch- 
od-collared, man-stayed, Frencb-dancing, Italian-squalling, sight¬ 
seeing, splendour-loving, over-excited, and sated age. And it is 
with nations, as with individuals, w'ho are intense in their love of 
pleasure; they at last grow over-exquisite, eft'eniiiiate, and careless 
of every thing that is not momentary and pleasurable. Hut to 
return. 

To do our modern portrait-painters justice, they have not the 
fine originals to paint from whieli tlieir more fortunate prt*cursors 
had; and this (hey are cither conscious of', and make up by affe(% 
tation what is deficient in naliirc; or the originals iheniseJves make 
up for them, by assuming wluit is not thelr’s, and running out 
into all stirts of (?xtravagam*cs of body and feature, making a youth 
of age, and passing flattery for the sterling truth. When wc 
](X)k at the fine unadulterated Saxon faces of Gower, Lydgate, 
Occlcvc, Chaucer, and their contemporaries; at the more mixed, or 
half Saxon, half native, heads of the Elizabellian age; or^t the 
decidedly English ones of the Cromwell period, (the Sydneys, 
Miltons, Hampdens, Fairfaxes, and Viines,) our modern heads 
are left far in the shade. The untawdry splendour or plain ele¬ 
gance of their costume, the unstudied expressiveness of their high- 
minded faces, and tlieir native ease, grace, and manly unaftected- 
iiess of attitude and appearance, look our living faces clean out of 
countenance. The first shew like men of intellect and greatness 
caught unconsciously and by chance glancing out of their open 
windows; and the latter, like heauor^ literary and finical, bare¬ 
facedly gloating on themselves in their hxiking-glasscs. 

To say, however, that there are no mcxlcrn fine heads, would be 
like denying that the heavens have no superior stars sprinkled 
about them; but how few there arc of them ! These wc should be 
thought invidious by enumerating; but we still think that the pre- 
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sent age does not abound in fine subjects for portraiture. If we 
look Ixick to Shakspeare’s time, or tne nearer day of Milton, we 
shall find that there is a decided superiority in the appeafknee of 
the [portraits of that time. iTlfcey were such as we shall not find in 
the ride on Sundays ; nor at the levee at St. Jameses; nor on one 
of Sir Thomas Lawrence’s canvasses. Female beauty we have in 
as great perfection as ever; but manly, intellectual, and expres¬ 
sive faces, in the male sex, are rare. There is a great absurdity in 
introducing any thing which is defective, or that gives piun, in a 
portrait. There is an amusing anecdote of Dr. Johnson on tliis 
subject. Reynolds, in liis celebrated portrait, had painted him 
closely applying his eyes to a book, as was his manner in reading; 
but the surly Doctor remonstrated against having his personal de¬ 
fects exposed in so evident a manner: to soothe liim, it was told 
that Sir Joshua, in a portrait of himself, had introdueed the ear- 
trumpet, which he was from another infirmity in the habit of 
using; but this would not satisfy the fretted Colossus of learning: 
“ lie might, if he liked it, be called Deaf Reynolds, but no one 
should call him BlinJchiff Sam.'* The Doctor was in the right. 

We have thus laid down some principles of taste, and have 
shewn what is affected in portraiture: tliesc may be of a flimsy 
structure, but they arc our own ; for we confess, without racking, 
that we have never read Mr. Alison on Taste, nor do wc intend it 
till we have ■ done with taste: wc have preferred to fabricate a new 
code (we should prefer to say coat) of our own, tliough of coarse 
and ruilc materials, to using that gentleman’s at second-hand. 
And now we cannot take leave better than by remarking, in the 
manner of Lord Chesterfield,—that it is much easier to pick a 
hole in a man’s coat than to sew a button on it. 

C. B- 


SONG.- rnOM THE ITALIAN. 

In yoTuler grove of myrtle straying, 

1 saw a (lajnscl and a child, 

Joy on his frolic brow was playing. 

Her cheeks were pale, her looks were wild j 
Oft as he cull’d the dewy Howers, 

His playful gambols she forbid. 

And if he roved to distant bowers. 

His steps controll’d, his wand’rings chid. 

Time pass’d away on airy pinion. 

When lo! I met the nymph alone. 

The child had fled her harsh dominion. 

And hopeless she was left to moan : 

To learn the damsel’s name I strove. 

And his who shunn’d her prying eye. 

The truant child 1 found was Love, 

The weeping mourner Jealousy. 

M. 
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Now lloApitality, to cheer the gloom 
or winter, luvltation senJti ahro&ll: 

'^Tbo rural housewife lays the annuiil Uoek 
Of Christmas on the hearth; and l)iau a blaze' 
l-)f tenfold brightuess glad its sable spt-l; 

Tlien sprucely docks the windows with fresh sprigs 
Of over-greens, triumphant o'er the storms 
Of fading time, while ever social mirth 
And rival kindness load the smoking hoard ; 

And ljoistci* 0 M 8 sport and heavy dance resonnd ”—The Year, 

Ami UST tlic vs intr\ desolation of the present month, the reinein- 
hiaiice of a season once anticipated in Joyous hope by all ranks of 
j>ci>ple, recurs to Ihe lovers of “ Aidd liiug syne”—to those who 
reinenil>er with what pleasure they once welcomed its cldll atnio- 
splitTc and snow storms with the vivid rapture of youth. Even in this 
huge city, the mciiiory of its festivities is not yet wholly extinguished* 
But in the remote parts of tlie island it is still hailed as the period of 
enjoyment—it is still marked by genial appearances; and round the 
social hearth on Christnias-eve, the less artificial inhabitants of the 
country will he found as Burns describes them: 

The lasses feat, an’ cleanly neat, 

More braw than when they ’rc fine ; 

Their faces blythc, fu’ sweeuv kylhe, 

Hearts leal, an’ warm, an’ icin: 

Tlio lads sae trig, wi' woocr-babs. 

Wed knotted on their garteti, 

Sonic unco blate, an’ some wi’ gabs, 

(jar lasses licurls gang starlin. 

Whiles fast at niglit. 

Chi'isimas is supposed by some to be founded on the Saturnalia * of 
the Romans, and was distinguished a century or two ago by its “ festi¬ 
val of fools.” The mummeries practised at that season were performed 
in disguises made with the skins of animals; and the lower orders, 
who could not afford masques and dresses, daubed their faces with 
soot, the sexes changing clothes. The Saiurnaiia were celebrated in 
a similar manner. Such a resemblance, and the obvious policy of 
transmuting tfie heathen festivities into rejoicings of some kind, aftef 
the introduction of Christianity, that the people might not be de¬ 
prived of their customary pleasures, gives a plausible ground for sup¬ 
posing that the early Christians availed themselves of the opportunity 
to establish a/efe in honour of the birth of their founder. But this 
can only be conjecture, like a thousand other opinions we read of the 
same nature, and must forever remain so. The decision of the ques¬ 
tion, indeed, might gratify curiosity, but could be of no utility to the 
interests of mankind. It is a more pleasing occupation to dwell on 
the celebration of Christmas at later periods among ourselves, to go 
over ground that is interesting from its proximity to our own, and to 
realize the agreeable feeling always excited in the human bosom at 

* See New Mon. Mag. vok K p- l*15i on the origin of the celebration of Christmas. 
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the contemplation of every thing, h(vwever insignificant, which is 
tinged with the gr^y melancholy of age. 

In London, as in all great citi^, particularly in those whichftre com¬ 
mercial, where strangers coE.tinpally arrive, and new customs are daily 
introduced, observances of k nature similar to those formerly kept at 
Christmas must soon be lust. That season is accordingly marked 
here by few of the pleasantries and simple enjoyments with which it 
is even now characterized in the country. The merchant and shop¬ 
keeper are absorbed in traffic and the closing up of their accounts; 
and but a short space is devoted to that drunkenness and gluttony 
among the lower orders, which are the besetting sins of the time. 
The genuine cockney, however, though on the verge of bankruptcy, 
considers it a moral duty to spend his creditors’ guinea for a fat 
turkey on Christmas-day; which, with a plenary potation of some 
kind of liquor, a minute fraction within the quantity necessary to 
produce ebriety, among the more sober citizens, and a fraction beyond 
It, among those less concerned as to outward deportment, completes 
the annual memorial of the time. The canaille may be seen, as 
usual when ryoicing^ in all the sty-grovelling stupidity of the most 
inexcusable sensuality, reeling from lamp-pt>st to lamp-post. The 
gin-shops overflow with ragged visitants and the bloated porter- 
drinkers, saturating themselves with doses of coi^ulvs indicfnSy and di¬ 
vers adulterating narcotics which muddle the brain and clog the 
circulation, fill every pot-house. lnloxicat<Hl draymen, dustmen, 
and butchers’ attendants, hie to the suburbs to fight their dogs ; 
and, finally, to light among themselves. St. Giles's vomits forth 
its mass of vice and contamination, mingled with the filth and vo¬ 
ciferations of drunken Irish barrow-women and wretches squalid 
and hectic from dram-drinking. 

Such is a London Christmas-kceping.—Among viands once com¬ 
mon there at this season plum-puddings and mince-pies are still found, 
and must probably will long remain, on the score of their intrin¬ 
sic value to gastronomists. Paiitoinimic representations are prof¬ 
fered at tliat time in theatrical entertainments, to attract such little 
children and their parents as can afl'ord to laugh at them hut once 
a-year. In London, no yule-log now blazes in tlie contracted clitm- 
neys as in days of yore on its once ample hearths, no yule-songs arc 
sung, and the w'assail-bowl, as in most parts of the country, is 
quite forgotten. The hearty, but natural and simple merriment of 
the rustic, lias no parallel in such over-grown congregations of men ; 
and the festive activity of the (Christmas hall-dance, where 

Jest and y(mthfnl jollity. 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Kods and becks, and wreathed smiles, 

once abounded, has taken its flight, and left nothing half so heart- 
cheering behind. Thus mortal customs perish like those who were 
observers of them, hut only with a little less rapidity. 

But the celebration of (fliristinas in London was formerly marked 
wdtli 


-pomp and feast, and revelry, 

\V iih masque and .“uitique pageantry. 



* 


Chrktmais^ 




Tlie Lord of Misrule, a personage whose origin is lost in the o1>- 
scurity of years, superintenHed the sports in every nobleman’s and 
gentleiuAn’s house. Each parish had also a rul^r o^ sports with the 
same title. The Lord Mayor of LoiAoikand the Sheriil's were not be- 
hiud-haud in these jocularities, and, bsides a /ool, they had each a 
sovereign of niuinmeries on their establishments. His reign began on 
All-hallows eve. Even royal authority afterwards sanctioned the use 
of these officers, whose post always continued until the eve of the 
Furitication. During the entire period of his sway, Stow says, there 
were “ fine and subtle disguisiogs, masks, and mummeries.” 

King Edward the Sixth appointed one George Ferrers to hold the 
office. This man was a “ poet, lawyer, and historian,” and was the 
first styled “ Lord of the Pastimes.” Even the grave lawyers of Lin¬ 
coln’s Inn doffed their solior habits at Christmas; they, too, had a 
King of Christinas-day with his attendants, who presided in their 
hall; and so earnest were they in these matters, that on Childermass- 
day they elected another officer, who presided with attendants in a 
similar manner, and was styled ‘‘ King of the Cockneys.”-^ The gen¬ 
tlemen of the gown thus kept a carnival in the very court of gravity 
itself. How edifying would it now be for the augmented number of 
students in the profession, to witness the bewigged judges and 
benchers relaxing from that slifi' solemnity of physiognomy, w'hich so 
often passes current in the profivssiou for wisdom ; to see sheep- 
tails and periwigs filling the atmuspht'rc of the legal arena with showers 
of jjerfuincd dust—dissipating the labours of Danby and other emi- 
iioiit wig-architccts, liy the sliakiiig of their curls at the niuminerics 
of the Zany and his followers decked Avitli fools caps and bells, and 
the keeper of the king’s conscience tuui.sclf “ holding both his sides” 
at the sight of llobiu GoodfoUow and ilie bcar's-skiii man, formerly 
called a VVodchoiise, forgetting even chancery suits and fees, for a mo¬ 
ment, in the indulgence of unresti'ainable laughter. 

The Middle Temple lawyers, not to be outdone by their “ learned 
brethren” of Lincoln’s Inn, elected a Prince of Christmas so late as 
the year 1G:35. This personage dined with ilieni in their hall, having 
eight attendants. He was seatc<l under a cloth of state, and served 
with great attention. To complete tlie climax of foolery, this Zany 
was afterwards introduced at court, and actually knighted at White¬ 
hall, and was most probably not the first of his character who re¬ 
ceived that honour, as the present generation can testify he was not 
the last. 

But, as later periods have also shewn, the lawyers were far out¬ 
done by the clergy in matters appertaining to feasting and revelry. 
The former soon relapsed into their wonted habits, the departure 
from which had been but momentary; for very few chancellors be¬ 
sides Sir Thomas More would have admitted, even in ancient days, 
that they were good throwers at cocks, though even Sir Thomas 
does not say he practised it after he came to the Lord Chancellorship. 
The clergy, however, seem to have had no scruples, and to have 


* Sve StnUt's Snorts, 
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shared larf^ely in Christmas sports^ and revels of all sorts. Even at 
the universities they elected a King of fhe Bean on Christmas-day.^ 
In cathedral chyrches there was an Archbishop or Bishop af Fools 
elected, and in Catholic timt» afPope of Fools. The office of “ King 
of Fools” (Rex Stultqrum) Abolished in 1391, perhaps as being 
derogatory to the dignity of kingship. These mummers attended 
divine service in pantoniiinical dresses, and were followed by crowds 
of the laity in masks of different forms. Abroad some assumed the 
habit ot females, and displayed the most wanton gesturca.t One 
ceremony consisted in shaving a Precentor of Fools” before the 
church-door, in presence of the populace, who were amused by a 
vulgar sermon. In England a Boy-Bishop was regularly elected in the 
churches at Christmas, who mimicked the service and office of bishop ; 
and the clergy even enjoined the children of St. Paul’s school to at¬ 
tend at the cathedral, and give the boy-bishop a penny each ! 

This mockery was abolished at the Reformation, in the thirty- 
third year of Henry VIII.J; and though revived by Mary, it ceased en¬ 
tirely at her death. 

The exercise of quintain § was anciently much practised in London 
at Christmas: a quintain was set up at that season in Cornhill near 
Leadenhall. Plays were also exiiibited at court; but they only con¬ 
sisted of pantomime and buffoonery until the reign of Edward III. 
The clergy in the reign of Richard IL possessed the exclusive right of 
getting up Christmas plays from Scripture subjects; and in that reign 
a petition was presented to the crown by the scholars of Saint Paul's, 
complaining that secular actors infringed on this right. Cards were 
forbidden to apprentices in London except at Christmas ; and at that 
season the servant-girls and others danced every evening before their 
masters doors. Hone&t Stow laments the decay of the manner of 
keeping festivities in his time, which seems to have become unwarlike 
and effeminate. “ Oh,” says he, “ what a wonderful change is this ! 
Our wrestling at arms is turned into wallowing in ladies' laps; our 
courage to cowardice, our running into royot; our bowes into bowles, 
and our darts into dishes.” 

The English, according to Polydore Virgil, “ celebrated the feast 
of Christmas with playes, masques, and magnificent spectacles, 
together with games and dancing, not common with other nations.” 
Camden says, “ that few men plaied at cards in England but at 


* ** Blois, 1444. 

J “ WhercRS hm-tofore d}^’cr8 and many superstitions and chylclish observances 
have been used, and yet to this day arc observed and kept in many and sundry 
places of this realm, upon St. Nicholas, St, Catherine’s, St. Clement’s, and Holy 

Innocents, and suchhek holy dales j children be strangelie decked and apparayled 
to counterfeit priests, bishops, and women, and so Icdde with sonirs and dances 
from bouse to house, blessing the people and gathering of money, and boyes do 
Hinge masse Mdprcaclie in the pulpits, with such other unfittinge and inconvenient 
usages, which tend rather to doiysyon than erne true glorie to God or honor of his 

§ The quintain was a species of jousting at a figure of a man, or at a rinir, used 
for practice in arms. * * * § o us^,u 
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Christmas.” But it is to thc^ country, at present, tiiat we must look 
for what remains of the customs’practised by our ancestors at that 
season.^These relics of old and ridiculous observallcesj deprived of all 
their objectionable parls by the iuip^vigg spirit of successive years, 
are hallowed in our memories, and alwa^p recall^the vernal season of 
life and its regretted pleasures. In the north they have yet their 
“ fool's plough,” and in Ct)rn\vaU their goose-dancers. The latter still 
exhibit an old hunchbackefi man called the ** King of Christmas,” and 
sometimes the “ Fatherlike customs may be traced in other coun¬ 
ties. The yule-log still blazes in the chimney of the rustic at Christ- 
mas-evc, under the dift'erent appellations of Cliristmas slock, log, 
block, &c. The wassail-buwl was regularly carried from door to 
door ill Cornwall forty or fifty years ago ; and even now a measure of 
flip, ale, porter and sugar, or some beverage, is handed round while 
the yule-log is burning, or stock, as deuonuiiatcd in the western coun¬ 
ties. The wassail-howl is of Sa\on orii;iii, and merits notice on an 
historical account, Vortigern, prince of llic Siliires, fell in love with 
Rowena, the niece of Hengist the Saxon warrior- She presented the 
Prince with a bowl of spiced wine, saying in Saxon, Woes Heal 
Hlaford Cynintj^^' wliich signified Be of health, l^ord King.” Vorti- 
geru married her, and thus his kingdom fell to the Saxons. Robert of 
Gloucester notices this incident :— 

“ Kutcsliirc and blttc hire adounc, and glad drink hire hell. 

And that wms in this land the Verst ‘Was hail/ 

As in language of Saxoyne that w^e miglii cvere iwite. 

And so well he paicth the folc about, that he is not Yet vorgule.’’ 

Waes-heil thus became the name of the drinkiug-cup of the Anglo- 
Saxons, and those cups were altcrwurds constantly used at public eu- 
teriainincnts. 

In parts of the country remote from the metro])olis, the singing of 
ChristinaS'Carols yet ushers in the mornings. After breakfast the 
busy housewife prepares her plum-puddings, niinee-pies, and confec¬ 
tionary, which she decorates w ith the emblems of the time :—a scratch 
ill the dough in the sha})e of a hay-rack, denoting the manger of the 
infant Saviour, is one of those eniblcms most commonly in use. The 
younger part of the household hunt the garden for evergreens to 
decorate the interior of the apartments ; and the woods are sought to 
bring home the miseltoc, whicli is to be suspended in the room where 
the pleasures of the evening are to take place, and beneath which the 
sighing lips,” as Moore calls them, of many a lovely girl still 
continue to be pressed, despite of that coy resistance and those 
blushes that so much heighten the charms of beauty. They also paint 
candles of difierent colours to be lighted up in the evening, a custom 
perhaps borroweil from ancient Romish practice ; though some imagine 
that lighting up houses formed a part of the worship of the Teutonic 
god Thor, being one of the ceremonies observed at Juul-tide, or 
the feast of Thor, from which it was introduced into the Christian 
feast of Christmas. Thus ifsomepartof our Cliristmas ceremonies was 
derived from the Saturnalia, another was evidently of northern origin. 

• The miseltoe was a plant held sacred by the Druids. The Christmas- 
carols also were, it is probable, Juul or Ulc-songs first sung in 
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honour of the hoaihen deity; and the use of evergreens may be as¬ 
cribed to the same origin. In the evening the Ule-log, or Christmas- 
stock, as at presetH denominated, is placed on the fire in tire prin¬ 
cipal apartment of the house. llThe company seat themselves round 
it, and the cheerful cup is j^t iianded about, ^vhich often contains 
nothing more than ale in the cottages of the peasantry. 

What remains to modern times of Christmas gambols then com¬ 
mences, and ancient Christmas pla^s are even still plainly to traced 
among them. Blindman’s-buif, hunt the slipper, the game of the 
goose, snap-dragon, or push-pin, and dancing, form the amusements 
of the younger part of the assemblage, and cards of the elder; though 
among the more substantial people, as they are denominated in the 
language of the country-folks, the simpler amusements begin to lose their 
value. But their very simplicity recalls the memory of past times: they 
have a certain charm about them worth all that is artilieial, and they 
would not be bereft of attraction to minds of sensibility, if they were 
wholly abandoned to the lowly ; for thej liave that in tlicm which is 
far more endearing than the sordid hcarllcssness of fashionable en¬ 
tertainments, and the forinalily of high life. Bereft of supersti¬ 
tion, Christmas is thus a season of innocent mirth—a pleasing inter¬ 
lude to lighten and beguile the horrors of our inclement winters. It 
affords a period for the exhibition of hospitable greetings, and 
the pleasing interchange of good ofRces, of which, in the country, 
opportunities are rare. How many innocent hearts rejoice there 
at anticipating the season and its festivities, whoso feelings have 
never been chilled by the artitieial and calculating civilities of metro¬ 
politan intercourse. But the humbler ranks have been accused of 
superstition because the stocking is still thrown, the pod with nine 
peas hid over the door, and all the little ceremonies so admirably 
depicted by Burns in his Hallowe'en still practised. These, however, 
are now generally looked upon as a diversion, and few iiave faith in 
their efficacy; for in our days the poor have as good coininon sense 
as their superiors. These diversions come to them hut once a year, 
and it is to be hoped they may long continue to practise them. 

-“ let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 

The simple pleasures of the lowly train ; 

To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 

One native charm than all the gloss of art.” 

Before concluding, it may not be irrelevant to observe, that Christ¬ 
mas is still kept as a festival in some parts of America, together with 
many of the old English usages which are no more seen in the mo¬ 
ther country. 

This affords an illustration of what time may one day effect re¬ 
specting the language and literature of Britain, which America is in 
ail probability destined to preserve in full bloom, when our great¬ 
ness of population and wealth, by the vicissitudes of time, is no more, 
and our rich fields and fertile meadows are again returned to their 
primitive wildness, covered with heath and changed into a waste and 
howling wilderness. Y. 
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LKTTEH V. 

1 HAVE VLpenchant for contemplatmglhe faded gloVies of the East 
end of this huge metropolis. At ^e|;nt, I haunt a tenement in 
Savage Gardens. The street, so called, forms a *conimunication 
between Crutched Friars and Tower-hill. I am well acquainted 
with all its extra-mundane inhabitants; and, presuming upon that 
acquaintance, I might descant upon the family of the Woodhouses, 
whose door is ornamented with a lodger’s bell: one Mr. Winter, 
a Dutch merchant’s clerk. I might depict the Joneses, a very 
large family ; you may count ten noses at a time flattened against 
as many window-panes. Furthermore, I might give the history 
of the Macintosh's, whose mercantile head was exhibited eight 
months ago with the appendage of a Whereas,” in the London 
Gazette; but which family now live better tlian ever,” to the 
grievous annoyance of Miss Patterson, their maiden neighbour, 
wlio “wonders, for her part, how they do it.” Nay, I might even 
delineate the birth, parentage; and education, of the slim Mr. John 
Moneypenny, a clerk iii the neighbouring Mint, whose envied lea^ 
ther polisher, by sonic occult acquaintance with the black art, turns 
out “boots as they ought to be, not as they are." But I pass by 
these comparatively lesser objects, to move a greater work; to 
shew the alarming spread, eastward, of that dreadful influenza 
called Fashion: in short, to paint the primitive uinocence, and 
subsequent fall from, Eden of tlie Dixons and the Culpeppers. 

Mr. Andrew Dixon has a wife, a son, and a daughter: he 
is moreover a cliecscmongcr in Fcnchurch-street, where his j^ art- 
ner inhabits the upj)er part of that tenement, of which the 
lower floor is devoted to Cheshire and Stilton, Mr. Jonathan 
Culpepper is a slopscller in lloundsditch: he too has a part¬ 
ner, who resides over the warehouse; and he too has a wife, 
a son, and a daughter. As the Culpeppers and the Dixons 
live next door to each otlier, in Savage Gardens, and as the 
families arc equal in style, servants, number, and sex, it would 
be “ passing sti'ange,” did an intimacy not spring up. Civility 
began by swapping newspapers, the Morning Chronicle for the 
Morning Post. Not quite a gviid pro qno^ but neighbours should 
beneignboursly. Civility the sccontl consisted in a Joan from Mrs. 
Culpepper to Mrs. Dixon, upon the emergency of a large dinner, 
of Mrs. Rundell’s “ Art of Cookery”—perhaps I should say Mr. 
Murray's—^but for greater certainty, this deponent craves leave to 
refer to the issue at law, which the Lord Chancellor has directed to be 
tried. Moreover, old Dixon and old Culpepper were wont to meet 
thrice a week at the Nag’s Head in Tower-street, to smoke a pipe 
and drink a tumbler of “half-and-ha'f warm.” Things could not 
. long go on so. A dinner, or at least tea and cards, must be the 
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result* The former was preferred. The feast was' given by the 
Culpepprs to the Dixons; pca$-soup, a surloin of bcet^ and an 

K e-pie. This was retorted by the Dixons on the fy||lowing 
uy: a cocFs head and shoulders, a saddle of mutton, and a 
rice-pudding. George Cu^^per, tlje son, was a sucking slop- 
seller; Edward Dixon, the son, an incipient cheesemonger— 
thriving, industrious young men, both clad in gaiters; the one 
whole-length drab, the other half-length black. The girls oc¬ 
casionally went, in lieu of their mothers, to Leadenhall-market. 
In short, things went on precisely as they should do. 

The centre of Tower-hill is railed in, planted witli shrubs, and 
accommodated with a circular gravel-walk and green benches. It 
is called Trinity-square, from the house of that name which ad¬ 
joins it. The eye of the weary trader roves from this spot over 
the White Tower, the forest of masts in the river, and the majestic 
building denominated the Mint. George and Clara Culpepper 
often walked arm in arm, on a summer evening, in this verdant en¬ 
closure ; so did Edward and Sally Dixon. In process f)f time, the 
arm-in-arm affair took a different turn : Ned Dixon supported Clara 
Culpepper, and George Culpepper Sally l)i\on. Miss Patterson, 
the Dcforc-mentioned maiden, could take, and ofcourse did lake, an 
oblong view of what was passing from her bed-chamber wimlow. 
It was, consequently, set down for two matches. About this ])eriod, 
the two families proposed an evening^s diversion at the Royal ty 
(I beg its pardon, tiie liast London) Theatre. Old Culpepper 
agreed with old Dixon that John Palmer was the man, after all. 
They descanted, between the acts, up<in tlie merits of that well- 
legged veteran in “Don Juan” and the “Deserter,” and took 
good care to remember Mrs. Gibbs in Columbine ; old Culpepper 
even remembered Mrs. Blaiurs first appearance on those very 
boards as Miss Romatizini. The fact, indeed, was, that such first 
ap})earancc took place at the Royal Circus; but no matter; he 
had told it till he believed it. Pope sa\s that 


Man, povhaps, the moment of his breath 
Receives the lurking jirinciple of death. 

“ The lurking principle of death” to all well-doing, or, in other 
words, the first nankering after hatiMon that smote the Dixons, 
may be traced to this unlucky visit to the East London Theatre. 
An understrap{)er at this establishment disposed of two tickets, 
for K;ean‘’s benefit to Ned Dixon, “ considerably under prime 
cost.” Benefit tickets, wheat, and butcher s meat will find their 
level in tlie market. Ned and George went to see that celebrated 
actor “ play fantastic tricks before high heaven,” in imitating the 
inimitable Crichton. His reward >vas a sprained ankle-; but Ned 
and George came home with a dislocation of mind and manners 
“ past all surgery” to cure. The west end of tlic town w as hence¬ 
forth pronounced to be tlic one thing needful. The outward and 
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visible man stion bore token of the change. Ned sported a Wel¬ 
lington frock and a gliltcrihg biooch in his bosom. George saw 
and fosihwitli mounted a pmr of Cossack trd^ser.^ of an orange 
tawny hue, with an immoveable llra^ spur in tlie heel of either 
boot This staggered Ned, but m A short*time he rallied and 
bore down upon his opponent witli a white hat and a black silk 
cravat, bow-ironted, and made to tie on behind like the silken bag 
appurtenant to the pig-tail of former generations. George now 
fell upon the ropes,’* apparently much amazed,** but was soon 
up to the scratch,” arrayed in a cravat of blue silk, made tight 
by a galloping golden greyhound enveloped in an upper ben¬ 
jamin” of drab cloth with fourteen capes, and vexing me bosom 
of innocent zephyr with a horse-whip topped by a hare's-foot handle. 
The girls caugnt the contagion: petticoats, hitherto plain, were 
hooped by innumerable flounces; and bonnets, hitherto small, ex¬ 
panded into swinging machines of a magnitude far too vast to al¬ 
ow of their passing through the barred entrance of Catherine Court. 
It was absolutely necessary cither to throw the monster over the 
spikes that topped the gateway, or to walk round through the 
Minorics—a street,' providentially, wide enough to admit two 
bonnets abreast. As a matter of course, Trinity Square was voted 
a bore. The Green Park, on a Sunday evening, was much gen- 
teeler. This too, ere long, gave place to Hyde Park from three 
to live. Here, however,'the stomachs of the two patriarchs made a 
stand. They had always been used to dine on Sunday at two 
o’clock, and dine at two o’clock they still would. What was to be 
done? Hyde Park against roasUbeef and Yorkshire-ptidding. 
Down went Hyde Park, and beef and pudding kicked the beam. 
The two young couples, arm in arm, as last aforesaid, braved all 
dangers in quest of ton, and resolutely dined upon Oyster-patties 
and stale raspberry-pufis, at the pastry-cook’s in Piccadilly! 
Whence at about hiuf-past five, they may be seen toiling home¬ 
ward, humming “ la cl darem^ or Batti battle 0 hel Maesetlo^ 
from the anglicized score of poor mangled Mozart. 

King Ferdinand of Spain has recently established a cordon of 
troops, to check a conta^ous fever in its progress from Barcelona 
to Mc^rid. If King George of England would post his two 
Ferments of life-guards transversely from Temple-Bar to Furni- 
vars Inn, and thence to the bottom of Gray’s Inn-lane, with strict 
injunctions to drive back, eastward, every dawning dandy, whose 
tender years might render him liable to catch fashion by a prema¬ 
ture exposure to the mid-day breeze of Bond-street, or the night- 
air of the Haymarket, I am of opinion that Mr. Alderman 
Wdthman would not (he certainly should not) express any future 
jealousy at the posting of king’s troops within a stone’s throw of 
Hatton-garden.” _ 
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DE MUSSEt’b life OF JEAN-JAQUES ROTJS^SEAU.'*^ 

This is in some respects a singular work, and in many points an 
interesting one--rthough we must^dd, that it is indebted for tlTc latter 
quality, rather to the intrinsicutt^actions of the subject, and to the zeal 
which has accumulated die mros of materials (some quite original ones) 
that compose it, than to the style or the intellectual powers of the 
biographer. The general style is not only languid and diffuse, and the 
disquisitions, both in phrase and thought, what arc termed prosing, but 
in offering this voluntary tribute to Rousseau’s memory, M. de Musset 
has displayed an appetite for profitless drudgery, such as is rarely con¬ 
nected with a vigorous mind, and which often reminded us of the 
patient index-makers of former times, composing tables of reference for 
each emphatic word that occurred in the pages of their favourite 
authors. Thus, not content with voluminous details of Rousseau’s 
writings, opinions, and adventures, lie presents us with a laborious 
analysis of his correspondence (95G letters) and biographical notices of 
more than 760 of his contemporaries—the two portions occupying full 
one half of tlic entire work. Besides this, we have an abridgement of 
the Confessions,”—*‘qui,” says the writer, “ m’ont caus6, je I’avouc, 
un mortcl embarras,” and frequent notes adjusting the dates of letters 
or occurrences—^upon the exactness of which the biographer lays as 
much stress as if he were engaged throughout in a mathematical calcu¬ 
lation. Yet, though this extreme precision be often tedious and un¬ 
necessary, it turns out occasionally to be very material for the justifica¬ 
tion of Rousseau against the charges of his enemies, which is the main 
design of the present publication. 

When we spoke of the singularity of this work, we adverted to the 
uncommon devotion of M. de Musset to the cause of Rousseau’s fame, 
which could alone have enabled him to sacrifice the time and labour 
tliat he seems to have expended in collecting tlic materials of liis de¬ 
fence, and in arranging the whole with the rigorous prolixity ive have 
noticed. At an early age, he tells us in the preface, he was passionately 
moved by the writings of Jean-Jaques, and die cifect not diminishing 
as he advanced in years, he became anxious to investigate the grounds 
of the many accusations against his personal character and conduct. 
For this purpose he made it a point to read every thing that had been 
written on the subject of Rousseau 

** Je le fis avec courage. Rien n’^ala ma surprise, cn trouvant dc la 
mauvaise foi clans les unes—un esprit faux au pr^venu dans les autres; dans 
toutes, sans exception, Ic langage de la passion ou de TeiTcur—ici de I’inexacti- 
tude dans les fails exposes, des conjectures gratuites; dc I’alteration dans 
les citations, dcs suppositions sans fondement, des interpretations fansses; par- 
lout dcs prdvcntions.”'f 

* Histoire de la vie, et des oiivra^s J. J. Rousseau—composde des docu¬ 
ments authentiques, ct doat uuc partie est reside inconnue jusqu'A ce jour; d’une 
biographic dc scs contemporains, considerds dans leurs rapports avec cct homme 
'cel^bro; suiviedes Lettres inedites. pp. 1070. Paris, 1821. 

t 1 did this courageously. Nothing could equal my aHtouishment at finding bad 
failli in some, a false and prejudiced spirit in others, and in all, loithout €xcej)tio7i, 
the language of passion and error. Here, inaccuracy in the facts alleged—there, 
altered quotations, unfounded suppositions, false interpretations, and everywhere 
prejudice. 
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The result *of these researches is contained in the present volumes, 
^ and put forth, as it appears *to with as much impartiality as could 
well bcirfompatiblc with the enthusia™ for his sfillject, and his anxiety 
to discover topics of justification, whIcIl he candidly*admits were his 
incentives to the task. • | 

Our limits do not permit ns to follow the biographer of Rousseau in 
detail through his disquisitions upon his literary and philosophical pre¬ 
tensions, He, perhaps, over-rates them. Still, after making every de¬ 
duction that severe criticism, or even the malice of his enemies and 
rivals may exact, the decried and ridiculed, and very often ridiculous 
Jean-Jaques null stand in the first class of the first thinkers and WTitets 
of his age. 

Tlic effects that Rousseau produced, and the extravagances, both of 
thouglit and conduct, into which he plunged—tliat is, his genius and 
his inconsistencies are—ft has always struck us, to be traced to one or 
two obvious singularities in his condition, which have not been sufficient¬ 
ly observed upon, either by his present historian, or by any of the pre¬ 
ceding writers, whether friends or foes, who have laboured to explain 
or to expose the character of this extraordinary man. The most striking 
of these pecuHaritios was the utter want of coincidence between his 
theoretic maxims and his temperament and habits. His education was 
irregular and vicious. In his infancy he was turned adrift upon the 
world, with no other guides than the passions of his age, and die licen¬ 
tious examples that surrounded him. For many years he continued a 
vagabond and an adventurer, sometimes so needy as to pass the night 
without house or food—inevitably contracting the vices of each suc¬ 
cessive mode of life upon which he chanced to be flung, but ever, as he 
lias stated it himself, finding consolation, under the severest privations, 
in die ideal anticipations of a sensual imagination. Before his twentieth 
year, he had been successively “apprenti greffier, graveur, laquais, 
valet de chainbre, scininaristc, interpretc d’lui archimandrite, secretaire 
du cadastre, muitre de musique,” (i. p, 41.) At that age he found a 
resting-place ; but, as if it were fated that his morals wtre to be 
benefited by no change of fortune, the residence of his protectress 
became die scene wiierc the last remnant of virtuous restraint, that had 
surviv(‘d his wanderings, was to be sacrificed to her example and de¬ 
liberate invitation. Such was the commencement and consummation of 
Rousseau’s moral education ; and it is little to be wondered at, if, in the 
result, he became, to every practical purpose, irretrievably enervated 
by the corrupt manners and liabits amidst which his youth was passed. 
But his intellectual character was not so quickly decided. The growth 
of his faculties, it appears, was unusually slow ; up to the age of thirty- 
nine his talents were unknown to his friends, and almost to himself. 
He had previously, it is true, obscure intimations of his strength from 
visitations of ambidous reverie—the inquietude of genius was about 
him; but up to the very moment of the explosion of his mind, neither 
Rousseau himself, nor any who had known him, ever anticipated the 
career that was before him. At last he became an author, being now 
on the verge of forty. By this time his experience of life, in all its 
forms, had been great. He had been on acute, though a silent observer 
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of the varied scenes he had witnessed. He had, for the 4ast ten years, 
been initiated in the mysteries of( PariMan society, then at its most 
profligate period; acd his quick and comprehensive understanding had 
seized the coin|ilicated system vices, in all their disastrous conse¬ 
quences, with which h teemld. ( He saw that system, and, with tlie 
help of his imagination, in all its deformity. But Rousseau’s aversion 
to ^e disorders that he afterwards signalized himself in denouncing, 
had this singularity, that it appears, in the first instance, to have been 
almost entirely an intellectual repugnance. Perhaps to assert that it 
was not a moral sentiment, may seem either a perversion of language, 
or at best a pedantic distinction; but when we remember the history 
and the habits, both previous and subsequent, of the man, it appears 
clearly to have belonged rather to that class of moral sentiments which 
result from the conclusions of a vigorous understanding (or more cor¬ 
rectly speaking, perhaps, may be called those conclusions themselves), 
than to the instinctive movements of an habitually virtuous mind. Thus 
by the time that Rousseau’s philosophical opinions were formed, his 
personal morals were gone; and it was his fate to commence his public 
career, inveterately attached, by taste and temperament, to many of the 
licentious indulgences against which he vehemently, and, we do think, 
very sincerely inveighed. This view, we imagine, will go pretty far 
towards explaining several of the singularities in his works and his de¬ 
meanour. The first question upon whiclk he employed his powers, was 
the moral effects of refinement upon society. Struck by the universal 
profligacy that surrounded him in a nation claiming to be the most 
refined, and very probably attracted by the novelty of his own specula¬ 
tions, he composed his celebrated discourse on the arts and sciences. 
His final conclusions are unquestionably wrong, but great truths are dis¬ 
persed throughout it; and though neither this nor his subsequent writ¬ 
ings will in themselves form a wise man, a wise man who consults them 
will find abundance of matter to suggest the profoundcst meditations upon 
things the most important to human happiness. But, whatever may be 
thought of his general views, Rousseau had the merit—and it required 
no ordinary courage—of speaking out.” He levelled his opinions at 
the corruption and frivolities of the age in language of unprecedented 
boldness. In the midst of a luxurious capital, to which he had emi¬ 
grated in search of bread, and in defiance of philosophers, academies, 
theatres, saloons, and all that Paris held most dear, this daring innova¬ 
tor ventured to question the institutions upon which all their pretensions 
rested, and to eulogize, in terms that his bitterest enemies admitted to 
belong to the highest order of eloquence, a system of morals and man¬ 
ners which both be and they were too degenerate to adopt. 

The success of bis first work, and the immediate celebrity tliat it 
brought him, proved the crisis of his fate. Had it been allowed to pass 
off as a clever treatise, abounding with glowing passages and home- 
truths, but, as far as the main argument was concerned, demanding no 
serious refutation, Jean-Jaques might have gone on to live like ordinary 
men. But the cry was raised through France, that a watchmaker’s son 
from Geneva was meditating no less than a subversion of that venerable 
system, which kept up a cdntinual demand for courts and courtiers; for 
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Uagcdies, opera-dancers» fiddlers, ^ns-mots, made-dishes, academical 
discourses; for the Pompadours, du Defiands, Sophie ArnouIda,aadthe 
other legitimate unnecessaries of life ;^and forthwith the vindication of 
those 3acred superfluities was gravely tpidirtaken by nim stout literati • 
(as each Muse had sent her champion^, having in their ranks the 
anointed Majesty of Poland to throw in a stately syllogism for the en¬ 
dangered rights of his well-beloved cousins, and his priest of the 
chamber, the godly Pere Menou, to pledge the blessings of the church 
upon his gracious logic- Jean-Jaques intrepidly went fordi to meet the 
embodied deputies from the fine arts, the King, and the Jesuit—and 
he beat them all. But the victory, if not the very contest, turned his 
brain. He not only contracted an affection for doctrines that pro¬ 
cured him so much renown, hut he took it into his head that (the 
eyes of Europe being now upon him) it was incumbent on him, 
as their author, to demonstrate by his conduct a capacity of prac¬ 
tising those habits of simplicity, independence, and self-privation, 
which he had been fearless enough to extol. Accordingly he assumed 
the stoic—he simplified his costume, contracted his expenditure, re¬ 
tired from the sedoons, renounced civil speeches, and became a citi* 
zen of Geneva” and a copier of music. In all this tliere may have 
been (what his rivals and enemies insisted upon to be the ruling pas¬ 
sion of his life) an affectation of singularity; but when we consider 
the whole of his extraordinary character, and weigh the case made for 
him by his present biographer, and supported throughout by strong 
documentary evidence, we incline to the opinion that there was a con¬ 
siderable mixture of sincerity, and that his motives were pretty much 
what he has explained them to have been in his Confessions. How¬ 
ever, from whatever motive he acted, he was not to be diverted from, 
prosecuting his plan; and neither the entreaties of his friends, nor ihe 
allurements of female admirers, nor the mockeries of Baron D'Hol- 
bach’s corps of sneerets, could tear the irrevocable Jean-J^ues from 
his self-inflicted exile. He buried himself in the Hermitage; yet, 
though he had withdrawn his person from the world, his heart and ima¬ 
gination still lingered amidst its scenes. To give up, on a sudden, 
the habits and indulgences of forty years, poved a sacrifice beyond his 
strength; and if left to the re-action of his own feelbgs, or if temper¬ 
ately managed by his advisers, he would probably have seized the first 
plausible pretext of abandoning his scheme of absurd and unnecessary 
self-denial. But nothing could have been more inconsiderate than the 
means adopted by his friends. At one time they implored liim to re¬ 
turn to the world, as if human affairs could not go on without him ; at 
another, they assailed him with predictions of the precise day upon 
which his newfangled stoicism was to die a natural death.. They tor¬ 
mented or flattered him by weekly reports of what aft Paris was saying 
in wonder at his unnatural desertion; and (the indiscrcetest course of 
all) they secretly carried on miserable consultations and intrigues with 
the wretched woman, to whom, in every vicissitude of his fortune and 
humour, he seems to have clung with a strange fidelity, in order to se- 

*• MM. Gnutier, Horde, Lc Roi, Boudet, dc Bonneval, Foruuy, le P. Menou, 
le rol Stanislas, and Lerat. 
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cure her co-operation, and (it is al8(< said^) to make her the instrument 
of a plan of domestK'annoyances that might the soonei^ disgust him 
with his retirem^t. These metfi^ods were little calculated to^succeed 
with such a being as Rousseaii^pTOud, vain, irritable, and suspicious. 
'J'liey only riveted him in his^absurdities. He was determined to let 
all Paris and all Europe see, that he possessed more force of character 
tlian was allowed him; while the discovery that a secret committee was 
sitting upon him gave his sensitive imagination the alarm ; and in the 
well-meaning, though imprudent importunities of his friends, or, at the 
worst, in their impertinent interference, he caught the first germ of a 
notion, which, fostered by his jealous fancies, and afterwards confirmed 
by real calumny and persecution, became matured into the conviction 
that there existed a dark and extended conspiracy against his fame. 

Such appears to us to he the fair explanation of Rousseau’s feelings 
and situation at the outset of his public career; and such the origin of 
those contradictions in his character, in which partly the shame of re¬ 
tracting, and partly the undue importance annexed to them by others, 
impelled him to persevere. Thus he was for ever at variance with 
himself. His theories and his habits never coalesced. He had been 
spoiled by the world, before he comprehended its vices and undertook 
to decry them. He attempted or aflbeted to renounce them himself, 
but it was too late. His reformation was not only incomplete, but ridi¬ 
culous. I'lie philosophic citizen of Geneva and the effeminate French¬ 
man could never assimilate. In the one character, ho accommodated 
his outward garb and manners to the severity of his theoretic views ; 
in the other, be dispensed his senses and imagination from joining in 
the sacrifice. He fled from the corruptions and frivolities of polished 
life, and bo took his mistress with him. The same inconsistency per¬ 
vades his writings. His intellect, having attained its growth, was manly 
and comprehensive, hut by this time his fancy and moral taste were 
depraved; and hence we find hold truths and virtuous lessons inces¬ 
santly counteracted by sensual illustrations. As a moral teacher, this 
was his great intellectual failing, that he could never divest his ima¬ 
gination of the licentious associations of his youth. To them, with all 
his speculative austerities, he clung to the last—at once a stoic and a 
voluptuary; in the same breath licentious and sublime, he declaims 
against the passions in language that inflames them. In his most 
animated praises of virtue, he seems inspired by the intoxications of 
vice; just as if a veteran tippler should sit down to compose an exhor¬ 
tation against carousing, with a bottle at his elbow to stimulate his 
powers. 

‘ These observations, if founded, will answer one of the most popular 
charges against the memory of Rousseau; that the object of his writ¬ 
ings, more especially of his celebrated romance, was to corrupt his 
readers, \Vc believe, as we have stated on a former occasion,* that 
his object in the “NouvelleHeloise” was to move his readers by pictures 
of ideal virtue, and by impassioned descriptions of feelings and situa¬ 
tions analogous to those through which he had passed himself; but that, 
in the progress of the work, becoming involved in new feelings and 
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situations incompatible with«his Original design, he could not refrain 
from embodying them in it; and leeling bound, tp justify what he did, 
he resorted to paradoxes, and spoilec? the whole. Onperhaps it would 
be more correct to say, that with }iis|paradoxes and the inveterate 
habits of his imagination on the one hmd, and'his more matured and 
legitimate powers on the other, he produced a questionable work of 
fascination, of which the inexperienced should beware, but from which a 
discerning mind may collect many a profound reflection, and many an 
eloquent and elaborate analysis of human passion. This last remark 
will apply, but with severed favourable qualifications, to his greatest 
production—the Emile.” The unconquerable predilections of the writer 
often break out in the indelicacy of the details; but both the object and 
the tendency are unquestionably moral. He exhorted mothers not to 
put away their young, and, with respect to them, had the honour of 
bringing nature into iushion; and for the first stages of human life he 
zealously pointed out a mode of treatment, which, though the objects 
might not ultimately survive to reap the benefits of ic, would still insure 
to parents the consolation of reflecting that the days of their children, 
however few, had been passed in happiness. 'I'hese and the other 
writings of Rousseau would demand a more extended notice, but our 
space does not allow it. In spite of their defects, and of the predic¬ 
tions in his own day that they could not last, they have stood their 
ground. With many, and these not the least valuable depositaries, his 
fame is as fresh as ever. His genius has annexed to abstract ques¬ 
tions a popular charm unknown before him; while his particular de¬ 
scriptions of the scenery of Switzerland, and of the romantic beings 
whom his fancy placed there, enter largely into tlie associations that 
daily attract the traveller to that interesting region. 

M. de Musset’s work, taking up Rousseau’s story at the period to 
which the Confessions brought it down, contains the fullest and most 
authentic accounts that have yet appeared of his remaining years. 
There is a long and rather a tedious history of his quarrel with Hume. 
The writer takes part with Rousseau, and labours hard to prove that 
he had ample grounds to justify his suspicions of Hume’s sincerity ; but 
die main fact on which he relies is, that Hume, before setting out for 
England with Jean-Jaques, had supplied a passage to Horace Walpole’s 
pretended letter from the King of Prussia, xhen under composition 
in the Parisian circles, and that Rousseau was soon made acquainted 
with the fact of his friend and protector having co-operated in the 
sneer.* That Hume did so, is admitted by himself; but with this sin- 


• The following was Hume's c<intribution :—Si vous persistez h vous rreuscr 
Vesprit pour trouver dc nouvcuux tnaUieurs, choisisscz-les. Jo suis roi. Jo 
puis vous cn procurer au pre <Ic vos souLaits. Je cesserai flc vous pers^cutcr, 
(piand vous cesscroz de mettre voire gloirc ^ T^trc.’* [Since you persist in 
searching your mind, in order to discover new misfortunes, choose them for 
yourself. I am a king, andean provide you with them according to vour wishes. 
I will CCASC to persecute you, when you cease to pride youreelf in being perse¬ 
cuted.] M. de Musset gives us to understand that this celebrated mauvaisc plai~ 
santcrif* was the joint production of Walpole, Hume, Helvetiua, Ic Due dc Niver- 
,nois, D'Alembert, and Madame du DclFand-—“Cette lettre," ho adds, “ tjui 
n'est pas un chcf-d'ceuvre pour 6ire Venfant de iayxt de gens d'espHt.'* 
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gle exception his conduct, in the firot instance, was in the highest de¬ 
gree generous and considerate, lie brought Rousseau to England, 
where he suppli^ him with friei^s, had him comfortably settled, and 
procured him a pension from 4he^ crown—services which might surely 
have cancelled a single and momentary indiscretion. But in the pro* 
gresB of the quarrel the historian acted below himself—^he lost 
his temper. In his letters to Paris he heaped the most abusive epi¬ 
thets upon his ex-proteg£, and finally had the extraordinary weak¬ 
ness to publish a statement of his wrongs, written with so much 
vehemence, that Messieurs D’Alembert and Suard, who translated 
it into French and superintended the publication, found it prudent 
to soften some of the expressions—an act of friendship for which 
Hume, in his cooler moments, thanked them. In reading the details 
of this af&ir, we have been particularly struck by one curious little 
coincidence. The great charge against Rousseau was, that his extra¬ 
vagant conduct and suspicions originated in the vaguest rumours and 
surmises. Yet the grave and phUosophic David Hume appears to have 
been instigated on no better grounds to the chief imprudence he ever 
committed. He took it (or it was put) into his head, that the Confes¬ 
sions (commenced pending this quarrel) were expressly directed against 
him; and determined to anticipate his calumniator. 

** Le silence a ses dangers (he says in a letter to Madame Boufilers); ii com¬ 
pose maintenant un livre dans lequel il me d^shonorera par ses mensonges 
atroces* 11 ^crlt ses m^moires. Supposez qu’ils soient publics apr^s sa mort, 
ma justification perdra beaucoup dc son authenticity,”* And again, '' Ce 
qui m’a d^terminy b. ne garder aucune incsure avec cet homme, e’est la cer¬ 
titude qu’il ycrivait ses myinoircs, et gt^il m*y /aisait Jaire une belie 
Tom. i. pp. isg, 144. 

Nowit so happens that the Confessions break off precisely at the point 
of time preceding the transaction, which it was presumed was to have 
been a leading to^ic. Instead of venting his feelings upon recent occur¬ 
rences, Jean Jaques was at that moment taking refuge from them in the 
remembrance of more pleasurable scenes—in recalling the adventures, 
and once more re-animating the buried hopes of his younger and better 
days, associated as they were with his boyish frolics, his glorious illu¬ 
sions, his rambles amidst the hills and lakes of his country, and with 
the still glowing images of the fair beings for whom his heart first 
sighed—in his vivid recollections of all which, he has contrived to 
throw so inexpressible a charm round his romantic story. 

The most interesting documents connected with this breach are the 
letters of Madame de BoufRers, who, having originally brought Hume 
and Rousseau together, and being now appealed to by them both, found 
herself called upon to interpose her friendly offices between the angry 
philosophers. Her letter to Hume, we consider to he, in point of 


* Silence has its dangers. He is now writing a book in which he will disgrace 
me by his atrocious falsehoods. He is composing his memoires. If they should 
be published after his death', my justification wiU, in a considerable degree, lose 
its authenticity. 

f ^Vhat made me resolve to keep no terms with that man, was the certainty that 
he was writing his memoires, and tuas r^esenlirtg me in a.fine light. 
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tacty exaggeration^ and talent, one of the most perfectly characteriatie 
we have ever met, of the sex,’ the nation, and the era of the writer^* 
It is far too long to insert; and we ar& reminded,*that, like M. deMua* 
set, we may already have dwelt tod'much upon this obsolete con¬ 
troversy. • J 

We cannot, however, suppress one remark in answer to the insinu¬ 
ation that Rousseau either had not suffered persecution, or, if he had, 
that he had provoked, that he might glory in it. This charge, which 
is more roundly asserted by Grimm and others, is utterly unfounded. 
Jean Jaques was a real and unwilling victim of his opinions. Instead 
of inviting persecution for his Emile (the first occasion upon which the 
vengeance of authority was levelled at him), he had taken the most 
scrupulous precautions to avert it. The lady of Marshal Luxembourg 
undertook to dispose of the manuscript, but the author, contrary to her 
earnest solicitations, insisted tliat it should not be printed in France. 
It was sent to Holland. A copy was soon aficr transmitted to Paris, to 
be there printed and published under the eye of the censor. The 
reasons for this do not appear; all that wc can collect is, that there 
was in tlie whole affair a singular mixture of trick and mystery; bnt 
there is abundant evidence that Rousseau was not a party to it. When 
informed of it by M. de Malesherbes, the magistrate under whose autho¬ 
rity the French edition was preparing, he instantly disavowed and pro¬ 
tested against the proceeding. These facts, which had originally 
rested on Rousseau's statement, are verified by the certificate of M. dc 
Malesherbes appended to the volumes before us; yet in disregard of all 
this, the prerogatives of despotism were put in force against Rousseau ; 
a warrant to imprison him issued. He was roused from his bed at 
midnight by a timely warning of his danger, and to escape a gaol, pre¬ 
cipitately fled from France. He was refused an asylum in his own 
country, where liis book was excommunicated before a copy had been 
received. Wherever he went, the same fate attended the work and the 
author. He was successively hunted and pelted through Switzerland 
from one miserable canton to another, till, Frederick of Prussia com¬ 
passionating him, he at length found a temporary shelter in tlie terri¬ 
tories of a tolerant despou All this might seem a very laughable affair 


• It opens thus :—** Quelque raison que vous me pnissiez dire, pour ne m'avoir 
pas instruitc la premiere defetrange 6venement qui occupe cettcheure V Anf^lvterre 
et la France.” [Whatever reason you may allege for not having informed me, 
first of all, of the strange event which at present occupies the attention of Engfand 
and France.] But she puts many points well and strongly. “Vous aurez ici 
un parti nombreux compost dc tons ceux qui seront charm^s dc vous voir agir 
amme un homme ordmaire, —Mais que pr^tendez-vous faire des nouvelles informa¬ 
tions dont vous charges M. d^Holbach ? vous n’avez pas dcssein apparcinment do 
ricn ecrirc centre ce malhcurcux homme qui soit Stranger h votre cause. Vous ne 
screz pas son delateur, apres avoir 6tc son protectcur. De semMahles c^amens doivent 
priciderles liaisons^ et nonsuivre hs ruptures** —Tom. i. pp. 137—8. [You have* 
here a numeroits party consisting of those who mil be delighted to ste you act tik e 

an ordinary man, _Wliat do you propose to do with the new information for which 

you blame M, d*Holbach ? 1’ou do not, apparently, intend to write any thing against 
that unfortunate man, who is no party in your dispute. You will not become his 
accuser after being bis protector. &ich irwestigations should precede connejdons, and 
not follow ruptures,'] 
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tor the heartless coteries of Paris, Imt th^se who have any feeling for the 
privileges of the human mind, xmist pronounce It to have been un¬ 
equivocal persecutihri. ^ • 

After Rousseau’s return ^om England, he repaired to the Chateau 
dcTrie, where the Prince o^Ccfoti aftbrded him an asylum. Here he 
for a while assumed the name of Renau, and announced “ that he was 
dead to literature, and should never more read upon any subject tliat 
could re-excite his extinguished ideas.** In an interesting private letter 
of the same period, now first published, he expresses a similar deter¬ 
mination, and speaks of his indifference to “cette iiere fumtiede gloirc 
qui fait pleurer,” Botany, and the composition of his Confessions, were 
his only serious occupations. His friend M. du Peyrau coming to 
pass some time with him, 


** Jean Jaques le prie d’apporter des volans, voulant partager les momens 
dc la journde entre cejeu, Ics promenades, et les tehees." Tom. i. 162 . 

He soon left Trie, the reason does not appear, and successively re¬ 
sided at Lyons, Chamberry, and Bourgoin till 1770, when he finally 
returned to Paris, where the authorities connived at his presence, on 
the condition that he should publish nothing more. He continued in 
Paris till 1778, living in a mean apartment in la Rue Pldtricre, upon 
a small annuity derived from the profits of his works, and his earnings 
as a music-copier, and manfully rejecting to the last all offers of loans 
or presents. About the middle of 1778, he yielded to the importunities 
of M. Girardin, and went to Ermenonville to superintend the education 
of his son. His death took place six weeks after. 

Tlie details of the last ten years of Rousseau’s life, collected from the 
accounts of several who had come into contact with him during that 
period, have struck us as the most interesting portion of M. de Musset’s 
work; probably because the anecdotes and traits of character intro¬ 
duced in them had more novelty to us than those of his earlier history. 
There arc occasional examples of the “ old humour” breaking out, but 
these are greatly outweighed by the numerous testimonies to his sim¬ 
plicity, playfulness, sensibility, and his singular moderation whenever 
the merits of his rival came into discussion. One thing much insisted 
on, and which the reader of the Confessions would not have expected, 
is Rousseau’s colloquial powers. Giving an accoimt of one of his in¬ 
terviews with Madame D’Houdetot, he says, 


** Je trouvai, pour rendre les mouvements de mon coeur un langage 
vraiinent digue d’eux. Ce fut la premise et Tunique fois de ma vie, mais je 
fus sublime,”* 


But here we have the concurring evidence of many, that nothing could 
surpass the fervour and eloquence of his ordinary conversation. The 
following is M. Dussaulx’s account of a dinner-party made by him for 
Rousseau. 


On s’^tail rasscmbld de bonne heure—Jean Jaques ne sc fit pas trop attcii- 
drc. A quelques nuages pri^s, mondieul qu’il fut aimablc cejour-la, taiil6t 


* To express tlic feelings of heart, I employed language truly worthy of 
them. For the first and only time in my life 1 was sublime. 
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finjou^y tantfit sublime. ATant.lc dlser, il nous raconta quelques^unes des 
plus innocentes anecdotes consignees dins ses Confessions. Plusieurs d'entre 
nous les CY>nnaissaient deja‘; niais il sut Wr donner^ifne phisiognomie nou- 
velle, ct plus de mouveineut encore que dans son livre. J’cfee dire qu'il ne se 
connaissait pas lui-ineme, lorsqu’il prctendait que la nature lui avail rcfus^ le 
talent de la parole j la solitude sans doute aifait concentre ce talent en lui- 
indme ; mais dans ces momens d’abandon, et lorsque rien ne Pufrusquait, il 
d^bordait comrne un torrent iinpdtueux k qui rien nc rdsiste.11 fut ques¬ 

tion de nos plus grands ^crivains : abstraction faite deses opinions particuUeres, 
il les caractcrlsa tous avee justesse, pr(!:cision, surtnutavec une impartiality dont 
nous fAmes ravis. Montaigne,” nous dit-il, “ ce premier philosophe Fran- 
eais, fCn noire inaltrc k tons. Sans lui peut-dtre nous n’aurions jamais eu ni 
Bd) lent Montesquieu. Quel hoinnie,”ajoutait-iI, "que ce Michel Montaigne 1 
Outre la naivety, la grkce, et Penergic de son style inimitable, il avail des vues 
longues, et comme il Pa dit, Pesprit pnmemutier*' Quand Jean-Jaques enfutk 
Voltaire, qui Pavait si indigneincnt outragd, au lieu cle rycrimination, il se plut 
h rendre justice eiitiere a safyeondite inypuisable, a la diversity dc ses talents. 
Quant a son caracterc, il n’cu dit que ces mots rdinarquables: " Jc ne sache 

point d’homme sur la terre dont les premiers niouvemcns aient dtd plus beaux 
que les siens.”* 

In the following also, considering the fate of the works and the man, 
\vc fool that there is something peculiarly touching. 

f " On lui fit remarquer sur mes tublettos tous ses livres exposes sur Ic meme 
rajon. Il sVmcut k cet aspect. Ah ! les voila, sMcrie-l-il, je les rencontre par- 
tout : il me scinblc qu’ils me poursuivent. Que ccs gensda m’ont fait de mal 
ct de plaisir! Il s’en approchc, il les frapne, ct les caressc Pun apres Pautre- 
Son LiniJc fut Ic plus maliraite, on pere neanmoins. Que de veilles, que de 
tourmens il m’a coutys ! et pourquoi? pour m’exposer aux furcurs de Penvie, 
ct de mes persdcutcurs. Cet enfant, opprimy dks sa naissance, nc m'a jamais 


• The party assembled early. Jean-Jaques soon arrived. With the cxi option 
of a few cloudy rooinents, how amiable he appeared ! Before dinner he related 
some of the most harmless anecdotes contained in his Confessions. They were 
already known to several of the party ; but he gave them a new character, and im- 
puitedto them a higher colour than they present in his book. It may be said that 
he did not know himself when be asserted that nature had withheld from him the 
talent of speaking; solitude had doubtless concentrated that talent within himself. 
But in his moments of familiarity, and when nothing occurred to embarrass him, he 

launched forth like an impetuous torrent which nothing could resist.Tlie 

conversation turned on our most distinguished writers ; and, making allowance for 
his peculiar opinioua, Rousseau characterized them all with accuracy, precision, and 
a degree of impartiality which charmed all present. “ Montaigne,'*^ said he, “ that 
first of Fi'cnch philosophers, has been our master in every thing. Without him, wc 
should, perhaps, never have had a Baylc or a Montesquieu. Wiat a man,” he add¬ 
ed, " was Michel Montaigne 1 Besides the natveiiy grace, and energy of his iniini- 
table style, his views were profound, !Uid his mind,” to use his own phrase, “ was 
predisposed to take a first hounii** Jean-Jaques, in alluding to Voltaire, who had 
so vilely insulted him, instead of rccrimipation, rendered ample justice to his in¬ 
exhaustible fertility and diversity of talent. With regard to his character, he used 
these remarkable words I know no man in the world whose first impulses of feel¬ 
ing arc better than hia. 

t He was shewn my bookcase, in which all his works were arranged together. He 
was moved at the sight of them. “ All! there they are,” he excliumed. “ 1 meet 
them every where : they seem to pursue me. What pain and pleasure these things 
have cost me. He advanced, struck them, and caressed them one after another. 
jSmile received the greatest share of correction, though still in a parental way. 
How much watchfulness and torment has he not cost me! aud all fur what? Ta 
<'.xpose myself to the fury of envy and my persecutors! That i‘liild, oppressed 
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Bouri. J’ignore quel chexuin ii a ikit ifoxs le^ monde. Mon hi^loUse du moind 
m’a &it passer de bona inomens, quoii^e je ne Taie pas non plus engendr^e 
saos douleur^ et qu^on^j’oit insult^e.”—^Tom. i. 185. • 

Rousseau's cdnyersational powers are also attested by the Prince de 
Ligne, who visited him in 177^. ^The conversation at first turned upon 
music and botany, but, as soon as the subject of his writings was in¬ 
troduced, 

II quitta dansl’instantsa musique, sa pervenche, et ses lunettes, enira dans 
des ddtaila supdrieurs, peut>dtre, k tout ce qu’il avail dcrit, et parcourut toutes 
les nuances dc ses id^ avec une justesse qu’il perdait quelquefois dans la soli¬ 
tude, k force de mdditer et d’dcrire. Ses yeux dtaient conime deux astres. 
San gdnie rayonnait dans ses regards, et xn’dlectrisait.—Sa vilaine femme ou 
servante * nous iaterrompalt quelquefois par quelques questions saugrenues 
qu’elle faisait sur son linge ou sur sa soupc, il lui rdpondalt avec douceur, et 
auraitennobli un mor$eau de fromages’il en avait parle.”t 

This may be the language of exaggeration, but the writer makes a 
concluding remark, which contains a more unequivocal testimony to 
Rousseau's powers than any direct encomium. 

** Je n*ai jamais eu tant d^esprit (et ce fut, je crois, la premiere et la der- 
nierefois de ma vie) que pendant les huit heures queje passai avec Jean-Joques 
dans mes deux conversations.”^ 

And in truth, this is one of the principal charms and advantages of 
an intercourse with men of genius, that for the moment they raise our 
minds to a level with their own. 

There is a long extract from an extremely interesting account of the 
last years and death of Rousseau, by a M. Corancez, an amiable and 
sensible man, who knew him intimately, and, generally bearing with 
his infirmities, continued his friend, and retained his confidence to the 
last. Some of the details that M. C. gives establish beyond a question 
the insanity of his unfortunate friend. Independent of the more gene¬ 
rally-known facts upon which this malady has been imputed to Rous¬ 
seau, M. Corancez mentions frequent physical attacks, we should ima¬ 
gine epileptic, which leave no doubt that there existed an organical de¬ 
rangement of the functions of the brain—the final result, not improba¬ 
bly, of that sudden rush of blood to the head in his youth, which J. J. 


from its birtb, never smiled upon me. I know not what course it has pursued in 
the world.—My Ilehise has at least afforded me some happy moments, though it 
was not brought forth without pfun, nor has it escaped insult.** 

* Rousseau, it would appear, was never married to Th^>r£se. He simply named 
her his wife one day in the presence of two friends, and afterwards continued the 
title. Tom. i. 469. 

f He instantl}’’ abandoned his mnsic, his periwinkle, and his glass, and entered 
into details, superior perhaps to any thing he had written. He passed through all 
the shades of his ideas with a degree of accuracy which he sometimes lost in soli¬ 
tude, through the labour of meditating and writing. His eyes beamed like twa 
stars. His genius flashed in his looks, and electrified me. His vulgar wifeor ser¬ 
vant several times interrupted us with impertinent questions concerning hia linen 
or his soup, which he answered with mildness. He would have ennobled a piece 
of cbeese, had he conversed about it. 

% I never felt my mind so much inspired (and I believe it was for the first and 
the last time in my life) us daring the eight hours 1 spent in my two conversationa * 
with Jean Ja«iuos. 
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has described ki his Confessions. During the continuance of those at¬ 
tacks, his mind betrayed the diost Unequivocal symptoms of the nature 
of the vij»itation. The same narrative shews, wo think, with almost 
equal clearness, that Rousseau termimted his own \i& —though, from 
some motives of prudence or delicacy^ a different story was circulated 
by the family in whose house he expired. He was interred at Erme- 
iionville in the Isle of Poplars. The scene is feelingly touched upon 
by his friend. 


L'inhumation cut lieu le soir m4me par le plus bean clair de lune, et Ic 
temps le plus calnic. Le lecteur peut se ngurer quelles furent ines sensations 
en passant dans I’ile avec le corps — le lieu, le clair de lune, le calme dc Pair, 
Plioinme, Ic rapprochement des acles de sa vie, une destinde aussi extraordi¬ 
naire, le rdsultai qui nous attend tous ; inais surquoi ina pensde s’arrcta le plus 
long-temps et avec le plus de complaisance, c’cstqu’cnHn le malheureux Rous¬ 
seau jouissait d’un repos, bien achet^ k la vdrite, mais qu^il ^tuit impossible 
d’espirer pour lui tant qu'il aurait vecu.”* Tom. i. 270. 


The volumes before us contain a large fund of incidental anecdote 
relating to J. J's contemporaries; from which we can offer only a few 
scanty selections, and these in a desultory form.—To begin with the 
ladies— 

Madmne D'Houdetot ,—Who would have thought that this idol of 
Rousseau's imagination, and, in part, the prototype of the divine Julie, 
was, not only not what her admirer fancied her, but absolutely ugly? 

'*Ce seraune consolation pour les femmes laides (says a Madame d’Allard, in 
a recent letter to, we believe, the Biographer) d'apprendre que Madame d’Hou- 
detot, qui I’^tait bcaucoup, a dii a son esprit et surtout a son charmant carac- 
terc, dY*trc si passionn^ment et si constamment aim^e. Elle avail non-seulc^ 
meiit la vue basse, et les yeux ronds, comme le dit Rousseau, inais elle dtait 
excessivemetit louche, ce que cmpechait que son ame se peigntt dans sa phi- 
siognoinie. Son front ^tait tr^s has, son nez gros —la petite v^role avait 
laissd unc teintejaune dans tous ses creux, ct les pores ^taient marques de 
brun. Cela donna un air sale k son tcint, qui, je crols, £tait beau avant cette 
nialadie.’'*t* Tom. ii. 141. 


The readers of the Confessions will recollect the mention of Rous¬ 
seau’s letters to this lady, and his remark upon her assertion that she 
had burnt them— 


* The interment took place that very evening, during the brightest moon-light 
and the calmest weather. The reiulcr may imagine what were my feelings as i pro¬ 
ceeded to the isle with the body—the place, the moon-light, the serenity of the 
evening, the roan, the recollection of the incidents of his life, his extraordinary 
destiny, and the common end which awaits us all;—but the circumstance on which 
my thoughts dwelt longest, and with most satisfaction, was, that at length the un¬ 
fortunate Rousseau enjoyed repose, well merited it is true, but which it was impos¬ 
sible he could have hoped for while he lived. 

f It will be a satisfaction to ordinary women, to learn that Madame d'Houdetot, 
who was so extremely plain, was indebted to her talent, and particularly to her 
charming temper, for being so passionately and so constantly beloved. She was 
not merely short-sighted, but her eyes were extremely round (as Rousseau himself 
remarks), and she squinted so excessively as to deprive her countenance of all 
power of expression. Her forehead was very low, and her nose large. The small¬ 
pox had left in their marks a yellow tint, and the pores of her skin were brown. 
This gave a dingy appearance to her complexion, which, 1 believe, had been beau¬ 
tiful previous to that disease. 
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Non, Pon nc met point au feu dc pareilles Icttreis. On a trouve bni- 
lantescelles de la Juiie. £h, dieu! qyj^uraif-on done dit de celles-ik? Si ces 
leltres sont encore en^tre, et qu'un jour elles soiciit vues, on connoitra com¬ 
ment j’ai aimc.”\ ^ 


Many years after, a Madamr Broutain, anxious to ascertain their 
fate, inquired after tlicm frtSm Madame d’Houdetot. Slic replied, 
“ that she had really burnt them all, one only excepted, which she 
had not the courage to destroy, it being a ?naster~piec€ of eloquence and 
paasion .'*—This one she had committed to the custody of M. St. Lam¬ 
bert, who, it turned out, had either mislaid or lost it—a fatality which 
M. de Musset deeply deplores—and we are Jean-Jaquists enough to 
sympathise in his regrets. 

Madame d’Epway, —There is a curious letter of this lady, and pecu¬ 
liarly characteristic of the time. Slie had heard, it seems, that J. J. 
was treating a select party of his friends to readings of the Confessions, 
and becoming alarmed for her cliaracter (“ il y va dc moii repos,’* are 
her words) she made a formal application to M. de Sartine, the police 
magistrate, to interfere, and put a stop to this libellous recitation. It 
is a little remarkable, that her letter charging Rousseau as a calumnia¬ 
tor, indirectly attests his veracity. 

Si vous lui faites donner sa parole (to discontinue), jc crois qu’il la tiendra/' 

This is only one of tlie many instances recorded in these volumes, 
of such summary appeals against troubliisome authors. Diderot* we 
have already seen, was immured for a joke. St. Lambert procured a 
lettre dc cachet against a M. Clement for a rough critique on his Poem 
of the Seasons, (ii. 295)—and mention is made (ii. 347) of a scribbling 
Marquis (de Xirntnes) who regularly applied to M. de Sartine, to 
muzzle all impertinent commentators upon his trash. 

D' Alembert, —M. Corancez relates, that after the death of Rousseau, 
D’Alembert bitterly reproached himself for his conduct towards him, 
and even went so far as to .shed some tears. Upon this, M. de Musset, 
who questions the geometrician’s sincerity, informs us that he was a 
perfect master of mimickry—“ il pleurait ou riait a voloiilc”—and in 
confirmation he introduces the following story:— 

“ C’est a ce don des larmcs que I^a Harpe dut le sucefcs dc sa Milanie ,— 
L’etiquette voulail qu*on c5t plcur^ a ce draine. D’Alembert ne niaiiquaii 
jamais d’accoinpaguer La Haqic, 11 prenait un air si^rieux et compost^, qui 
fixait d’abord Inattention. Au premier actc, il falsait remarquer Ics aper^us 
philosophiques de Pouvrage j ensuite profitant du talent qu'il avait pour la pan¬ 
tomime^ il pleurait loujours aux ni6mes endroits, cc qui imposait aux fciiiiiies 
la ndccssitd dc s’attendrir—et comment auraient-elles cu les yeux secs, lors- 
qu’un philosophe fondait cnlarmes Tom. ii. 10. 


* No \ letters like those could not be committed to the Hamcs \ If the letters of 
JiiUc were said to be ardent, wbat would be thought of those ? If those letters be 
still in existence, and shall ever 1}C seen, it will he known how 1 have loved. 

t To D'Alembert’s power of shedding tears at pleasure, La Harpe was indebted 
for the success of his Milanie. Etiquette required that the audience should weep 
at the representation. D’Alembert never failed to accompany La Harpe to the 
theatre. He assumed a serious and composed air, which at first rivetted attention, 
in the first act, he pointed out the philosophic views of the work; then, availing 
himself of hi^ pantornmne tahftts, he invariably wept at the same passages, which 


Among tlie anecdotes there is an amusing and well-told account of a 
mystification practised by Sophie ^nould upon a party of her high 
acquaintances, who insisted upon lier inviting her->friend Jean-Jaques 
to meet them at her house. This wa/ a few years belbre liis death. 
Uousseau, as she anticipated, refused t<ft come. 

“ Voici (continues M. dc Musset) comment ellc sc tira d'aflaire. Le tail- 
leur dc la coin^die avail quclque resemblance avec Jean-Jaques. Elle le rc- 
marque, et sc rdsout a lui faire jouer le r61e de Rousseau. Les conventions 
sont bient6t faites—^Ics voici—^le taillcur doit prendre la perruqne rondc, Pha- 
bit inarron sans collet, la longue ct grosse canne, tout le costume enfin dc 
Jean-Jaques. II aura soin de teiiir la t^te un peu penclu^c, dc nepas dire un 
sculmot —on lui laisse la libertd dc manger ct de boire, mais cn observant tou- 
jours le m^me silence—il se levera de Uiblc a un signal conveiin pour sc rctirer, 
cl d^^campera sans rentrer dans le salon—il sera payd largement.” * 

After these preliminaries the guests were invited to a supper-party, 
where the pretended Jean-Jaques appeared upon the right of Made¬ 
moiselle Arnould,—The scene is described at length.—To complete 
the illusion, the hostess circulated the bottle briskly. The mock- 
pliilosophcr performed his part to admiration, as long as he coiitinued 
sober; but, in spite of all Sophie’s precautions, he at last became as 
drunk as the rest, il tint dcs propos qui, sans I’ivresse des con¬ 
vives, leur auraient paru foi't etranges”—However, the trick was not 
discovered till afterwards revealed by the contriver. 

Chacun admira le niuet—et trouve qu*il repondait parfuiicmcnt k Piddc 
qu’on s’dtait faitc de sou esprit et dc scs lalcns.” Tom. i. 182. 

There are also the details of another mystification, wliero the real 
Jean-Jaques is presented to Madame Gcnlis, and supposed by her to 
he Previllcthe actor, dressed up to personate him. (ii. 1D3.)—It is very 

cleverly related by Madame G-, but we must refer for the part'cu- 

lars to the book itself. 

Upon the wliolo, M, de Musset’s work, though not an admirable 
specimen of biography, and unnecessarily voluminous, contains a large 
stock of new matter, tending to elucidate many passages in the life and 
character of his subject; and as such, must be considered to be a valu¬ 
able and necessary supplement to the published editions of Rousseau’s 
writings. 


imposed on the ladies the necessity of appearing moved; for how could they keep 
their eyes dry, when even a philosopher was melted in tears ? 

» She got over the difficulty in the following manner. The tailor of the theatre 
somewhat rescmhlcd Jean-Jaques. She had remarked this, and determined to 
make him act the part of Rousseau. The arrangements, were speedily made, 
as follows:—The tailor to appear with the round wig, the chesnut-coloured coat 
without a collar, the long thick cane, in short the whole costume of Jean-Jaques. 
He must hold his head a little inclined, and not utter a single word. He is to he 
allowed the freedom of eating and drinking, always preserving the same silence. He 
must rise from tabic at a given signal, retire without returning to the salon, and 
finally he shall be handsomely paid. 
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(The Shade of Alfieri addresses t]ic Northumberland.) 

Thou, British Oak, in laurell’d pride elate. 

Who to far shores, aehwart the Atlantic tide, 

The conquer’d C j'nqueror of Kings dost guide. 
Kings condemn’d to share an exile’s fate;— 

When thou arriv’st, in angry accents state 

That his false Gauls are shamed on every side:— 
To him, the son of Italy, relate 

In what unworthy chains she wcpl and sigh’d— 
His the fit sentence, he the unBlial told. 

Of one who his unsullied mother sold. 

And basely to a worthless harlot gave.— 

She is such, and he knows it; for, behold 1 
liofty or spum’d, in every change a slave, 

Gaul still IS V ice’s seal, and Virtue’s grave. — 



SONNET. 

To some the song of love is given, they raise 
A thousand pleasing phantoms, which engross 
The youth of mankind, veiling thus the loss 
Of childhood’s glowing visions, and in lays 
Of sweetest melody do they impart 
The gladness of their passion Is thy heart 
To these delusions captive? Hear, and know. 

Theirs is a. masque of bitterness, and woe, 

A pageant which requires—but ne’er repays 
The loss of truth and liberty. Oh! snun. 

Whilst in the path of life, this devious maxe. 

So shall thou never mourn o’er pleasures gone, 

Or, with a heaving breast, lament at things so vain. 

When tears, and strife, and woe, arc heard in Hymen’s train. C. 


L'oMnRA n* ALFIERI CUE PAULA AL NORTHUMBERLAND. UA MONTI. 

Anglico altiero Pin d’ alloro ornato, 

Che BU* r ondc d’AtlanU* n cstremi Udi 
U vincitor de’ re vinto alfin guidi, 

(hii in csilio or vuol de* rijgi il fato 
Uionto alia metk, a liii con vidto irato 
L'onta palcsa dc’ suoi Galli inhdi, 

E i non mertati ceppi, c il pianto> c i gridi 
D’ltalia narra, a hu d’ltalia nato— 

Digli> C'he pena 5 d’onipio figlio degna 

La sna, pcrcli^ vendovn con arte pravn 
La nobil madre a inerctrice indegna - 
E ben fn talC) e il sallo, e tal la veggio, 

(Ir snperba or viliacca, c sempre schiava, 

Gallia tomba a virtude, c a vizio seggio. 
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A 

Abyssinia, Pearce’s account of, 251—cha¬ 
racter of Pearce, by Mr. Salt, ib ,—of the 
guveiiiors, 252—extraordinary activity 
ot tlie Arabs, 253—vexations endurcrl 
by Pearce, 254—Abyssinian Christiani¬ 
ty, 255-~cncct of their civil dissensions 
on morals, 25(i—different tribes, their 
habits, and religious fasts and holidays, 
257—character of the people, 427—ha¬ 
bits of, 42y. 

Acquaintances, 350—the horrors ot iri' 
traduction, tb ,—misery of salutations, 
351—Friendship and love, 252. 

Address to Belzoni’s mummy, 12«. 

Affectation in poitiaiiurc, 503—diB'crent 
schools of, ?/*.—painters depict them¬ 
selves any thing but what they are, G05 
—instances of inconsistency, ib, GOG 
—bad taste in portraituie deftued, tb .— 
different affectations of the age, G07. 

Africa (Southern), review of a Description 
of, 410—Cape Town,411—want of wa¬ 
ter, 412—Dutch system of agriculture, 
ib .—the emigrants* hope of success at, 
413—^Tablc Mountain, 414—St. He¬ 
lena and Napoleon, 7 b, 415, 41G. 

Alfirr., sonnet of, translated, 575. 

American Epistles, or the land of promise, 
5K5. 

' -Indians, eloquence ot, GO to 70. 

Anecdotes of Spanish Monks, 35, 3G— 
of Highlanders, 515—of Pope, 4G5.— 
of Sophie Arnould and Rousseau, G31 
—^of Dr. Johnsun, GOH. 

Aiio Virginco, curious Spanish manu¬ 
script, 35, 

Anti-Bluc'i and Blues, or learned ladies, 
220 . 

Apologue of Di. Sheridan, versified, 37* 

Arabic and Persian literature, 4Gy—Arabic 
verses to Bonaparte on his marriage, 
535. 

Auburn, pilgrimage to, and account of, 
449. 

Authors (Young), hints to, 589—methods 
of beginning a work, 590. 

B 

Baif (Lazare), an early French dramatist, 
51—the younger Baif, 124, 

Beauty, stanzas to a,41G. 

Bibliographical researches of Mr. Dibdin, 
review of, 189. 


Blues and Anti-Blues, rcmaiks on their 
amiable chaiacter, 220—fallacy ul 
old saws against learned ladies, 223— 
women in their proper sphere in such 
pursuits, 224. 

Bonaparte, his death and character, 182 to 
189—mode of liie at St. Helena, 414. 

Books (Old), 117— VIS litciaria extracted 
fiom Burton & Brown, 118—Montaigne 
never unpillagcd, 118—black letter au¬ 
thors, theirsuperior merits, 119—Pope’s 
obligations and transmutations, tb .— 
proof in point, 120. 

Botany, lines on, 46— n marks on 3G4— 
pleasures of in the country, 3G5—adapt¬ 
ed particularly for the study of lailic<, 
36G—objections to the Linnean system 
combated, ib. —heaths, their uses, 3(i7 
—physiology of vegetables a curious 
and interesting branch of botany, ?/•.-- 
the study ot botany illustrates a pas¬ 
sage ill holy writ, 3G8. 

Boy-Bishops picached formerly in the 
chutches at Christmas, GI2. 

Brothers ('I'he), a talc from Schiller, 2J9. 

Bull-fights, account of, 340. 

C 

Campbell (T.),lcctu»cs on poetry, 1, 225, 
433—.a song by, 393—song of Hybrids 
translated by, 438. 

Cant, definilJon and description of, 299— 
the epidemic of modern essayism, 301. 

Cape of Good Hope, account of, 410— 
want of water, 412—Dutch agricultuie, 
lb. —the emigrants, 413. 

Catholic (Roman), parties amongst the, in 
Ireland, 404. 

Cat-painter, account of, 480. 

Census (The), humorous remarks on, 
370—consternation occasioned by it to 
unmarried persons, ib. —instances, 371, 
372,373, 374. 

ChristmaB-keeping, GOO—in London, GIO 
—institutions connected with, Gil— 
lawyers of Lincoln's Inn, their revels, 
tb. —of the Inner Temple, tb. —revelry 
and sports of the Church, G12—carols 
and their origin, tb. —modern mode ot 
kce,atng in the country, GI3. 

Claus (Peter), tale of, 150. 

Clergyman (Spanish), on the formation ot 
his character, 28—his birth and parent¬ 
age, 29, first taken to the roiifes- 
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sion, 31—effects of it, 32—first becomes 
acquainted with books, 33—determines 
to take orders, 34—the Ano vugineo, .S') 
—education and the Jesuits, 157—exof> | 
cises of Saint Ignatius, 159—Father ; 
Vega, sketch of his' character, 160, 
161—instruction, 162—reads Fcyjoo, 
163—reprimanded for reading that au¬ 
thor, 164—account of the Spanish uni¬ 
versities, 286—qualifications to be re. 
ceived at, 2B7—Campomancs reforms 
them, 2H8—absurdities in matters of 
science and literature, 289, 290—strug¬ 
gles between genius and constituted ig¬ 
norance, 290—the clergyman studies 
French, 291—reads forbidden bof)ks, 
292—mental impressions, 29^1—is or¬ 
dained, 294—peace of mind forsakes 
him, 296—finds a friend, and discloses 
his feelings, 298—conclusion of his 
statement, ih. 

Comedies of I’homas May, 70— extracts 
from, 71. 

Conception (The),an early dramatic mys¬ 
tery, 51. 

Conversation, remarks on, 456—means 
of succeeding in, 457—social, 572, 

Corneille, remarks on, 389. 

Coronations, remarks on, and history of, 
96, 208—on the preparation for, 216. 

Cowardice (Female), 4/4. 

Cowper, on his poetical characicr, 153— 
extract from, on flowers, 177. 

Cries (London), philosophy of the,394— 
character of, 395—diflerenl sorts of, 
397. 

Criticism, on French and English traeedy, 
47, 121, 38.5—on the comedies of 
Thomas May, 70—on Dc Mus<-oi*s life 
ot Iiou'»scHU, 618, 

I> 

Daisy, lines to the, 285. 

D'Alembert, anecdote of, 630. 

De La Taille ''Jean), on his plays, 122. 

D'Houdftot (Mad.), 629. 

Uibdin's Bibliographical Researches, re¬ 
new of, 189—the king’s library at Paris 
and its treasures, 190—ancient MSS, 
190,191—visits Strasburgh,191—Stutt- 
gard, 192—interview with the brethren 
of Chremsminstcr, 193—his entertain¬ 
ment, 194,195. 

Donl.eucudioDoblado’slettersfrom Spain, 
25—character of Spaniard^, 2f>—of 
Spanish clergymen, 27 to 35—anecdotes 
of monks, 35, 36—on the system of 
Spanish ecclesiastical education, 157 to 
165—on the formation of the Spanish 
clerical character, 286—description of 
Spanish universities, 286 to 292—bull¬ 
fights, 340 to 349—sets out to Olbera, 
484—anecdotes of Spanish manners, iK 
—El Diablo Predicador,” a Spanish 


play, 486—the Las An-masand lottery 

‘ of purgatory, 488—distinctions of so¬ 
ciety, convents and nuns, at Osuna, 
490, 491—roads in the Sierra -e Honda, 
and a Spanish vicar, 492—modes of 
life at Olbera, and character of the in¬ 
habitants, 493—the plague at Seville, 
576—the popular prayers for aid, 577— 
parish priests, superstitions respecting, 
579—female dress attacked from the 
pulpit, 580—^various superstitions to 
avert infection, 581. 

E ^ 

Eail Bristol’s farewell, verses, 277. 

Education, new modes of, 381—proposed 
improvements in, 384. 

Echo, sonnet to, 426. 

Eloquence of American Indians, speci¬ 
mens of, 60. 

English Language, innovations in, 308. 

English Pride, thoughts on, 135—pride o( 
purse, 136—contemptible distinctions 
in country parishes and town.s, 136— 
middling classes of I.ondon, 137—their 
high life below stairs, ?7\—city pride of 
wealth, 1.38—ostentation and luxury, 
139—civic dinners, J40. 

English'I'ragedy, criticism on, 47, 121, 
385. 

Enthusiasm, observations on, 26.5. 

Epigrams of Pananti, 422, 497. 

1‘ 

Fashion, revolution in, 360 — Female 
Cowardice, 471. 

Fictions (Modernj, observations on, 165. 

Filicaja, sonnet from, 313. 

First Spring, story from the German, MM. 

Foscolo (Ugo), lines to, 453. 

P'ragnicnts from the Woods,60—speech ol 
Black Thunder, 61-—Skenaudo, the 
Oneida warrior, 62—his clociucnt ha¬ 
rangue, 6,3—defiance of a chieftain of 
the Creek nation, rZ?.—the Virginian 
chief to Sir W. Berkeley, 64—address oi 
a Cherokee chief, lA—Tccumsch, the 
prophet of war,66—Hauanossa’s speech, 
66, 67—Black Buffaloe, 68—patlictu' 
address of Scauaudo, 68,6f). 

French Tragedy, criticism on, 47, 121, 


Garden, Walks in a, 41, 173. 

Gamier (Robert), criticism on his dra¬ 
mas, 124. 

German popular and traditionary Litera¬ 
ture, 146—historical review of, 148, 
149—the Goatherd, or history of Peter 
Claus, 150—remarks on, 151, 152— 
hymns oi songs, 329,330—traditionary 
tales, 330—** Little Garden of Roses,” 
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331—dwrarfs,•expulsion of, from thej 
Nartz, 3jl3—Emperor Frederic, falc rc-^ 
tipecting, 5.38—the mountain enchant-^ 
ment, ^39—the Vintner of Tilleda, tb. 
—ballad of the Brocken, 543. 

German (North) peasantry, 2()8—intro¬ 
ductory remarks, 259, 270—tenures and 
contributions, 271—oppressive treat¬ 
ment of, 272, 273, 274, 275—strength 
and spirit of, examined, 375—debase¬ 
ment of spirit in the Pomeranian pea¬ 
santry, 379—latterly tlicir condition 
amended, 380. 

--—literature: Mines of the East, 

533. 


Good Hope (Cape of), travels in, 410— 
description ot Cape Town, 411—ac¬ 
count of Southern Africa, 410—migra¬ 
tion to, 413. 

Greece, emancipation of, 44.'!—Grecian 
navy, 441—land toices, 445—the Kapi- 
tanys, il\ 

(ircvin (Jacipics), French dramatist, re¬ 
marks on his plays, 122. 

Grimm*s Ghost, 195—the artist’s letter¬ 


box, certain rcsolutiuu.srespecting, 
195—case and legal opinion on, 197— 

Mrs. Meadoweroft's letter to Mt.O -, 

198—Alderman Uowgate to--,199 

Captain Hoiehound to SirW. B. 200— 
I-cvi La/.ains to Mr. T. i/-.—Miss L. 

Patterson to Mr, -447—new 

subject, the Dixons and Culpeppers, 

515 , 


Gymnastics of the Studious, 4f),l-*.ii(hng 
on boihcbuck, 154—anecdote of Pope, 
45.1—walking, if\ —gardening, 455,— 
lield-spoits, 455, 457. 


If 

Happiness, on ihcpursuit of it, 211—let¬ 
ter oil II, 245. 

Hardy (Francis), French dramatic wri¬ 
ter, character of, 385. 

Halt/ mountains, tales ut the, 115, 329, 
537. 

Hats, indicate character of the weaier, 
4.54—catalogue of, 45.5. 

Heads, observations on the structure of, 
.593. 

Highland Anecdotes : the Raid of Cille- 
chnst, 515—superstitions of, and Lon¬ 
doners, 551, .558, 

Hints to young authors, 589- 

Hisiory of the Middle Ages, by M. Sis- 
mondi, 508—society, or social science, 
.508,509—science of politics, .509,510 
the social sciences should be elucidated, 
511—diOercnce between natural and 
social science, 512—social science still 
in its infency, Sl.'l—-period of time pro¬ 
posed to be considered, 511—grandeur 
and weakness of the Roman Empire, 
5,53—dciaiUd views of tliis subject, viz. 
iwlitical and national divisions, lan¬ 


guages, free and slave population, origin 
of great cities, 554, 555, 555,557, 558, 
559, 550. 

Ijlorace, Ode suit,,Book iii. translated, 16 
—Ode xiii. Book ii?. 55. 

IjumboldPs Travels, .314—description of 
th< moschetfoes on the Oroonoko. — 
birds and animals, 315—cannibalism of 
the Indians, 315—roasted monkeys, 
3l8—the Otomac'>, orearth-tsiicrs,?/’. 

Hume (DavitlJ, his quanel with Rous¬ 
seau, 524. 

Hybrias the Cretan’s song, 438. 

I 

Indians, American, their eloquence, 50. 

Ireland, The King's visit to, 399—Henry 
the Second’s visit to,//*.—Cromwell,400 
—William 111.401—us relative situation 
to the King, 402—Orange paity in, 
40.i—Catholic aristocracy, party of, 404 
— Catholic radicals, 405—Catholic 
priesthood, J06—reception of the King> 
408. 

Italy, Briton’s lament for, 17—observa¬ 
tions on, 75, 201. 


Jackson the pugilist, his fine make and 
strength, .528. 

Jesuits in Spain, their influence and cha¬ 
racter, 157. 

Jodcllc, the early French dramatist, 52— 
his Cleopatra, extracts from, 53. 

Journal (J. Kentucky’s), 101—reason foi 
the name of John Bull, ?/*. 1C »—on 
keeping May-day, 105—feelings on vi¬ 
siting the Mou c of Commons, 107— 
nuimcrs of fashionable life, 109 to 112, 
212—the levee, »/•.—excursion to Rich¬ 
mond, 21.3—view from, 214—different 
religions, 215—on the preparations for 
the coronation, 215—the eiironation 
day, Windsor, 522—a morning m New¬ 
gate, 524—Mrs. Fry, 528—visit 

to the Fives Comt, .525—slung of, .527 
visit to Jledlam, .528—Peg Nicholson, 
Hatfield, 529, 530—receives letters 
from America, and conclusion, 532. 

Journal of a Tourist, 117—hasty conclu¬ 
sions of, tl —passage to Calais, 419— 
reflections on French and English cha¬ 
racter, 419, 420—reaches Abbeville, 
happy appearance of the peasantry, .597 
—remarks on the French conveyances, 
598—arrives at Beauvais, tif .—desolate 
ap^Kurance of, 599—enters l^ris by the 
ga.eof St. Denis, 600—the lojuvre, ?7'. 
—^rhuillenC'., i/’.—Palais Royal, 601— 
Cclumn in Place V'endome, remarks on, 
?/•—French engraving respecting, 602. 

K 

Kentucky (Joiiaihan), his jounifll, No. 
IV. 104—No. V. 212—No, V4. 522. 
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King (I’he), in Ireland, 399—diffeient ( 
kings visitors of, 399, 400—fcromwell, f 
400,401—feeling of the Irish respect¬ 
ing Geo. IV. 402—tbe King's supposed 
predisposition fcfr different parties in, 
40.H-—the Orange faction, ih, —the P">- 
man Catholic aristocracy, 404—tM: Irish 
Catholic Radicais, 40A—Catholic priest¬ 
hood, 405—inconsistency of the dif¬ 
ferent parties, 408—hovr only the King 
could have formed a correct notion of 
the country, 409. 

KyJFaus Mountain, 146, 329, .^37. 

L 

I.a Fayette (Mad.) on the novels of, 519 
—memoirs of, tl\ 

Language (Engli.slO^ innovatums in, 308. 

La PtTuse, remarks on his drama the 
Medea, 121. 

J-eaming (deep), letter on the vanity of, 
353. 

Lectures on Poetry (Campbell’s), lecture 
111. 1- IV. 225—part 1, lecture V. 433 

Ldia, sonnets to, 318, 584. 

Letters from Spgin, bv Lcucadio Doblailo, 
No. in. 2.5—No. iV. t:7—No. V. 285 
-No. VI. 340—No.V11.481. No. Vlll. 
:»76. 

Letters and Letter-writers, on, 142—cha¬ 
racter of Mad. de Sevigne as a Icitci-wn- 
tcr, 1J:>—(tf l-lor. Walpole, 7i\—tif Lord 
Shaftesbury, 144—of Hume, 1L5—of 
Richardson, ?/■.—of English temalelet- 
tci-writcrs, 146—letter on happines's, 
215—on the vanity of deep learning, 
35.3 — poetical from America, 58.5 — 
to the Editor of the New Monthly 
i\Iaga/.inc, 278—to the Editor of the 
01(1 Hampstead Maga/.ine, 283—to the 
Old Hampstead Magazine, from A. 
Sanguine, 285. 

Literature, on Gciman popular and tradi¬ 
tional, No. I. 145—No. n. 329—No. 
Ul. 537—Persian and Arabic, 458— 
Gorman, Mines of the East, .533. 

Little Garden of Roscs,” (3 he), 331. 

I^ndon Cries, philosophy of the, 394. 

Lottery (The,) good method of raising 
money, 498—advantages of, 499— 
losses in remedied hyfelo dv sr, 500. 

M 

Maepherson’s Lament, 24. 

Madness, remarks on, 113. 

Mamaboo, the violin prayer, 282. 

Man, lines on, 37. 

May(Thomas), comedies of, 70—extracts 
from The Heir, 71 — from The Old 
Couple, 72. 

Melancholy, obbctvations on, 423. 


EX. 

Middle Ages, Sismond^ on the history 
of,%08, -553. 

Mind (G^frcy), the cat-painter, account 
of, 480—Petrarch's affectioii for a cat, 

481— Madame Hclvetius and her cat, 

482— Mind, the son of a carpenter, 
i/.,—of limited capacity, t5.-—devoted 
to painting cats only, 483—his attach¬ 
ment to bears, it\ —verses applied to 
him, 464. 

Modern Fictions, remarks on, 165. 

Modern Pilgrimages to Auburn, 449. 

Monti, sonnet of, to the Northumbci- 
land, 632. 

More (SirT.), a great thrower at cocks, 
611. 

Morgan (Lady), her work on Italy,^75— 
remarks on Turin, 75—Milan, 77 — 
Como,H0-—Pavia, ib. —Gcnovi,81—Pia¬ 
cenza, 82—Bologna, 82—slate ol so¬ 
ciety, 201 — religious cercnionics, ib. 
—ceremonies on Holy-Thursday, 202 
— on Good-Friday, 204 — on Easter- 
Sunday, 206 — English language and 
literature studied at Naples, 207. 

Mountain King (The), from a Swedish 
J.egend, .319. 

Mummy (Belzoni’s),lines to, 128. 

Music of Politics, 177—influence of music 
upon government, 179 — jnstrumriit’. 
for legislative assemblies, IHI. 

N 

Na\)olcon and St. Htlcna, 414, 415,415 
—^view of his life and chdracici, 182— 
military renown tiansient,483—Insgreai 
resolution and successes, 184—Madame 
de StaePs portrait of liim, 185—Mr. 
Ellis’s interview with him, ib. —greai- 
ness of physiognomy, 186—comparison 
between him and Cromwell, 188. 

Newspaper(prospective),spccimcn of,l29. 

Nice men, .321—the nicc-tasted man, /A 
—the Ladies* man, 324. 

Noise, man naturally fond of it, 260—cx- 
cmpliffcations, 261. 

North German Peasantry, on the, 268. 

O 

Old Books, observations on, 117. 

Old Hampstead Magazine, article from, 
279—Letter to the Editor of, 283. 

Orange Party (The), in Ireland, 403. 

P 

Palindromes, remarks on and specimens 
of, 170. 

Pananti, epigrams of, 422, 497. 

Paris (Sunday in), description of, 471— 
impressions produced at first entering, 
559. 

Park (Mungo), dirge for, 518. 

Pcdrce’s(Nathanicl), account of Abyssinia, 
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— ilt-trcattd by the Has, ^52— j 
charactcift of the chiefs, 253—actount ] 
of the various tribes, and their habits, r 
256, 42f to 432. 

Peasantry (The), of North Germany, 268 
—history of, 269—situation of, 273, 

Persian and Arabic Literature, 46B. 

JVtrarch, his affection for a cat, 481. 

Philosophy of the London Cries, 391— 
the glory of nourishing a city belongs 
to their itinerant professors, 398. 

Pilgrimages (Modern), 449—local asso¬ 
ciations relative to birth-place unfclt 
by cockneys ih. — Goldsmith, 4,50— 
iUscriptiou of the present state of Au¬ 
burn, 4.')7—Lishoy-house, the residence 
the poet’s brother, —the hawthorn- 

tiee, tb .—the 'I'hrcc Jolly Pigeons, 452. 

Play (The New), 38—aniCieties ot the Au¬ 
thor, 10. 

Poets ofUural Life, their character, 153. 

Poetiy, Campbell’s Lectures on, I —Grevk 
Povtri/y tf \—eailiest Greek poetry not 
to be traced, il \—Homer alludes to 
poets who preceded him, f?*.—his idea 
of ilic poetic character high and ho- 
nouiabIc,2—bards the inmates of Greek 
palaces, tb .—probable cause of the ac- 
quaiiuaiicc of Homer with man¬ 
ners and human nature, 3, — bardic 
prolcssion did not commence with 
IJonicj, 4 — poets recorded by Ho¬ 
mer, tb .—opinions respecting Orpheus 
and his poetry, ib. .i, 6 — no vestige 
ot philosophical and religious mys- 
i.cism in Homer, 7 — the era of his 
poetry not ascertained, H—opinions ic- 
garding theii unity, 8, 9—preserved by 
iiadition for an iiiicertam period, 10— 
iiiduciKcot the Tjojan cxpcdiuon on 
the minds ot the t-hccks, ib. 11—a de¬ 
vice ot civilization .shewn in Homer’s 
writings, 11—comparison between the 
dge of Tiojan and Chivaliic heroism, 
12—the interC'.t attached to the cha- 
lactcra in ttie Iliad, 13 and 14 —undig- 
niiied passages in, l.>—the Cyclic poets, 
225 — Ulysses and the Odyssey, ib. 
226, 227— classical poetry deficient in 
ilcpictmg female icfincment, if-.—re¬ 
marks on the Odyssey continued, 228, 
229, 2.'10, and 231 —opinion of Alex¬ 
andrian critics on the termination of, 
lb. — character of Penelope, ib. —a sen¬ 
timent of Ulysses worthy of better 
deeds, 232 —the Margites, account of, 
23;i —Homer’s Battle of the Frogs and 
Mice, tb. —hymns attributed to Homer, 
tb. 234, 235,236, 237 —whether Homer 
or Hesiod be the more ancient poet, 
2.38 — Hesiod’s fiee spirit seems to 

, prove him the latest, 238, 239 — his 
character, ib. —liisWorks and Days,240 
—his haishncss respecting women, if \— 


* earliest Greek poets, Asiatics, 433—fine 
arts earliest cultivated in Asiatic Greece, 
435—the citrate and soil of Asiatic 
.Greece favour 2 fi>]f to their rise and re¬ 
finement, 436 — thf Delphic Oracle, 
— counteraTcting causes to retard 
tbclidvanccnricntof the mother coun¬ 
try, 4.37—Crete the earliest civilized 
of the Greek States, recorded by 
Homer, iZ’.—Thales, j/*. —- Corinth 
never the seat of the Muses, 438— 
Doric States of Greece, 438— Calli- 
nus, Archilochus, and Sappho, asso¬ 
ciated with new strains of poetry,139— 
Greek music improved after the Home¬ 
ric age, r/f.—Pindar and the Greek ode, 
440—the crisis of lyrical excellence in 
Greece, ib ,—could hardly occur twice 
in the history of the world, tb. —Ale¬ 
man, scantiness of his relics, 441—lo.ss 
of Cifcck poetry to be regretted, 442— 
would have thrown great light on na¬ 
tional manners, ib. 

Poetry: from the Dutch ofTollens, 16.— 
translation from Horace, ib .—on Italy, 
17—Marpher^on’s lament, 24 — lines 
on Man, '.*7 —Sotany, 46—traiKla- 
tion fn. ^ Horace, tb. 55—on a piece of 
the Palm from the Acropolis at Athens, 
59—verses on Reconcilement, Hij — to 
Bel/oni’s Mummy, 128—on I.o\c, 224 
—on Youth au(t Love, 276—the Karl 
HristoPs Farewell, 277— to the Daisy, 
285—Cant.302—sonnet from Filieaja, 
313—to Lclia, 318—tficMcmntainKing, 
a Swedish legend, 319— Ugolino,327— 
lines given with a Picture to my Bio- 

, thcr, 3.39—I'hc Return of llcuaud, a 
song, 349—to the Oiangc-trce at Ver¬ 
sailles^, .3.58—to a Friend on her Biith- 
day, 369—Nurse’s song from the Ger¬ 
man, 37.5—song, by T. Campbell, 393 
—sonnet to the Turtiuoisc, 409—stan¬ 
zas to a Beauty, 416—song, 421—son¬ 
net, 422—epigram from Pananti, ib. — 
.sonnet to Echo, 42(i—to Ugo Foscolo, 
4.53—to a Friend with a Seal, 462— 
Cain on the Sea-shore, 467—Sunday 
in Paris, 471—on LadyW—r, 173 — 
the Triton of the Minnows, .517—dirge 
for Mungo Park, .518—sonnet at Part- 
ing, .5.32—on listening to vocal music, 
tb. —lines written in the Country, 550— 
to the Sarcophagus in the British Mu¬ 
seum, 551—written in the Volume of 
a Friend, 571—translation from Alfieri, 
575—to Lclia, 584—American Epistles, 
585—Fortune’s fickleness, ‘596—song, 
602—^Thank.s for a Place, 603— song 
from the Italian, 608—translation from 
Monti, 632—sonnet, ib. 

Politics, music of, illustrated, 177. 

Political Economy, on the study of, 258. 

Portraiture, aiTcctation in, 6f)3. 
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* i ' ^ 

Posterity, 277-^letter from to the Edit6r, 
270—extract from the OldrHampstead' 
Magazine, 279—letter to the Editor of/' 
2g;{—from Anthony Sanguine, 205., 
Pride, English, 13C. 

Pseudo-Gentlemen, description of, 303. 

Q * t* 

Quintain, exercise of, once common in 
London, G12—set up at Cornhill, ih. 

R 

Racine, character of, 391. 

Reconcilement, lines on, 05. 

Revolution in Fashion, 360—attempts in 
high-life to repel innovators, 362, 363 
—seven-shilling subscription at AL 
mack's, ih. —the ascendancy of birth 
duly secured by it, 364. 

Richmond, description of, 56—the park, 
50—excursion to, 213. 

Roman Catholics, parties amongst, in Ire¬ 
land, 404. 

Roman Empire, its extent, 553—divisions 
of the people into classes, 5.50. 

Rousseau (J.Jaques), Life of, by De Mus¬ 
set, 610—character of the work, — 
remarks on his f;;^cu!iarities, 619 — 
cflcctof his first sitti'ss, ibject 

of the Heloise and £mile^,^>A^(—quarrel 
with 1 lumc, 624—his pen.-cution625 
his conduct at a dinner-party ,626—con¬ 
versational powers, 628. 

Rural Life, poets of, 1.53—Cowper, 154— 
character ofhia mind, 155—the merits 
of Cowper in purifying devotional feel¬ 
ings, 156. 

S 

Sarcophagus in the British Museum, lines 
to, 551. 

Schiller, a tale from the German of, 249. 
Sheiidan (Dr.), apologue of, versified, 37. 
Sisiiiondi on the Middle Ages, 500—in¬ 
troductory remarks, jf*.—fall of the Ro¬ 
man empire m the West, 553—extent 
of the whole empire, 554—state of the 
people, 550—existence of great cities, 
560. 

SnuR-taking, 336. 

Social Converse, in France and England, 
572. 

.Song of Hybrias the Cretan, 438. 

Sonnet from Fihcaja, 313—toLelia, 318 
—to a Friend on her Birthday, 369—to 
theTurquoisc, 409—on Female Beauty, 
422—to Echo, 426—at Parting, 532— 
on hearing a Lady sing, il .—from AU 
iicri, 575— to Leha, 584—translation 
from Mo'i..., 632—sonnet, 632. 

Spain, letters from, 25, 157, 286, 340, 
484, 576. 

Speaking, tricks of, 18. 

Specimen of a Pruspccitve Ncwspaiicr, 
129 to 134. 


EX.. 

Spring (The first), a sti)ry,from the Gcr* 
min, 504. ^ 

Stanzas to aBeauty, 416—on a Lady, 473. 
Stolberg, lines from the Gerrtikn of, 467, 
Studious, Gymnastics of the, 463—vari¬ 
ous kinds of, i5,—riding, 464—walk¬ 
ing, 465. 

Sunday in Paris, humorous description 
of, 471. 

Superstitions of Highlanders and Ixm- 
doners, 561 — instances of, 562, 565, 
566, 568. 

T 

Tillcda, the Vintner of, 539. 

Tollens, lines from the Dutch of, 16. 
Tourist, journal of a, 417, 597. 

Town and Country, remarks on, 06—man¬ 
ners of the town, 07 to 92—of the coun¬ 
try, 93 to 96, 

Tragedy, French and English, criticism 
on, Np. 1. 47.—^by whom contemned, 
ih —reasons why English tragedy re¬ 
mains unrefined, 48—earliest Frcncli 
drama, character of, 50—remarks on 
early French dramatists, Larare Baif, 51 
—Jodelle, 54—No, 11.121—on French 
dramatists, La Peruse, ih. —Jacques Gre** 
vin, 122—^Jean dc la Faille, th, —the 
younger Baif, 124—Robert Garnier, ih. 
—No. III. 305—commencement of the 
romantic school, 385—the character of 
Hardy, 306—on the Elizabethan age, 
;486—Corneille, 390—Racine im|)erfect- 
ly translated, 391—Voltaire, ih. 

Travels, of Pearce’s,251, 427—of Hum¬ 
boldt, 314. « 

Traveller (llic), 544—at home, 545—in 
France, 550—in Italy, .550. 

Tricks of Speaking, 10. 

Triton of the Minnows, verses, 517. 
Turquoise, sonnet to the, 409. 

U 

Ugolino, 327. 

Univeisitics, Spanish, description of, 286. 

V 

Velocipede, conjectures on, 202. 

Versailles, lines addressed to the orange 
tree at, 350. 

Vintner of Tillcda, a talc, 539. 

Voltaire, some remarks on his diamatic 
power, 391. 

W 

Walks in a Garden, 41—delights t>t, 42-- 
Nature’s mode of propagating the seeds 
of the Dandelion, 42—vegetable hygro¬ 
meter of Mr. Edgworth, 43—surprising 
number of seeds from one plant, r/*.-;- 
improvement of Bowers, and ol the 
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Dahlia, 44-»-th5 Mesembryanthcmum, 
and extraordinary provision ot >Aiturc 
for, 4 r)—^nriowers, i/;.—evaporation of 
fioweis,*.—mi ncralsub‘?tanccs secreted 

by flowers, 46—lines in praise of Na¬ 
ture, 47—remark of Burke, ^I7d 
changes of vegetable matter, 175—Ba¬ 
con’s fohdness for gardening, j/*.—C hi¬ 
nese skill in cultivating flowers, tl\ the 


» * I 

•Date palm, i/'.—rise of sap in plants, 
• 176—BaCim’s remark respecting, 

I verses of Cowper on, tA. 

Was’iail-bowl, oftcc used in London at 
Christmas, 610— *is origin, 615. 

W^ds, fragments/from, 60, 

' Y , 

Youth and love, lines on, 276. 


ERRATA. 

I'afii' 3, noir, hnv 7,M garde do corps, leoit garde du corps. 

4, lim‘ 5, tv a fno cojnet o«/.v, for n«» |m»i*his, read poems. 

ti. (ine*2 from baUovif in ajetrcttjnt'}, onlt/t fot tioni, rwn/to. r 

/tHC 4»/or genius ot ihi* later Ionic school .if poetry, *n«/ geuuts of tiui Uiei 

Asiatic school of tircck pociiy. 
aty, III the poetry, Uiw 2, foi m\ bistel, trad thy sisler. 
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